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THE 


LIFE  OF  MALLET, 


BY  DR.  JOHNSON. 


\}9  Davib  Małłet,  having  no  written  memoriał,  I  am  able  to  give  no  otber  account 
tlnn  such  as  is  supplied  by  the  unauthorised  loquacity  of  common  iame,  and  a  Yeiy 
sl^t  personal  knowledge. 

He  was,  by  his  original,  one  of  the  Ma<^r<egors,  a  dan,  tfaat  became,  abont  sixty  years 
a§o,  under  the  conduct  of  Robin  Roy,  so  formidable  and  so  infamous  for  violence  and 
robbery,  that  the  name  was  ańnulled  by  a  legał  abolition ;  and  when  they  were  all  to 
denominate  themsekes  anew,  the  father,  I  suppose  of  this  aulhor^  cfdled  himself 
MtUoch. 

David  Mallocfa  was,  by  the  penury  of  his  parents,  compelled  to  be  Janiłor  of  the 
High  School  at  Edinburgh ;  a  mean  offiće,  of  which  'he  did  not  afterwards  delight  to 
bear.  Bat  he  sarmounted  the  disadvantages  of  his  birth  and  fortunę ;  for,  when  the 
duke  of  Montrose  applied  to  the  college  of  Edinburgh  for  a  tutor  to  eduoate  his  sons, 
Malloch  was  reoomraended ;  and  I  never  heard  that  he  dishonoured  his  credentials. 

Yihen  his  pupils  were  sent  to  see  the  world,  they  were  intrusted  to  his  care ;  and, 
having  conducted  them  round  the  common  circle  of  modish  travels,  he  retumed  with 
tfacm  to  London,  where,  by  the  influence  of  the  family  in  which  he  resided,  he  naturally 
gained  admission  to  many  persons  of  the  highest  rank  and  the  highest  character,  to  wits, 
Dobles,  and  statesmen. 

Of  his  works,  I  know  not  whether  I  can  tracę  the  series.  His  first  production  was 
William  and  Margaret' ;  of  which,  though  it  contains  nothing  veiy  striking  or  difficult, 
be  bas  been  envied  the  reputation :  and  plagiarism  has  been  boldly  charged,  but  never 
pro?cd. 

Not  long  afterwards  he  published  The  £xcursion  (1728) ;  a  desultoiy  and  capricious 
viewofsuch  scenes  of  naturę  as  his  fancy  led  him,  or  his  knowledge  enabłed  him,  to 
describe.  It  b  not  devoid  of  poetical  spirit.  Many  of  his  images  are  striking,  and 
many  of  the  paragraphs  are  el^;ant.    The  cast  of  diction  seems  to  be  copied  from 

'  Mallefs  William  and  Margaret  was  printed  in  Aaron  Hill'8  Plain  Dealer,  Na  36,  Jnly  24,  1724, 
bitsorisinal  state  it  was  Ycry  different  from  what  it  is  in  the  last  edition  of  his  works. 
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Tlionisoiiy  whose  SeasonTwere  then  in  their  fuli  blossom  of  reputation«    He  has  Tlioni* 
80ii's  beauties  and  his  ikults. 

Jlis  poem  on  Yerbal  Criticism  (1733)  was  written  to  pay  court  to  Pope,  on  a  snbject 
which  he  either  did  not  understand,  or  willingly  misrepresented ;  and  b  little  morę  than 
an  iinprpiienieoty  or  ratber  expan8ion,  of  a  fragment  which  Pope  printed  in  a  Miscellany 
long  before  he  engrafted  it  into  a  regular  poem.  There  i^in  this  piece  morę  pertneis 
than  wit,  and  morę  confidence  than  knowledge.  The  versification  is  tolerabk,  nor  can 
criticism  allow  it  a  higher  praise. 

His  first  tragedy  was  Eaiydice,  acted  at  Drury-lane  in  1731 ;  of  which  I  know  not 
the  reception  nor  the  merit,  but  have  heard  it  mentioned  as  a  mean  performance.  He 
was  not  then  too  high  to  accept  a  prologue  and  epilogue  from  Aaron  Hill,  neitlier  of 
which  can  be  much  commended. 

Haying  cleared  his  tongue  from  his  native  pronundation  so  as  to  be  no  longer  dis- 
tmguished  as  a  Scot,  he  seems  indined  to  disencumber  himself  from  all  adherences  of 
his  original,  and  took  upon  him  to  change  his  name  from  Scotch  Mailach  to  Eogliah 
Mallety  without  any  imaginable  reason  of  preference  which  the  eye  or  ear  can  discover, 
What  other  proofs  he  gave  of  disrespect  to  his  native  country,  I  know  not ;  but  it  was 
remarked  of  him,  that  he  was  the  only  Scot  whom  Scotchmen  did  not  commend. 

About  this  time  Pope,  whom  he  visited  familiarly,  published  his  Essay  on  Man,  but 
concealed  tlie  author ;  and,  when  Mallet  entered  one  day,  Pope  asked  him  slightly  what 
there  was  new.  Mallet  told  him,  that  the  newest  piece  was  something  called  an  Easay 
on  Man,  which  he  had  inspected  idly,  and  seeing  the  utter  inability  of  the  author,  wlio 
had  neither  skill  in  writing  nor  knowledge  of  the  subject,  had  tossed  it  away.  Pope,  to 
punish  his  self-conceit,  told  him  the  secret, 

A  new  editioB  of  the  works  of  Bacon  being  prepared  ( 1 750)  for  the  press,  Mallet  was 
employed  to  prefiz  a  life,  which  he  has  written  with  elegance,  perhaps  with  some  afiec- 
tation ;  but  with  so  much  morę  knowledge  of  history  than  of  science,  that  when  he 
aAerwards  undertook  the  Life  of  Marłborough,  Warburton  remarked,  that  he  migfat 
perhaps  forget  that  Marłborough  was  a  generał,  as  he  had  forgotten  that  Bacon  was  a 
philosopher. 

When  the  prince  of  Wales  was  driven  from  the  palące,  and,  setting  hiipsdf  at  the 
bead  of  the  opposition,  kept  a  separate  court,  he  endeavoured  to  increase  his  popularity 
by  the  patronage  of  literaturę,  and  madę  Mallet  his  under-secretary,  with  a  salary  of 
two  hundred  poundsa  year ;  Thomson  likewise  had  apension ;  and  tbey  were  associated 
in  the  composition  of  The  Masąue  of  Alfred,  which,  in  its  origiual  state,  was  phiyed  at 
Cliefdeu  in  1740 ;  it  was  af^erwards  almost  wholly  changed  by  Mallet,  and  brought 
upon  the  stage  at  Drury-lane  m  1751,  but  with  no  great  success, 

Mallet,  in  a  familiar  conversation  with  Garnek,  discoursing  of  the  diligence  which  he 
was  then  exerting  upon  the  Life  of  Marłborough,  let  him  know,  that,  in  the  seriea  of 
great  men  quickly  to  be  ezhibited,  he  should  Jind  a  nich  for  the  hero  of  the  theatre. 
Garnek  professed  to  wonder  by  what  artifice  he  could  be  introduced ;  but  Mallet  let 
him  know,  that,  by  a  dexterous  anticipation,  he  should  fix  him  in  a  conspicuous  place. 
<'  Mr,  Mallet,''  says  Garrick,  in  his  gratitude  of  exultation,  '^  have  you  (efi  off  to  write 
for  the  stage  f  Mallet  then  confessed  that  he  had  a  drama  in  his  hands.  Garrick  pro- 
misę  i  to  act  it ;  and  Alfred  was  produced. 

The  long  retardation  of  the  Life  of  the  Duke  of  Marłborough  shows,  with  strong  co&» 
yictiop,  how  little  copfidence  can  be  placed  m  posthumous  repown,    When  he  ^M,  it 
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was  80OO  determmed  tłiat  his  story  should  be  detivered  to  posterity ;  and  that  tbe 
papers  sopposed  to  contain  the  neoessary  inforniatioił  were  detivered  to  lord  Molesworth^ 
whobad  been  his  favourite  in  Flanders.  Wben  Moksworth  died,  the  same 'papers 
were  tiHnsfenned  with  the  same  design  to  sir  Richard  Steele,  who  in  some  of  his 
ei%eiices  put  them  in  pawn.  They  then  remained  with  the  old  dutchess,  who  in  her 
wili  asBigned  tbe  task  to  Giover  and  Mallet,  with  a  reward  of  a  thonsand  pounds,  and 
a  prohibition  to  insert  any  yerses.  Glorer  rejeeted,  I  suppose,  with  disdain,  the  legacy, 
and  devolved  the  whole  work  upon  Mallet ;  who  had  irom  the  late  duke  of  Marlborough 
apensionto  promote  his  Industry,  and  who  talked  of  the  discoveries  which  be  had 
nuide ;  but  left  not,  wben  be  died,  any  historical  labours  behind  him. 

Whiie  be  was  in  tbe  prince*s  service  be  published  Mustapha,  with  a  prologue  by 
TliorasoDy  not  mean»  but  far  inferior  to  that  which  be  had  received  from  Mallet  for 
Agamemnon.  Tbe  epilogne,  said  to  be  written  by  a  fnend,  was  composed  in  hastę  by 
Mallety  in  the  pbce  of  one  promised,  which  was  never  given.  This  tragedy  was  dedi- 
cated  to  the  piince  bis  master.  It  was  acted  at  Drury-lane  in  1739,  and  was  well 
noeived,  bat  was  never  revived. 

In  1740,  be  producedy  as  bas  been  already  mentioned,  The  Masque  of  AUred,  in 
co^junGtion  with  Thomson. 

For  some  time  afterwards  be  lay  at  rest.  Afler  a  long  interval,  his  next  work  was 
Arayntor  and  Theodora,  (1747)  a  long  story  in  blank  ver5e;  in  which  it  cannot  be 
daued  that  there  b  copiousness  and  elegance  of  language,  vigour  of  sentunent,  and 
■nagery  well  adapted  to  take  possession  of  the  fancy.  But  it  is  blank  verse.  This  be 
soki  to  Yaillant  for  one  hundred  and  twenty  pounds.  The  first  sale  was  not  great, 
and  it  is  now  lost  m  forge^lness. 

Mallet,  by  address  or  accident,  perbaps  by  his  dependance  ou  the  prince,  found  his 
way  to  Bolingbioke;  ^  man  whose  pride  and  petulance-made  his  kindness  difficult  to 
gaiD,  or  keep,  and  whom  Mallet  was  content  to  court  by  an  act,  which,  I  hope,  was 
onwiilingly  performed.  Wben  it  was  feund  that  Pope  had  clandestinely  printed  an 
onaotlKwised  number  of  the  pamphkt  called  Tbe  Patriot  King,  Bolingbroke,  in  a  fit 
of  uselesi  fury,  resoWed  to  blast  his  memory,  and  employed  Mallet  (1749)  as  the 
ezecationnr  of  his  yengeance.  Mallet  had  not  virtue,  or  had  not  spirit,  to  refuse  the 
Office;  and  was  rewarded,  not  long  after,  with  the  legacy  of  lord  BoUngbn>ke's 
mona. 

Many  of  the  political  pieces  had  been  written  during  the  opposition  to  Walpole,  and 
gifen  to  Franklin,  as  be  supposed,  in  perpetuity.  These,  among  the  rest,  were  claimed 
by  the  will.  The  questk>n  was  referred  to  arbitrators ;  but,  wben  they  decided  against 
Mallet,  he  leAised  to  yield  to  the  award,  and,  by  the  help  of  Millar  the  bookseller, 
poblished  all  that  he  could  find,  bat  with  success  vety  much  below  his  expectation. 

Id  1755,  his  masąue  of  Britannia  was  acted  at  Drury-lane ;  and  his  tra^y  of  £lvini 
m  1763 ;  in  whkb  year  he  was  appointed  keeper  of  the  Book  of  Entries  for  ships  in 
the  port  of  London. 

Łd  the  beginning  of  the  hist  war,  wben  tiie  uation  was  exaq)erated  by  ill  success,  he 
was  employed  to  tum  the  publk  yengeance  upon  Byng,  and  wrote  a  letter  of  accusation 
aoder  die  character  of  a  Pkiin  Man.  Tbe  paper  was  with  great  mdustry  cvculated 
and  di^ned;  and  he,  ibr  his  seasonable  intenrention,  had  a  considerable  pension 
bcrtowcd  opon  him,  whkb  he  retamed  to  his  death. 
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Towardt  the  end  of  his  Kfe  lie  went  with  his  wife  to  France ;  but  after  a  while,  findiog 
hu  health  dedioing,  be  returaed  alone  to  Eogland,  and  died  in  April,  1765. 

He  was  twice  married,  and  by  hu  lirst  wife  had  8everal  childrcn.  One  daughter, 
who  niarried  an  Italian  of  nink  named  Cilesia,  wrote  a  tragedy  called  Ahnida,  which 
was  acted  at  Drury-lane.  His  second  wife  was  tlie  daughter  of  a  nobłeman's  stewaid, 
who  had  a  considerabk  fortunę,  which  she  took  care  to  retain  in  her  own  hands. 

Hu  stature  was  diminuti^e,  but  he  was  regnlarly  formed ;  his  appearance,  till  he 
grew  corpulent,  was  agreeable,  and  łie  suflfered  it  to  want  no  recommeodation  that 
dress  could  give  it.  His  oonyersation  was  elegant  and  easy.  The  rest  of  his  character 
may,  without  injury  to  his  memory,  sink  into  silence. 

As  a  writer,  he  cannot  be  placed  in  any  high  class.  There  is  no  species  of  compo- 
sition  in  which  he  was  eminent  His  dramas  had  their  day,  a  short  day,  and  aie  for- 
gotten ;  his  blank  verse  seems  to  my  ear  the  echo  of  Thonuon.  His  Life  of  Bacon  is 
known,  as  it  is  appended  to  Bacon's  volumes,  but  is  no  longer  mendoned.  His  works 
are  such  as  a  writer,  busdiiig  in  the  world,  showing  himself  in  public,  and  enierging 
occasionally  from  time  to  time  into  notice,  might  keep  alive  by  hu  persona]  influence; 
but  wliich,  conveying  little  information,  and  giving  no  great  pleasure,  must  soon  give 
way,  as  tlie  succession  of  things  produces  new  topics  of  conversation  and  other  moda 
of  amusement. 


TO 


THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 


WILLIAM,  LORD  MANSFIELD, 

LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  OF  ENGLAND. 

JANUARY  1,  1759. 

No  man,  in  ancient  Romę,  my  lord,  would  have  been  surprised,  I  belieye, 
10  see  a  poet  inscribe  his  works,  either  to  Cicero,  or  the  younger  Pliny  ;  not 
tomention  any  morę  amongst  ber  most  celebrated  nam^.  They  were  both, 
it  is  true,  public  magistrates  of  the  first  distinction,  and  had  applied  them- 
8elves  sererely  to  the  study  of  the  laws ;  in  which  both  eminently  excelled. 
They  were,  at  the  same  time,  illustrious  orators,  and  employed  their  eloąuence 
in  ihe  service  of  their  clients  and  their  country.  But,  as  they  had  both 
embellished  their  other  talents  by  early  cukirating  the  finer  arts,  and  which 
has  spread,  we  see,  a  pecuiiar  hght  and  grace  over  all  their  productions ;  no 
species  of  polite  literaturę  could  be  foreign  to  their  taste  or  patronage.  And, 
in  effect,  we  find  they  were  the  friends  and  protectors  of  the  best  poets  their 
respectiye  ages  produced. 

It  b  from  a  parity  of  character,  my  lord,  and  which  will  occur  obriously 
to  eTery  eye,  that  I  am  induced  to  place  your  name  at  the  head  of  this  coU 
lectioD,'such  as  it  is,  of  the  difFerent  things  I  have  written. 

Nec  Phoebo  gratior  ulla 

Ouam  Słbi  qiuB  Yari  pnescripsit  pagioa  nomen. 

And  were  I  as  surę,  my  lord,  that  it  is  deserving  of  your  regard,  as  I  am  that 
these  yerses  were  not  applied  with  morę  propriety  at  first  than  they  are  now ; 
the  public  would  uniyersalJy  justify  my  ambition  in  presenting  it  to  you. 
But,  of  that,  the  public  only  must  and  will  judge,  in  the  last  appeal.  There 
is  but  one  thing,  to  bespeak  their  favour  and  your  friendship,  that  I  dare  be 
posiuve  in :  without  which,  you  are  the  last  person  in  Britain  to  whom  I 
should  have  thought  of  addressing  it.  And  this  any  man  may  affirm  of  him- 
self,  without  vanity  ;  because  it  is  eąually  in  every  man  s  power.  Of  all  that 
1  haire  written,  on  any  occasion,  there  is  not  a  linę,  which  I  am  afraid  to  own, 
either  as  an  honest  man,  a  good  subject,  or  a  true  lover  of  my  country. 
1  haTe  thus,  my  lord,  dedicated  some  few  moments,  the  first  day  of  this 
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new  year,  to  send  you,  according  to  good  óld  custom,  a  present.  An  humble 
one,  I  confess  it  is  ;  and  that  can  have  little  other  value  but  what  arises  from 
the  disposition  of  the  sender.  On  that  account,  perhaps,  it  may  not  be  aJ^' o- 
gether  unacceptable ;  for  it  is  indeed  an  offering  rather  of  the  heart  than  the 
head ;  an  effusion  of  those  sentinient3|  which  groat  merit,  empioyed  to  the 
best  purposes,  naturally  crcates. 

May  you  enjoy,  my  lord,  through  the  whole  course  of  this  and  many  niore 
ycars,  that  sound  health  of  mind  and  body,  which  your  important  labours  for 
the  pnblic  so  much  want,  and  so  ju^tly  merit !  And  may  you  soon  have  the 
sutisfaction  to  see,  what  I  know  you  so  ardently  wish,  this  destructive  war, 
h;)wcver  necessary  on  our  part,  concJuded  by  a  safe  and  lasting  peace  !  Then, 
and  not  till  thcn,  a!l  the  nobie  arts,  no  iess  useful  than  ornamental  to  human 
life,  and  th.it  nowlanguish,  may  again  flourish,  under  the  eye  and  encourage- 
ment  of  those  fcw,  who  think  and  feel .  as  you  do,  for  the  adrantage  and 
honour  of  Great  Britaih.     I  am,  with  the  sincerest  attachment, 


MY  LORD, 

your  most  faithful 

humble  servant. 
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or 


DAVID  MALLET, 


OP 


yEKBAL  CRmClSM. 


ADTERTI8EMBNT 
TO  TUK  FIUT  AM)  SSCOND  KDITIOICI. 

As  tbe  design  of  the  fbllowing  poem  is  to  rally  the 
aboae  of  Terbal  cńticism,  the  author  could  not, 
without  manifest  partiality,  overlook  the  editor 
of  Milton,  and  the  restorer  of  Shakspeare.  With 
regaid  to  the  latter,  he  has  read  over  the  many 
and  ample  specimena  with  which  that  scholiast 
has  ałready  obliged  tbe  public  :  and  of  these, 
and  these  oniy,  he  pietends  to  give  his  opiuion. 
Bat,  whaterer  he  may  think  of  the  critic,  not 
bearing  the  least  ill-will  to  the  man,  be  deferred 
printing  these  Teraes,  though  written  several 
months  ago^,  till  he  heard  that  the  aubscription 
for  a  new  editioa  of  Shakspeare  was  closed. 

He  begs  leave  to  add  likewise,  that  this  poenf  was 
nodertaken  and  written  entirdy  without  the 
knofwledge  of  the  gentleman  to  whom  it  is  ad- 
dressed.  Only  as  it  is  a  public  testimony  of  his 
ioriolable  esŁeem  for  Mr.  Pope,  on  that  account, 
particalarly,  he  wishes  it  may  not  be  judged  to 
bcrease  the  numberof  meau  performances,  with 
which  the  town  is  almost  daily  pestered. 


Awoiio  the  nnmerous  ibols,  by  Fate  designM 

Oft  to  disturb,  and  oft  divert,  mankind, 

The  reading  coKComb  is  of  special  notę, 

By  mle  a  poet,  and  a  judge  by  rotę : 

Gnfe  son  of  idió  Industry  and  Pride, 

Whom  leaming  but  peirerts,  and  books  misgnide. 

O  faniM  for  judging,  as  for  writing  well^ 
That  rarest  science,  where  ao  few  excel ; 
Whoee  life,  sererely  8cann'd,  transcends  thy  lays. 
For  wit  supremę  ia  .but  thy  second  praise : 


TSs  thine,  O  Pope,  who  choose  the  better  part, 
To  tell  bow  false,  how  vain,  the  scholiast^s  rirt, 
Which  nor  to  taste,  nor  genins  has  pretence. 
And,  if  'tis  leaming,  is  not  common  sense. 

In  errour  obstinate,  in  wraogling  loud. 
For  trifles  eager,  positive,  and  proud  ; 
Deep  in  the  darkness  of  duli  autbors  bred, 
With  all  their  refuse  1umber'd  in  his  head, 
What  every  dunce  Arom  eyery  dunghill  drew 
Of  literary  oflUs,  old  or  new, 
Forth  steps  at  last  the  self-applauding  wight, 
Of  points  and  letterSy  chaff  and  stiaws,  to  write: 
Sagely  resolvM  to  swell  each  bulky  piece 
With  venereble  toys,  from  Romę  and  Oreece ; 
How  oft,  in  Homer,-  Paris  curPd  his  hair; 
If  Aristotle^s  cap  were  round  or  square ; 
If  in  the  cave,  where  Dido  first  was  spęd, 
To  Tyre  she  tum'd  her  heels,  to  Troy  her  head. 

Such  the  choice  anecdotes,  profound  and  Taio, 
Tłiat  storę  a  Bentley's  and  a  Burman's  brain : 
Hence,  Plato  quoted,  or  the  Stagyrite, 
To  prove  that  flame  ascends,  and  suow  is  wbite : 
Hence,  much  bard  study,  without  sense  or  breeding. 
And  all  the  graye  impertinence,  of  reading. 
If  Shakspeare  says,  tiie  nooo-day  Sun  is  bright. 
His  scholiast  will  remark,  it  then  was  light ; 
Tum  Caxton,  Winkin,  each  old  Goth  aiud  Hniiy 
To  rectify  the  reading  of  a  pun. 
Thus,  nicely  trifling,  accuretely  duli, 
How  one  may  toil,  and  toil — ^to  be  a  fbol ! 

But  is  there  then  no  honour  due  to  age  ? 
No  reverence  to  great  Shak8peare's  noble  page? 
And  he,  who  half  a  life  has  read  him  o'er. 
His  mangled  points  and  commas  to  restore,^^  * 
Meets  he  such  slight  regard  ic  nameless  lays, 
Whom  Bufo  treats,  and  lady  Would-be  pays  ? 

Pńde  of  his  own,  and  wonder  of  this  age, 
Who  first  created,  and  yet  rales,  the  stage, 
Bold  to  design,  alUpowóful  to  expre88, 
Shakspeare  each  passion  drew  in  every  dresi: 
Great  above  rule,  and  imitating  nonę ; 
Rich  without  borrowing,  Naturę  was  his  own* 
Yet  is  his  sense  debas*d  by  gross  allay : 
As  gold  in  mines  lies  inis'd  with  dirt  and  clay. 
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Now,  eagle-wing'd»  his  heayenward  flight  he  takes; 
The  big  stage  thunders,  and  the  soul  awakos : 
Now,  Iow  on  eartti,  a  kindred  reptile  creeps ; 
Sad  Hamlet  ąuibbles,  and  tbe  hearer  sleeps. 

Such  was  the  poet :  next  the  scholiast  view ; 
Faint  through  the  oolouring,  yet  the  features  true. 

CondemnM  to  dig  and  dung  a  barren  soil, 
Where  hardly  tares  will  grow  with  care  and  toil, 
He,  with  Iow  industry,  goes  gleaning  on 
From  good,from  bad,  from  mean,  negierting  nonę: 
His  brother  book-worm  so,  in  shelf  or  stall, 
Will  feed  alike  on  Woolston  and  on  PauL 
By  living  clients  hopetess  now  of  bread, 
He  pettyfogs  a  scrap  from  authors  dead : 
See  him  on  Shakspeare  porę,  intent  to  steal 
Poor  farce,  by  firagments,  for  a  third-day  meaL 
Such  that  grave  bird  in  northem  seas  is  found» 
Whose  narac  a  Dutchman  oniy  knows  to  sound. 
Where*er  the  king  of  fish  moves  on  befbre, 
This  hambie  friend  attends  from  shore  to  shore ; 
With  eye  still  eamest,  and  with  bill  incUn^d^ 
He  ptcks  up  what  his  patron  drops  behind, 
With  those  choice  cates  his  palate  to  regale. 
And  is  the  careful  Tibbald  of  a  whale '. 

Blest  genius !  who  bestows  his  oil  and  pains 
On  each  duli  passage,  each  duli  book  contains ; 
The  toil  morę  gratefiil,  as  tbe  Uak  morę  Iow: 
So  carrion  is  the  quarry  of  a  crow. 
Where  his  fam'd  author*s  page  is  flat  and  poor, 
There,  most  exact  the  reading  to  restore ; 
By  dint  of  pkMlding,  and  by  sweat  of  face, 
A  buli  to  change,  a  blunder  to  replace : 
Whate'er  is  refuse  critically  gleaning, 
And  knending  nonsense  into  dioobtfal  meaning. 
For  this,  dread  Dennis,  (and  who  can  fbrbear, 
Dunce  or  not  dunce  *,  relating  it,  to  stare  ?) 
His  head  though  jealous,  and  his  years  finirscore, 
Ey^n  Dennis  praises^,  who  ne^er  prais^d  before ! 
For  this,  the  scholiast  clatms  bis  share  of  fiune, 
And,  modest,  prints  his  own  with  Shak8peare's  name: 
How  justly,  Pope,  in  this  short  story  view ; 
Which  may  be  dnil,  and  therefore  should  be  tnie. 

A  prelate,  famM  for  clearing  each  darie  text, 
Who  sense  with  sound,  and  tnith  with  rhetoric  mixt, 
Once,  as  his  moring  tbeme  to  rapture  warmM, 
Inspir^d  himself,  his  happy  hearers  charmM. 
The  sermon  o*er,  tbe  crowd  remain*d  behind. 
And  freely,  man  or  woman,  spoke  their  mind ; 
Ali  said  they  lik'd  the  lecture  from  their  sonl, 
And  each,  remembertng  something,  praisM  the 
At  last  an  honest  8exton  joinM  the  throng;  [whole. 
(For  as  the  tbeme  was  large,  their  talk  was  long) 
"  Neighbonrs,** he  cry*d, "  my  conscience  bids  me  tell, 
Though  'twas  the  doctor  preachM->I  toird  the  beli." 

'  This  remarkable  bird  is  called  the  Strandt- 
Jager.  Herę  you  see  how  he  purchases  his  ibod : 
and  tbe  same  author,  finom  wbom  this  account  is 
taken,  tells  ns  further,  how  he  comes  by  his  drink. 
You  may  see  him,  adds  the  Dutchman,  frequently 
pursning  a  sort  of  sea-  mew,  called  Kulge-Gehef, 
whom  he  torments  incessantly  to  make  him  void 
an  excrement ;  which,  being  liquid,  serves  him,  I 
imaginC)  for  drink.  See  a  Collection  of  Yoyages 
to  the  North. 

'  Qnis  talia  fando 

Myrmidooum,  Dolopumye,  &c.       Yirg. 

>  Sec  the  Dedication  of  his  Remarks  od  the  Don- 
ciad  to  Mr.  Lewis  TheobaM. 


In  this  the  critic*s  folly  most  is  shown : 
Is  there  a  genius  all-unlike  his  own, 
With  leaming  elegant,  with  wit  well  bred, 
And,  as  in  books  in  men  and  manners  rcad ; 
Him!ielf  with  poring  erudiiion  blind, 
Unknowing,  as  unknown  of  human  kind  ; 
That  writer  he  sclects,  with  aukward  aim 
His  sense,  at  once,  to  mimie  and  to  maim. 
So  Florio  is  a  fop,  with  half  a  nose : 
So  fat  West  Indian  planters  dress  as  beaux. 
Thus,  gay  Petronius  was  a  Dutchman^s  choice, 
And  Horace,  strange  to  say,  tnn'd  6entley's  voicew 

Horace,  whom  all  the  Graces  taugbt  to  pleas^ 
MixM  mirth  with  morals,  eloquence  with  ease;    ' 
His  genius  social,  as  his  judgment  elear; 
When  finolic,  pnident;  smiling  when  severe; 
Secure,  each  temper,  and  each  taste  to  hit. 
His  was  tbe  curious  happiness  of  wit. 
Skiird  in  that  noblest  science,  how  to  live ; 
Which  learning  may  direct,  but  Heaven  must  give; 
Grave  with  Agrippa,  with  Maecenas  gay ; 
Among  the  fair,  bnt  just  as  wise  as  they : 
First  in  the  friendships  of  the  great  enroird, 
The  St  Johns,  Boyles,  and  Lytteltons,  of  old. 

While  Bcntley,  long  to  wrangling  schools  coD6n*d9 
And,  but  by  books,  acquainted  with  mankind, 
Dares,  in  the  fulness  of  the  pedant*s  pride, 
Rhyme,  though  no  genius;  though  no  judge,decide. 
Yet  he,  pnme  pattem  of  the  captious  art, 
Out-tibbalding  poor  Tibbald,  tops  his  part : 
Holds  high  tbe  scourge  o'er  each  famM  author% 

head; 
Nor  are  their  graves  a  refuge  for  the  dead. 
To  Milton  lending  sense,  to  Horace  wit, 
He  makes  them  write  what  never  poet  writ : 
The  Roman  Muse  arraigns  his  mangling  pen ; 
And  Paradise,  by  him,  is  lost  again^. 
Such  was  his  doom  impos*d  by  HeaTen*s  decree, 
With  ears  that  hear  not,  eyes  that  shall  not  see, 
Tbe  Iow  to  Bwell,  to  le^el  the  soblime, 
To  blast  all  beauty,  and  beprose  all  rhyme. 
Great  eldest-bom  of  Dulłness,  blind  and  bold ! 
Tyrant!  morę  cruel  than  Procrustes  old; 
^^lio,  to  his  iron-bed,  by  torturę,  fits, 
Their  nobler  part,  the  souis  of  suffering  wits. 

Such  is  the  man,  who  heaps  his  head  with  bay% 
And  calls  on  human  kind  to  sonnd  his  praise. 
For  points  transplacM  with  curious  want  of  skill. 
For  flatten'd  sbuuda,  and  sense  amended  iłl. 
So  wise  Caligttla,  in  days  of  yore. 
His  helmet  fiird  with  pebbles  on  the  shore, 
Swore  he  had  rifled  Ocean's  rich  spoils, 
And  clatmM  a  tropby  for  his  martial  toils. 

Yet  be  his  merits,  with  his  faults,  confiest: 
Fair-dealing,  as  the  plamest,  is  the  best 
Long  łay  the  crittc*s  work,  with  trifles  stor^d, 
Admir^d  in  Latin,  but  in  Gre^  ador^d^ 

4  This  sagacious  scholiast  is  pleased  to  create  an 
imaginary  ^itor  of  Milton ;  who,  he  says,  by  his 
blunders,  interpolations,  and  Tile  alterations,  lost 
Paradise  a  second  timc.  'Riis  is  a  postulatom 
which  surely  nonę  of  his  readers  can  have  tbe  heart 
to  deny  him ;  because  otherwise  he  woukl  have 
wanted  a  fair  opportunity  of  callhig  Milton  him- 
self,  in  the  person  of  this  phantom,  fool,  ignorant, 
idiot,  and  the  likć  critical  compellatioos,  which  he 
plentifiilly  bestows  on  him.  But,  though  he  had 
no  taste  in  poetry,  he  was  otherwise  a  man  of  very 
coDsidenble  ahilities^  and  of  great  emdition. 
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Men,  ao  well  read,  who  coofidently  wrote, 

TUeiT  readers  could  bare  sworoi  were  men  of  notę: 

To  pass  npoo  Łhe  crowd  for  great  or  rare, 

Aim  not  to  make  tbem  knowing,  make  tbem  stare. 

For  these  blind  votańe8  good  BenUey  griev'd, 

Writ  English  notes — and  mankind  undeceWd: 

In  aach  elear  light  the  serious  folly  piac'd, 

£v*n  thoa,  Browne  Willis,  tbou  may'st  see  tbe  jest 

Bot  wbat  can  cure  our  vanity  of  mind, 
Deaf  to  reproofy  and  to  discovery  blind  ? 
Let  Crookc,  a  broiher  Kholiast  Shakspeare  calU 
Tibliald,  t»  Hesiod-Cooke  retums  the  bali. 
So  nuB  the  circle  still :  in  this,  we  see 
The  lackies  of  the  great  and  leamM  agree. 
If  Bntain*s  n(4>les  mix  in  high  debatę, 
Whenee  Europę,  in  ^n^pense,  attends  ber  fate; 
In  mimie  session  their  grave  footmen  meet, 
Redoce  an  anny,  or  eqnip  a  fleet: 
And,  riTalling  the  critic'8  loily  style. 
Merę  Tom  ^nd  Dick  are  Stanhope  and  AfgylL 

Yet  tho6e,  whom  pride  and  dulness  jotn  to  blind, 
To  narrow  eares  in  narrow  space  confin'd, 
Thongh  with  big  titles  eaeh  his  fellow  greets, 
Are  but  ti>  wits,  as  scaYengers  to  streets : 
Tbe  hamble  black-guards  of  a  Pope  or  Gay, 
To  bruah  oflf  dust,  and  wipe  their  spots  away. 

Or,  if  not  trivial,  harmful  is  their  art ; 
Fome  to  the  head,  or  poison  to  the  beart. 
Where  ancient  aotbors  hint  at  things  obscene, 
The  schołiast  speaks  ont  broadly  what  they  mean. 
Disclosing  each  dark  rice,  well  lost  to  famę. 
And  adding  fuel  to  redundant  flame, 
He,  sober  pimp  to  Lechery,  explains 
What  Capres's  Isle,  or  V — 's  Alćove  contains : 
Why  Paulus,'  for  his  sordid  temper  known, 
tVas  laTish,  to  his  fathcr^s  wife  ałone : 
Why  tbose  fbnd  female  visits  duły  paid 
To  tuneful  Incuba ;  and  what  ber  trade : 
Ho?  modem  love  has  madę  so  many  martyrs, 
A*d  which  keeps  oftenest,  lady  C-^,  or  Chartres. 

But  who  their  ▼arious  foUies  can  explain  ? 
Tbe  tale  is  infinite,  the  task  were  Tain. 
Twcre  to  read  new-year  odes  in  search  of  thought; 
To  sam  the  libels  Pryn  or  Withers  wrote  j 
To  gness,  ere  one  epistle  saw  the  light', 
How  many  dnnces  met,  and  clobM  their  mite ; 
To  TouchHTor  tnith  what  Welsted  prints  of  Pope, 
Or  fn>m  the  brotber-boobies  steal  a  trcme. 
That  be  the  part  of  persevering  Wass  % 
With  pen  of  lead ;  or,  Arnall,  thine  of  brass ; 
A  text  for  Benley,  or  a  gloss  for  Meame, 
Who  loves  to  teach,  what  no  man  cares  to  leam. 

How  little,  knowledge  reaps  from  toils like  these! 
Too  doubtfal  to  dlrect,  too  poor  to  please. 
Yet,  critics,  woułd  your  tribe  deserre  a  name. 
And,  foirty  useful,  rse  to  hoiiest  famę  ; 
Fhst,  from  the  head,  a  load  of  lumber  move. 
And,  from  the  Tolume,  al  I  yoursdTes  approve : 
For  patch*d  and  pUfer^d  fragments,  give  us  sense, 
Or  leaming,  elear  from  leamM  impertinence, 


'  See  a  poem  publisbed  some  time  ago  under 
that  title,  said  to  be  the  productton  of  several  in- 
gcnioos  and  piolific  beads ;  one  contribating  a  si- 
nile,  another  a  chararter,  and  a  certain  gentleman 
fonr  shrewd  lines  wholly  madę  up  of  asterisks. 

*  See  the  preface  to  his  edition  of  Sallustj  and 
Rad,  if  yoo  are  able,  tbe  Scholia  of  aiicteen  amio- 
titBci  by  hiai  ooiłeoted,  besides  im  ovn. 


Where  morał  meaning,  or  where  taste  presides. 
And  wit  enlivens  but  what  reason  guides : 
Great  without  swcUing,  without  meanuess  plain» 
Serious,  not  silly ;  sportive,  but  not  vain ; 
On  triiles  sligbt,  on  things  of  use  profound, 
In  ąuoting  sober,  and  in  judging  soond. 


VERSES 


PRBSEKTBD  TO  THE  FRIKCE  OF  ORANGB,  OK  HIS  YIStTIHO 
OXFORI>,  IN  THE  YEAR  1734. 

Recbiyb,  lov'd  prince,  the  tribnte  of  our  praise, 
This  hasty  welcome,  in  unfinishM  lays. 
At  best,  the  pomp  of  song,  the  paint  of  art, 
Di^lay  the  genius,  but  not  speak  the  heart ; 
And  oft,  as  ornament  must  truth  supply, 
Are  but  the  splendid  colouring  of  a  lie. 
These  need  not  berę  ;  for  to  a  soul  like  thine, 
Truth,  plain  and  aimple,  will  morę  lovely  shine* 
The  tmly  good  but  wish  the  Yerse  sinccre: 
They  court  no  flattery,  who  no  censure  fear. 
Such  Massau  is,  the  fairest,  gentlest  mind, 
In  blooming  youth  the  Titus  of  mankind, 
Crowds,  who  to  hail  thy  wisb*d  appearance  ran, 
Forgot  the  prince,  to  praise  and  love  the  man. 
Such  sente  with  sweetness,  grandeur  mix*d  with  ease! 
Our  nobler  youth  will  leąni  of  thee  to  please : 
Thy  brigbt  example  shall  our  world  adom. 
And  charm,  in  gracioos  princes,  yet  unhorn. 

Nor  deem  this  Terse  from  venal  art  proceedff, 
That  yice  of  courts,  the  w>il  for  baneful  weeds. 
HereCandourdwells;  herebonesttnithsaretaughty 
To  guide  and  govem,  not  disguise,  the  thought 
See  these  enlighteo'd  sages,  who  preside 
0'er  Leaming^B  empire;  see  the  youth  they  gmde: 
Behold,  alj  faces  are  in  transport  drest ! 
Bot-those  most  wonder,  who  discem  thee  best. 
At  sigbt  of  thee,  each  free-bom  heart  receives 
A  joy,  the  sight  of  princes  rarely  gives; 
From  tyrants  sprung,  and  oft  themseWes  design'd. 
By  Fate,  the  futurę  Neroes  of  their  kind: 
But  thottgh  thy  blood,  we  know,  transmttted,  springu 
From  laurellM  heroes,  and  from  warrior-kings, 
Through  that  high  series,  we,  deligbted,  tracę 
The  friends  of  liberty,  and  human  race ! 
Oh,  bom  to  gład  and  animate  our  isle  \ 
For  thee,  our  heavens  look  p]eas'd,  our  seasoos  smile : 
For  thee,  late  object  of  our  tender  fears, 
Whcn  thy  life  droop*d,  and  Britain  was  in  tears, 
All-cheering  Health,  the  goddess  rosy-fair,  > 

Attended  by  soft  suns,  and  vemal  air,  [hour, 

Sought  tbose  fam'd  springs',  where,  each  a{Bictive 
Disease,  and  Age,  and  Pain,  iuToke  ber  power: 
She  came ;  and,  while  to  thee  the  corrent  flows, 
Pour^d  all  hersełf,  and  in  thy  cup  arose. 
Hence,  to  thy  cheek,  that  instant  bloom  deri^^d : 
Hence,  with  Uiy  health,  the  weepiug  world  reviy'd ! 

Proceed  to  emulate  thy  race  dirine : 
A  life  of  action,  and  of  praise,  be  thine. 
Assert  the  titles  gennine  to  thy  blood, 
By  naturę,  daring ;  but  by  reason,  good. 
So  great,  so  glorious  thy  forefatbers  shone. 
No  son  oif  theirs  must  hope  to  live  unknowii : 
Their  deeds  will  place  thy  virtue  fiill  in  sight ; 
Thy  vice,  if  Wce  tbou  hast,  in  sCraiger  light 

>  Bath. 
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If  to  Łhy  hk  beginntngs  nobly  tnie, 
Think  what  the  world  may  claim,  and  thoa  must  do: 
The  hoDoura,  that  already  grace  thy  name, 
Hatre  fix'd  thy  choice,  and  force  thee  into  famę. 
£v*n  she,  brtght  Anoa,  whom  thy  worth  has  won, 
Insptres  thee  what  to  seek  and  what  to  shiin ; 
Rich  in  all  oatward  grace,  th*  esalted  fiur 
Makes  the  souPs  beauty  her  peculiar  care. 
O,  be  yoor  nuptials  cn>wn'd  with  glad  iocrease 
Of  80118,  in  war  renown*d,  and  great  in  peace; 
Of  danghters,  Imir  and  faithfiil,  to  supply 
The  patriot-TBce,  tUl  Nature>8  aelf  shall  die ! 


FERSES 

OCCASIONID  BT  DR.  ]>RAZBft*S  BSBUIŁDIMC  PART  OF  TUB 
UNIYBKSnY  OP  ABBBDEEN. 

Im  times  long  past,  ere  Wealth  was  Leaming*s  fbe, 
And  dar'd  despise  the  worth  he  would  not  know; 
Ere  mitred  Pride,  which  arts  alone  had  rais'd, 
Those  very  arts,  in  others  saw,  unpraisM ; 
Friend  to  mankind ',  a  prelate,  good  and  great, 
The  Muses  courted  to  thb  safe  retreat : 
Fix'd  each  fiiir  yirgin,  deoent,  in  her  celi, 
With  leamed  Leisare,  and  with  Peaoe  to  dwelL 
The  fabńc  finishM,  to  the  sovereign'8  fimoe  ', 
His  own  neglecting,  he  transferred  his  claim. 
Here,  by  successive  worthies,  well  was  tangbt 
Wbate*er  enlightens,  or  eudts  the  thought. 
With  labour  płanted,  and  improWd  with  care, 
The  rarious  tree  of  knowledge  6oari8h*d  iair: 
Soft  and  serene  the  kindly  seasons  rolPd, 
And  Science  long  enjoyM  her  age  of  gold. 

Now,  dire  reyerse !  impair'd  by  lapse  of  years, 
A  falling  waste  the  Muses*  seat  appears. 
0'er  her  gray  rooii,  with  baneful  ivy  bonnd, 
Time,  surę  destroyer,  walks  his  hostile  roimd : 
Silent,  and  slow,  and  ceaseless  in  his  toil, 
He  mines  each  wali,  he  moulders  every  pile ! 
Ruin  hangs  hovering  o*er  the  iated  place : 
And  dumb  Obliyion  comes  with  mended  pace. 
Sad  Leaming*s  genias,  with  a  father^s  fear, 
Beheld  the  total  desolation  near : 

Beheld  the  Muses  stretch  the  wing  to  fly ; 

And  fix'd  on  Heaven  his  sorrow-streaming  eye ! 
From  Heaven,  in  that  dark  hour,  oommissionM 

Mild  Charity,  ev*n  there  the  fbremost  name.    [came 

Swift  Pity  flew  before  her,  softly  bright ; 

At  whose  ielt  influence.  Naturę  smifd  witł^  ligbt. 
"  Hear,  and  rejoice !" — the  gracious  power  begun-~ 

**  Already,  fir'd  by  me,  thy  faronńte  son 

This  ruin'd  scenę  remarks  with  filial  eyes ; 

And,  Irom  its  fali,  bids  fairer  iabrics  rise. 

£v^  now,  behold !  where  crumbling  fragments  gray, 

In  dust  deep-bury'd,  lost  to  memory  lay,    . 

The  column  swelb,  the  well-knit  arches  bend, 

The  round  dome  widens,  and  the  roofe  ascend ! 
"  Nor  ends  the  bounty  thus :  by  him  bestow*d, 

Here,  Science  shall  her  richest  stores  unload. 

Whate^er,  long-hid,  PhikMophy  bas  fbnnd ; 

Or  the/Muse  sung,  with  livłng  laurel  crown^d; 

Or  History  descry'd,  far-looking  sagę, 

In  the  dark  donbtfulness  of  distont  age ; 

>  Bishop  Elphinstone. 

'  Calling  it  King^i  CoUege,  in  oonpliment  to 
James  II. 


These,  thy  best  wealth,  with  cnrious  choic^  o(Mnbin*d| 
Now  treasur'd  here,  shall  form  the  studious  mind : 
To  wits  unbom  the  wanted  succours  give. 
And  fire  the  bard,  whom  Genius  means  to  lirę. 

"  But,  teach  thy  sons  the  gentle  laws  of  peace; 
Let  Iow  Self-love  and  pedant  Discofd  cease: 
Their  object  tmth,  utility  their  aim. 
One  social  spirit  reign,  in  all  the  same. 
Thus  aided  arts  shall  with  fresh  vigour  shoot; 
Their  culturM  blossoms  ripen*d  ipto  fhiit; 
Thy  iaded  star  dtspehse  a  brighter  ray. 
And  each  glad  Muse  renew  her  noblest  łtty.'* 


PROLOGUE 

To  THB  SIBGE  OP  DAM ASCUl* 
SPOKSM  BT  LORD  SAMBWICH. 

Whsh  arts  and  arms,  beneath  Eliza'8  smile, 

Spread  wide  their  influence  o*er  this  happy  jsle ; 

A  golden  reign,  uncurst  with  party  ragę, 

Hiat  fbe  to  taste,  and  tyrant  of  our  age; 

Ere  all  our  leaming  in  a  libel  lay. 

And  al)  our  talk,  in  politics,  or  play : 

The  statesman  oft  would  soothe  his  toils  with  wit, 

What  Spenser  sung,  aud  Nature's  Shakspeare  writ; 

Or  to  the  laurelFd  grove,  at  times,  retire, 

There,  woo  the  Muse,  and  wake  the  moving  lyre. 

As  fiiir  examples,  like  ascending  mom, 
The  world  at  once  enlighten  and  adom ; 
Fhmi  them  diflfus*d,  the  gentle  arts  of  peaoe 
Shot  brightening  o*er  the  land,  with  swift  increase: 
Rough  Naturę  soft«n'd  into  grace  and  ease ; 
Sense  grew  poUte,  and  Science  sought  to  please. 

Reliev*d  ftx>m  yon  rude  scenę  of  party-din, 
Where  open  Basóiess  vies  with  secret  Sin, 
And  safe  embower^d  in  Wobum*s  '  airy  groves, 
Let  us  recall  the  times  our  taste  approves; 
Awaken  to  our  aid  the  mo\iming  Muse ; 
Through  every  bossom  teudcr  tłiought  infuse ; 
Melt  angry  Faction  into  morał  sense. 
And  to  his  guests  a  Bedibrd's  soul  dispense. 

And  now,  while  Spring  extcnd8  her  smiling  reign, 
Green  on  the  mbuntain,  flowery  in  tbe  platn ; 
While  genial  Naturę  breathes,  from  hill  and  dale, 
Health,  fragrance,  gladness,  in  the  living  gale ; 
The  varłous  softness,  stealing  through  the  heart, 
Impressioos  sweetly  social,  will  impart. 
When  sad  Eudocia  pours  her  hopeless  woe, 
The  tear  of  pity  will  unbidden  flow ! 
When  erring  Phocyas,  whom  wild  passions  blind, 
Holds  up  himself,  a  minor  for  mankind ; 
An  equal  eye  on  our  own  hearts  we  tum, 
Where  fraitties  lurk,  where  ibnd  aifectioos  bura : 
And,  conscious,  Naturę  is  in  all  the  same. 
We  moum  the  guilty,  while  the  guilt  we  blame ! 


EPILOGUE 

TO  THE  BROTHERS, 
A  IRAGBDY,   BY  DR.  TOWO.  ^ 

To  wtmian,  surę,  the  most  severe  afliiction 

Is,  from  these  fellows,  point-blank  contradictioo- 

<  The  Siege  of  Damascus  was  acted  at  Wobura, 
bytbedukeofBedlbcd,  tbe  ewi  of  Saodwichi  and 
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Ovr  bard,  włtbofob—I  wish  he  would  appemr— 
Ud !  I  woa]d  gi^e  it  him — ^bnt  you  shall  hear— 

"Good  sir  V^  quoth  I  —and  curtseyM  as  I  spoke— 
**  Oar  pil,  you  faiow,  expects  and  łores  a  joke— 
Twere  fit  to  hiunoar  them:  for,  right  or  wrong, 
Tirue  Bńtoos  nerer  like  the  same  thing  long. 
To  day  is  fair — they  stnit,  huff,  swear,  harangue:^ 
To  mQnov*8  ftnil — tbey  sneak  aside,  and  hang : 
Is  there  a  war — peace  !  peaoe !  is  all  their  ory : 
Hia  peace  is  made-«tben,  blood!  tbey  *U  figbt 
and  die.*' 

GaOants,  in  talking  thus,  I  meant  no  treason : 
]  would  have  brought,  you  see,  the  roan  to  reason. 
Bot  with  aome  Iblks,  'tis  labour  lost  to  stnye : 
A  reaaoning  mule  will  neither  lead  nor  drive, 
He  hamm*d,  and  haw*d;  then,  waking  fram  his 

dream, 
Cry'd,  I  most  preacb  to  yon  his  morel  scheme. 
A  scbeme,  loraooth  !  to  benefit  the  nation ! 
Some  ąneer,  odd  whim  of  pious  propagation ' ! 
Lord!  talk 90,  here — the  man  mustbe a  widgeon:— 
Dniry  may  propagate — bot  not  Religioa. 

Yet,  after  all,  to  give  the  Devil  his  due, 
Oor  autborlB  scbeme,  though  strange,  is  wholly  new : 
Weil,  shall  the  norelty  then  reoommend  it  ? 
If  not  from  liking,  from  caprice  befriend  it. 
For  drams  and  routs,  make  him  a  while  your  pession, 
A  łitUe  while  let  virtue  be  the  iashion : 
And,  spito  of  real  or  imAgin'd  blunders, 
£r^  let  him  Ihrę,  nine  days,  like  other  wonden. 


Gailt'8  hapless  servant  sinks  into  a  siarę ; 
And  Virtue*s  last  sad  strugglings  cannot  trare. 
"  As  such  onr  fair  attempt,  we  hope  to  see 
Our  judges, — ^here  at  least — from  influence  free : 
One  place, — unbiass^d  yet  by  party-rage, — 
Where  only  Honour  votes — ^the  British  stage. 
We  ask  for  justice,  for  indulgence  sue : 
Our  last  best  licence  must  proceed  from  you." 


PROLOGUE 

TO  MR.TH0M90N*B  AGAMEMNON  *• 

Wim  this  decisive  nigbt,  at  lengtb,  appears, 
The  night  of  every  autiior's  hopes  and  fears, 
Wbat  riiifts  to  bribe  applause,  poor  poets  try ! 
In  all  the  fbrms  of  wit  they  court  and  lie: 
These  meanly  beg  it,  as  an  alms  ;  and  those, 
By  boastful  bloster  dazzle  and  impose. 

Nor  poorly  fearful,  nor  securely  vain, 
OnrB  wonld,  by  hooest  ways,  that  grace  obtain ; 
Woidd,  as  a  free-bom  wit,  be  fairly  try'd : 
And  then — let  Candour,  fkirly  too,  decide. 
He  ooarts  no  friend,  w]v>  blindly  comes  to  praise ; 
He  dreads  do  fioe-^ut  whom  his  faults  may  raise. 

Indulge  a  generons  pride,  that  bids  him  own, 
He  aims  to  please,  by  noble  meaos  aloue ; 
Bj  what  may  win  the  judgment,  wake  the  heait, 
laspiiing  Naturę,  and  directing  Art; 
By  fcenes,  so  wrooght,  as  may  applause  command 
Morę  from  the  judg^ng  bead,  than  thundering  hand* 

Important  is  the  morel  we  would  teach— 
Oh  may  this  island  practise  what  we  preach — 
Vłce  in  its  fiist  approach  with  care  to  shun ; 
Tlie  wretoh,  who  once  engages,  is  undone. 
Crimeslead  to  greater  crimes,  and  link  so  strait, 
What  fint  was  acddent,  at  last  is  fate : 

some  other  penoos  of  distinetioi,  in  the  mooth  of 
May,  1743. 

'  The  profits  arinng  from  this  play  were  intended 
to  be  giTCD,  by  the  aothor,  to  the  Society  for  pro- 
psgating  €!bristian  Knowledge. 

*  See  tbe  prologue  to  Sophontsba,  a  joint  pro- 
doctaooof  Pope  and  Mallefs,  ia  tbe  twelfth  volume 
ofUiiseollectioD, 


IMPROMPTU, 

OK  A  ŁADT,  WHO  HAD  PAS8SD  80MS  TfMB  IN  PŁAYIKO 
WITH  A  TERY  Y0I7MG  CHILD. 

Why,  on  this  least  of  little  misses, 
Did  Celia  waste  so  many  kisses  ? 
Quoth  Love,  who  stood  behind  and  smiPd^ 
<*  She  kissM  the  father  in  the  chiid." 


EPIGRAM, 

ON  SBBINO  TWO  PEaSONS  PASS  lY  Of  YEKY  DimRWT 

BQOIPAGBS. 

In  modem  as  in  ancient  days, 

See  what  the  Muacs  have  to  breg  on : 

The  player  in  his  own  post-chaise ; 
Hie  poet  in  a  carner's  waggon ! 


EPIGRAM, 

OK  A  CSąTAIK  ŁORD*»  PAS8I0K  r0|t  A  fclMGBft, 

NBaiKA's  angel-Yoice  delights ; 

Nerina*s  deriloface  affrigbts : 

How  whimsical  her  Strephon's  fiite» 

Cond«mn'd  at  once  to  like  and  hate ! 

But  be  she  cruel,  be  she  kind, 

LoYe !  strike  ber  dumb,  or  make  him  blind. 


A  SIMIŁE  IN  PRIOR9 

APPŁISD  TO  TRI  flAMB  PBB80K* 

Dear  Thomas,  didst  thou  never  pop 
'lliy  head  into  a  tinman's  shop  ? 
There,  Thomas,  didst  thou  nerer  see— 
»Tis  but  by  way  of  simile — 
A  squinrel  speiyi  its  little  ragę, 
In  jumping  roand  a  rolling  cage  ? 
Mov*d  in  the  orb,  pleasM  with  the.chimes, 
The  foolish  creature  thinks  it  olimbs; 
But  here  or  there,  tuni  wood  or  wire, 
It  never  gets  two  inches  higher. 

So  fares  it  with  this  little  peer, 
So  bosy  and  so  bustling  here; 
For  ever  flirting  up  and  down. 
And  frisking  round  his  cage,  the  town. 
A  world  of  nothing  in  his  chat, 
Of  who  said  this,  ąnd  who  did  that : 
With  similies,  that  never  hit; 
YiYacity,  that  has  no  wit; 
Schemes  laid  this  hour,  the  next  forFakenj 
AdTice  eft  askM,  but  never  taken : 
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Still  whirPd,  by  eveiy  rising  whim, 
From  thkt  to  thisj  from  her  to  him  ; 
And  when  he  hath  his  circie  nin, 
He  eads— just  where  he  first  began. 


MALLETS  POEMS. 


ON  AN  AMOROUS  OLD  MAN.    ' 

Stiłł  hoTering  round  the  fahr  at  8ixty-ibur, 

Unfit  to  lovc,  anable  to  give  o'er ; 

A  flesh-fly,  that  just  flutters  on  the  wing, 

A«akQ  to  buz,  but  not  alive  to  sting  ; 

Bri&k  where  he  caonot,  backward  where  he  can ; 

The  teazing  ghost  of  the  departed  man. 


ON  I.  H.,  ESU. 


Thb  yoath  bad  w!t  himself,  and  coold  aflbrd 

A  witty  neighboar  his  good  word. 
Though  scandal  was  his  joy,  he  would  not  swear: 

An  oath  had  madę  the  ladies  stare ; 
At  them  he  dały  dress^d,  but  without  pasion : 

His  only  mistress  was  the  fashion. 
His  verse  with  fancy  glitter'd,  cold  and  faint; 

His  {iTOse,  with  sense,  correctly  quaint. 

Trifles  he  lovM  ;  he  tasted  arts : 
At  once  a  fribble,  and  a  man  of  parts. 


A  FRAGMENT. 


♦    «    « 

Fa™  mom  ascends :  soft  zephjnr^s  wing 
Cer  hill  and  yale  renews  the  spring: 
liiniere,  sown  profusely,  herb  and  flower, 
Of  balmy  smell,  of  healing  power, 
Their  souls  in  fragrant  dews  exha]e, 
And  breathe  ftesh  Hfe  in  every  gale. 
Herę,  spreads  a  grgen  encpanse  of  plaini, 
Where,  sweetly  pensive,  Silence  reigns; 
And  there,  at  atmost  stretch  of  eye, 
A  mountain  fades  into  the  sky ; 
While  winding  roand,  ditTus'd  and  deep, 
A  river  lolls  with  sounding  sweep. 
Of  human  art  no  traces  near, 
I  seem  alone  with  Naturę  here ! 

Herę  are  thy  walks,  O  sacred  Health  ! 
The  monarch's  bliss,  the  beggar's  wealth; 
The  seasoning  of  all  good  beiow  ! 
TChe  sovcTeign  firiend  in  joy  or  woe  ! 
O  thou,  most  courted,  most  despisM, 
And  but  in  absence  duły  prizM ! 
Power  of  the  soft  and  rosy  face  ! 
The  viyid  pulse»  the  vermil  grace» 
The-spirits  when  tbey  gayest  shine, 
Youth,  beauty,  pleasure,  all  are  thine  ! 
O  Sun  of  life !  whose  heavenly  ray 
Ughts  up,  and  cheers,  our  Tarious  day, 
The  turbulence  of  hopes  and  fears, 
The  storm  of  Fate,  the  cloud  of  years, 
Till  Naturę,  with  thy  parting  ligbt, 
Keposes  late  in  Death's  całm  night : 
Fled  from  the  trophy'd  roofs  of  state, 
Abodes  of  splendid  Pain  and  Hate ; 
Fled  from  the  couch»  where,  in  sweet  sleepy 
Hot  Riot  would  bis  anguish  steep, 


But  tosses  througb  the  midnight  shade^ 

Of  death,  of  life,  alike  afraid  ; 

For  erer  (ted  to  shady  celi, 

Where  Temperance,  where  the  Mnaes  dwdl  $ 

Thou  oft  art  seen,  at  eariy  dawn, 

Słow-pacing  o^er  the  breezy  lawn : 

Or  on  the  brow  of  mountain  high, 

In  silence  feasting  ear  and  eye, 

With  song  and  prospect,  which  abonnd 

From  btrds,  and  woods,  and  waters  roond. 

But  when  the  Sun,  with  noontide  ray, 
Flamet  ibrth  intolerable  day$ 
While  Heat  sits  fervent  on  the  plain, 
With  Thirst  and  Languor  in  his  train  ; 
All  natme  sickening  in  the  blaze  : 
Thou,  in  the  wiłd  and  woody  maze^ 
That  clouds  the  vale  wiih  nmbrage-deep, 
Impendent  from  the  neighbouring  steep. 
Will  find  betisies  a  calm  retreat, 
Where  breathing  Coohiess  h«s  her  seat. 

There,  plung^d  amid  the  shadows  brdtnii 
Imagination  tays  him  down; 
Attentive,  in  his  airy  mood, 
To  erery  murmur  of  the  wood : 
The  bee  in  yonder  flowery  nook; 
The  chidings  of  the  headlong  brook ; 
The  green  leaf  8hivering  in  the  gale; 
The  warbling  hill,  the  iowiog  rale  ; 
The  distant  woodman's  echoing  stroke  ; 
The  thuuder  of  the  felling  oak. 
From  thonght  to  thought  in  vision  led, 
He  holds  high  oonverse  with  the  dead  ; 
Sages,  or  poets.     See  fhey  rise ! 
And  shadowy  skim  before  his  eyes. 
Hark !  Orpheus  strikes  the  lyre  again, 
That  softens  8avages  to  men: 
Lo !  Socrates,  the  sent  of  Heaven, 
To  whom  itś  morał  will  was  gi^en. 
Fathen  and  (riends  of  human  kind, 
They  fbrmM  the  nations,  or  refinM ; 
With  all  that  mends  the  head  and  heart» 
Enlightening  tmth,  adoming  art 

While  thus  I  mus'd  beneath  the  shade, 
At  once  the  sounding  breeze  was  laid : 
And  Naturę,  by  the  unknown  law, 
Shopk  deep  with  rererential  awe. 
Dumb  Silence  grew  upon  the  hour: 
A  browner  night  involv*d  the  bower : 
When,  issuing  from  the  inmost  wood, 
Appear^d  fair  Freedom*s  genius  good. 
O  Freedom  !  soyereign  boon  of  Heaven  ; 
Great  charter,  with  our  being  given ; 
For  which  the  patriot,  and  the  sagę, 
Have  plann'd,  have  bied  througb  erery  age  t 
High  privilege  of  human  race, 
Beyond  a  mortal  monarch's  grace : 
Who  could  not  give,  nor  can  reclaim, 
What  but  from  God  immediate  came ! 


CUPW  AND  HYMEN; 

OB,  THB 
WEDDIMG-DAY. 

Thb  rising  mora,  serenely  still, 
Had  brightening  spread  o'er  vale  and  hill. 
Nut  those  loose  beams  tliat  wanton  play. 
To  light  the  mirth  of  giddy  May; 


CUPID  AND  HYMEN. 
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Kor  such  red  heats  as  barn  tfae  plain, 
In  ardeoft  Summei^s  feverł8h  reign : 
But  ray«,  all  equal,  soft  and  sober. 
To  sałt  the  secood  of  Octobcr ; 
Td  soH  the  pair,  whose  wedding-day 
This  Sun  w>w  gilds  with  annual  ray. 

Jost  tłieii,  where  our  good*natur*d  Thames  is 
Sooie  (nar  sbort  miles  above  St  Jaines^s, 
And  ddgns,  with  siWer-streaming  wave, 
Th*  abodes  of  earth-bom  Pride  to  laTC, 
Akrft  in  ah-  two  gods  were  aaaring ; 
WhiJe  Putney-eits  beneath  lay  sooring,    . 
Pliiiig*d  deep  in  dreams  of  tm  per  ceat 
Ca  snois  to  their  dear  country  lent : 
Tvo  gois  of  no  inferior  famę, 
Whom  ancieot  wits  with  rererence  name ; 
Though  wiscr  modems  much  disparage — 
I  mean  the  gods  of  love  and  marriage. 

Bot  Cupid  first,  bis  wit  to  show, 
Assuming  a  merę  modem  beau, 
Wbose  utmost  aim  is  idie  mirtb, 
Li)ok'd— just  as  ooxcombs  look  on  Earth : 
Thea  rais'd  his  chin,  then  cockM  his  hat. 
To  grace  this  common-place  chit-chat. 

**  Uow  !  on  the  wing,  by  break  of  dawn ! 
Dear  brothcr*' — there  he  fbrc*d  a  yawn— 
*'  To  tell  men,  sunk  in  sleep  profound, 
They  rnust,  ere  night,  be  g^g*d  and  bound ! 
Who,  baring  once  put  oo  tby  chain, 
Tis  odda,  may  ne'er  sleep  sound  again. 
So  say  tfae  wits :  but  wiser  iblks 
Sdłl  many,  and  oontemn  their  jokes: 
They  know,  each  better  bliss  is  thine, 
Parę  nectar,  genuine  from  tbe  vine ! 
And  Lofve*s  owa  band  that  nectar  pours, 
Which  ne?er  fails,  nor  e^er  sours ; 
Wełl,  be  it  so :  yet  there  are  fools, 
Who  dare  demur  to  former  rules ; 
Who  laugh  profaoely  at  their  betters. 
And  find  no  freedom  placM  in  fetters  ; 
Bat,  well  or  III,  jog  on  throagh  life 
Without  that  sovereign  bliss,  a  wife. 
Leave  these  at  least,  tbese  sad  dogs  free. 
To  stroił  with  Bacchus  and  with  me; 
And  sup,  in  MiddleseXf  or  Surrey, 
On  coarse  cold  beef,  and  Fanny  Murray." 

Thos  Capid— and  with  such  a  leer, 
Yoa  woold  have  swom  *twas  Ligonjer. 
While  H3^en  soberly  reply'd, 
Yet  with  an  air  of  oooicioas  pride : 

**  Jost  come  from  yonder  wretched  scenę, 
Where  all  is  vęna1,  £Ślse,  and  mean," 
(lookiog  on  London  as  he  spoke) 
"  1  marreł  not  at  tby  duli  joke; 
Kor,  io  such  cant  to  hear  thee  yapour, 
Tby  qoiTer  linM  with  South-sea  paper ; 
Tbine  crrows  feather^d,  at  the  tai), 
With  ladia-bonds,  for  hearts  on  sale  ; 
Tben-  other  ends  too,  as  is  meet, 
TippM  with  gold  points  from  Lombard-street 
Bot  coold'st  thoa  for  ^a  moment  qa'it 
These  airs  of  fasbionable  wit. 
And  re-assame  tby  iiobler  name — 
Look  that  way,  where  1  tum  my  flame — ^" 
He  said,  and  hełd  his  toreb  inclin'd, 
Which,  potntcd  so,  still  brighter  shinM — 
"  Bdioid  yon  couple,  arm  in  aim, 
Whom  I,  ei^ht  years,  bave  known  to  charm ; 
Aod,  while  they  wear  my  willing  chains, 
Ą  god  dare  swear  that  neither  fcigns. 


This  mora,  that  bound  their  mutual  vow, 
That  biest  them  first,  and  blesscs  now, 
They  grateful  hail !  and,  from  the  sou), 
With  thonsands  o*er  both  heads  may  roli ; 
TiU,  fiiom  Ufe*s  banquet,  either  guest, 
Embracing,  may  retire  to  rest. 
Come  then,  all  raillery  laid  aside, 
Łet  this  their  day  sercnely  glide : 
With  minę  thy  serious  aim  unitę. 
And  both  9ome  proper  guests  invtte ; 
That  not  one  minute's  running  sand 
May  find  their  pleasures  at  a  stand." 

At  this  severe  and  sad  rebuke, 
Enough  to  make  a  coxcomb  puke ; 
Poor  Cupid,  blushing,  shmgg'd  and  wincM, 
Not  yet  consenting,  though  convincM : 
For  *tis  your  witlin5's  greatest  terrour, 
£v'n  when  be  feels,  to  own,  his  errour. 
Yet,  with  a  look  of  arch  grimace, 
He  took  his  penitential  face : 
Said,  "  'twas,  perhaps,  the  snrer  play. 
To  gire  your  gTave  good  souls  their  way : 
Tbat,  as  tnie  humour  was  grown  scarce, 
He  cho^^e  to  see  a  sober  farce ; 
For,  of  all  cattle  and  alt  fowl, 
Your  solemn-looking  ass  and  owi 
Rais'd  much  morę  ntirth,  he  durst  aver  it, 
Than  those  jack-puddings,  pug  and  parrot.'* 

He  said,  and  eastward  spread  his  wing, 
From  London  some  few  friends  to  bring. 
His  brother  too,  with  sober  cheer. 
For  the  same  end  did  westward  steer : 
But  first,  a  pensive  Iure  forlom, 
Who  three  long  weeping  years  has  borne 
His  toreb  reverB'd,  and  all  around, 
Where  once  it  flam'd,  with  C3rpress  bound, 
Sent  oif,  to  cali  a  neighbouring  friend. 
On  whom  the  moumful  train  attend: 
And  bid  him,  this  one  day,  at  least. 
For  such  a  pair,  at  such  a  feast. 
Strip  off  the  sable  Teil,  and  wear 
His  once-gay  look  and  ha^^ier  air. 

But  Hymen,  sjieeding  forward  still, 
06ićrv'd  a  man »  bn  "Richmótld-httl, 
Who  now  first  trtes  a  country  life ; 
Perhaps,  to  fit  him  for  a  wife. 
But,  though  not  much  on  this  he  reckon^d, 
The  passing  god  look^d  in  and  beckon*d : 
He  kiiows  him  ricfa  in  social  mcrit, 
With  independent  taste  and  spirit; 
Though  he  will  laugh  with  men  of  whim, 
For  fear  such  men  sbould  laugh  at  him. 

Bot  lo,  already  on  his  way, 
In  dae  obsenrance  of  the  day, 
A  friend  and  favourite  of  tbe  Ninę, 
Wlio  can,  but  seldom  cares  to  shine, 
And  one  sole  virtue  would  arrive  at— 
To  keep  his  many  ^irtues  private : 
Who  tends,  well  pleasM,  yet  as  by  stealtb. 
His  IoyM  companion*8  ease  and  health: 
Or  in  his  garden,  barring  out 
The  noise  of  every  neighbouring  rout, 
At  pensive  hoor  of  eve  and  primo, 
Marks  how  the  various  band  of  Time 
Now  feeds  and  rears,  now  starres  and  alaughters. 
His  Yegetable  sous  and  daughters. 


■  A.  Mitchell,  esq.  mimitoC^^ ;  cfńu^  of 
Prossią.  >^  v<  -  "^ 
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White  these  are  on  tWr  way,  behold ! 
Dan  Cupid,  from  his  London-fold, 
I^rat  secks  and  sends  his  new  lord  Warden  * 
Of  all  the  nyrnphs  in  Co^ent-Oarden : 
Brave  as  the  sword  he  wears  in  fight; 
Sincere,  and  briefly  tn  the  right ; 
Whom  never  minister  or  king 
Saw  meauły  cringing  in  their  ring. 

A  second  see !  of  special  notę, 
Plump  Comas  '  in  a  celoneFs  coat ; 
Whom  we,  this  day,  expect  irom  &r, 
A  joUy  first-rate  man  of  war ; 
On  whom  we  boldly  dare  repose,  ^ 

To  meet  our  friends,  ór  meet  our  foes. 

Or  oonies  a  brother  in  his  stead  ? 
Stroug-bodyM  too,  and  strong  of  head ; 
Who,  in  whatever  path  he  goes, 
Still  looks  right  on  before  his  nose ; 
And  holds  it  little  less  than  treason. 
To  baulk  his  stomach  or  his  reason. 
Tnie  to  his  mistress  and  his  meat, 
He  eats  to  love,  and  loves  to  eat 

Last  comes  a  virgin — ^pray  admire  her ! 
Cupid  himself  attends,  to  squire  her : 
A  welcome  guest !  we  much  had  mist  her ; 
For  *tis  our  Kitty,  or  his  sister. 
But,  Cupid,  let  no  knave  or  fbol 
Snap  up  this  lamb,  to  shear  her  wool ; 
No  Teagne  of  that  unblushing  band, 
Just  landed,  or  about  to  land ; 
Thieves  from  the  womb,  and  trainM  at  nnne 
To  steal  an  heircss  or  a  purse. 
No  scraping,  saving,  saucy  cit, 
Sworn  foe  of  breeding,  worth,  and  wit  j 
No  ha]f-form*d  insect  of  a  peer, 
With  neither  land  nor  conscience  elear; 
Who  if  he  can,  'tis  all  he  can  do, 
Just  spell  the  motto  on  his  landau. 
From  all,  from  each  of  these  defend  her ; 
But  thou  and  Hymen  both  befriend  her, 
With  truth,  taste,  hononr,  in  a  matę, 
And  much  good  sense,  and  some  estate. 

But  DOW,  suppose  th'  assembly  met, 
And  round  the  table  cordial  set ; 
While  in  faAr  order,  to  their  wish, 
Plain  Neatness  sends  up  every  dish. 
And  Pleasure  at  the  side-board  stands, 
A  nectar^d  goblet  in  his  hands, 
T<rpour  libations,  in  dup  measure, 
As  Reason  wilk  when  join'd  with  Pleasure— 
liCt  these  white  moments  all  be  gay, 
Without  one  cloud  of  dim  allay: 
In  every  face  let  joy  be  sten, 
As  truth  sincere,  as  hope  serene : 
Let  friendsbip,  loye,  and  wit  combine, 
To  flavuur  both  the  meat  and  winę, 
With  that  rich  relish  to  each  sense, 
Which  they,  and  they  alone,  dispense ; 
Let  musie  too  their  mirth  prolong, 
With  warbled  air  and  festire  song : 

*  The  late  generał  Skelton.  He  had  just  then 
pnrchased  a  house  in  Henrietta-stnset. 

i  The  late  col.  Caroline  Scott;  who,  though  ex- 
tremely  corpulent,  was  uncommonly  active  ;  and 
who,  to  much  skill,  spirit^  and  bravery,  as  an  officer, 
joined  the  greatest  gen'  leness  of  manners  as  a  com- 
panion  and  friend.  He  died  a  sacrifice  to  the  pub- 
lic,  in  the  service  of  the  East-India  Company,  at 
Bnigal,  in  the  year  1735. 


Then,  when  at  eve,  the  star  of  Iove 
Glows  with  sofit  radiance  from  aboTe» 
And  each  oompanionable  guest 
Withdraws,  repleiush'd,  not  opprest, 
Let  each,  weil-pleasM,  at  parting  say- 
**  My  life  be  such  a  wedding-day !" 


EPIGRAM: 

wanTBN  AT  TONBRIDGB  WELLS,  M.DCC.1JL 

Whbm  Churchill  led  his  legions  on, 
Success  still  followM  where  he  shone. 
And  are  those  triumphs,  with  the  dead» 
All  from  his  house,  for  ever  flod  ? 
Not  so :  by  sofler  surer  arms,    « 
They  yfet  survive  in  Beauty^s  charms ; 
For,  look  on  blooraiog  Pembroke^s  fiw^e, 
£ven  now  he  triumphs  in  his  race. 


AN  ODE 

INTRB 
MA8QUE  OF  ALFRED  1 

SUNO  BV  A  SHEPUBRDBSS  WHO  HAS  LOTT  HER  ŁOTER  IN 

THE  WARS. 

A  TODTH,  adom*d  with  e^ery  art. 
To  warm  and  win  the  coldest  hcart, 

In  secret  minę  possest. 
The  moming  bud  that  fairest  blows, 
The  vernal  oak  that  straightest  grows, 

His  face  and  shape  exprest. 

In  moving  sounds  he  told  his  tale, 
Soft  as  the  sighings  of  the  gale, 

That  wakes  the  (lowery  year. 
What  wonder  he  oould  charm  with  ease^ 
Whom  happy  Natnre  taught  to  please, 

Whom  Honour  madę  sincere.  * 

At  mom  he  left  me— foiight— and  fell  \ 
The  fiital  evening  heard  his  knełl, 

And  saw  the  tears  I  shed : 
Tears  that  must  ever,  e^^er  fali ; 
For  ah  !  no  sighs  the  past  recall. 

No  cries  awake  the  dead ! 


THE  EXCURSION: 

▲  POEM. 
IN  TWO  CAN1X)S, 

CONTEMTS, 
CANTO    h       " 


Invocatio!I,  addressed  to  Fancy.  Subject  pn>-' 
posed ;  a  short  eKcursive  survey  of  the  Karth  and 
Heaveqs.  The  poem  opens  wrth  a  dcscriptioa 
of  the  face  of  Naturę  in  the  ditTerent  sceoes  of 
moming,  sunrise,  noon,  with  a  tinuidcr-stonn, 
CYening,  night,  and  a  particuiar  night-piece,  with 
the  character  of  a  friend  deceasod. 

With  the  return  of  tnorning,  Fancy  contlnues  her 
escursion,  6r«t  noilhward — A  view  of  the  aictic 
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oootment  and  tbe  deaertt  of  Tartary — Fram 
tbeaoe  southwaid:  a  generał  prospect  of  the 
globe,  ibllowed  by  another  of  the  midiand  part 
of  Europę,  sappoie  Italy.  A  city  there  upon  the 
point  of  being  swallowed  op  by  an  earthąuake : 
iinis  tbat  usher  it  in :  deacribed  in  its  causes  and 
efecu  at  length-Eruptioa  of  a  ^uming  mono. 
tain,  happening  at  the  same  time  and  from  the 
tamę  causei,  likewise  described. 

CANTO  IL 

OoBiaiaa,  on  the  same  plan,  a  snnrey  of  the  solar 
I,  and  of  the  fiśed  stars. 


THE  EKCURSIONK 

CANTO  I. 

CoimunoH  of  the  Muse,  creatiTe  power, 

laiaginatioa!  at  wfaoae  great  oommand 

Afise  unnumbei^d  images  of  things, 

"Hiy  hourly  offiipńng :  tbou,  who  can'8t  at  wili 

Pieóple  wi*h  air-bom  shapes  the  silent  wood, 

And  aoiitary  Tale,  thy  o«n  domain, 

Wfaere  Gontemplation  haonts;  oh  come,  invok'd. 

To  waft  roe  on  thy  many-tinctur'd  wing, 

Cer  Eaith's  extended  space :  and  thence,  on  high, 

flpread  to  superior  worlds  thy  bołder  flight, 

&KaniTe,  unconfin'd.     Hence  firom  the  haunts  i 

Of  Tłce  and  Iblly,  vanity  and  man^- 

To  yon  espanse  of  plains,  where  Tmth  delights, 
Simple  of  heart ;  and,  band  in  band  with  ber, 
Wbeie  blameless  Yirtne  waJks.  Now  partmg  Spring, 
Parent  of  beauty  and  of  song,  bas  left 
His  manile,  flower-embroider^d,  on  the  ground. 
While  Sammer  laugfaing  eomes,  and  bids  the  months 
Cnmn  his  prime  season  with  their  choicest  stores  j 
YnA  Toaes  opening  to  the  solar  ray. 
And  froits  siow-swelUng  on  the  loaded  bough. 

Herę  let  me  lreqttent  roam,  prerenting  mom, 
Attentire  to  the  cock,  wbose  early  throat, 
Hcaid  from  the  distant  Tillage  in  tbe  Tale, 
Criws  cheerly  oot,  &r-fiounding  through  the  gloom. 
Night  hean  from  where,  wide-bovering  in  mid-sky, 
Sbe  rales  the  sable  hour :  and  calls  ber  train 
Of  Tisiooary  fearr;  the  sbrouded  gbost, 
The  dream  distressful,  and  th'  incumbent  hag,^ 
I  -That  rise  to  Pancy^s  eye  in  honid  ibrros, 
While  Reason  slnmbering  lies.    At  once  they  fly, 
As  shadows  pass,  nor  is  their  path  beheld. 

And  Bow,  pale-gtimmering  on  the  verge  of  Hea- 
Ftom  east  to  north  in  doubtful  twilight  seen,     [ven, 
A  wfaitening  Instre  shooto  its  tender  beam ; 
While  shade  and  lilence  yet  invdve  the  (ttlL 
Now  sacred  Mom,  ascending,  smiles  serene 
A  dewy  radiance,  brightening  o'er  the  world. 
Gay  daagbter  of  the  air,  for  ever  young. 
For  ever  pieasing  !  lo,  sbe  onward  comes, 
la  floid  goid  and  aznre  loose  array'd, 
SQii-tinctnr*d,  changeful  hues.    At  her  af^roach. 
Ule  western  grey  of  yonder  breaking  clouds 
Słotr-reddens  into  flame:  the  rising  mists, 

* 

>  This  poem  is  among  tbe  author^s  earliest  per- 
ftnnances.  Whether  the  writing  inay,  in  some  de- 
gree,  atone  fior  the  irreg^Iarity  of  the  composition, 
whidi  be  oonfesses,  and  dues  not  eren  attempt  to 
cscoie,  b  sabmitted  entirely  to  the  cwidour  of  the 


yOL  XIV. 


From  off  the  momitain^s  brow,  roli  bloe  away 
In  curling  spires ;  and  open  all  his  woods. 
High  waying  in  the  sky :  th'  uncolourM  stream, 
Beneath  her  glowing  ray,  translucent  shines. 
Glad  Naturę  feels  her  through  her  boundless  realms 
Of  life  and  sense :  and  calls  forth  all  her  sweets, 
Fragrance  and«8ong.    From  each  unfolding  flower 
Trai^ires  the  balm  of  life,  that  Zephyr  wafts, 
Delicious,  on  bis  rosy  wing:  each  bird, 
Or  high  ID  air,  or  secret  in  the  shade, 
Rejoicing,  waibles  wild  his  mattin  hymn. 
While  beasts  of  cbase,  by  secret  instinct  mov'd« 
Scud  o^er  the  lawns,  and,  plonging  into  night, 
In  brake,  or  cavem,  shunber  out  the  day. 

Invited  by  the  cheerful  Mom  abroad, 
See,  from  his  humbie  roof,  the  good  man  comes 
To  taste  her  freshness,  and  improre  her  rise    ^ 
In  holy  musing*    Rapturo  in  his  eye. 
And  kneeling  wonder  speak  his  silent  soul, 
With  gratitude  o*erflowing,  and  with  praise  I 

Now  Industry  is  up.    The  Yillage  poors 
Her  useful  sons  abroad  to  vanous  toil : 
The  labourer  here,  with  every  instrument 
Of  futurę  plenty  ann'd ;  and  there  the  swain^ 
A  niral  king  amid  his  subject>ilocks, 
Whose  bleatings  wake  the  vocal  hills  a&r. 
Tbe  traveller,  too,  pnrsnes  his  early  road,  < 
Among  the  dews  of  mom.    Aurora  calls : 
And  all  the  living  landscape  moves  around. 

But  see,  the  flush*d  horizon  ilames  intense 
With  vieid  red,  in  rich  profusion  streamM 
0'er  Heaven'8  poro  arch.  At  once  the  clouds  assnme 
Their  gayest  liveries;  these  with  silvery  beams 
Frmg*d  loTcly,  splendid  those  in  liquid  gold: 
And  speak  their  sovereign*s  sCate.  He  comes,  behold! 
Fountain  of  ligbt  and  oolour,  warmth  and  life  1 
The  king  of  glory !  round  his  bead  divine, 
DifTusive  showers  of  radiance  ciroling  flow, 
As  o^er  tbe  Indian  waye  uprising  (air 
He  looks  abroad*  on  Naturę,  and  inyests, 
Wbere^er  his  univerBal  eye  surreys, 
Her  ample  bosom,  earth,  air,  sea,  and  sky, 
In  one  bright  robę,  with  heavenly  tinctures  gay. 

From  this  hoar  bill,  that  climbs  abo^e  the  plaint 
Half-way  up  HeaTen  ambitious,  brown  with  woods 
Of  broadest  shade,  and  terrassM  round  with  walks, 
Wimling  and  wild,  that  deep  embowering  rise,  ' ; 
Maże  above  maae,  through  all  its  sbelt^d  height; 
From  hence,  tb'  aerial  concaTO  without  cloud, 
Translucent,  and  in  purest  azure  drest; 
The  boundless  scenę  beneath,  bill,  dale,  and  plain; 
The  precipice  abnipt;  the  distant  deep, 
Wbose  shores  remurmur  to  the  sounding  surge; 
Tbe  nearest  forest  in  wide  circuit  spread, 
Solemn  recess,  wbose  solitary  waiks, 
Fair  Truth  and  Wisdom  love;  the  bordering  lawn, 
With  flocks  and  herds  enrich'd ;  the  daisy'd  vale ; . 
The  rirer^s  crystal,  and  the  meadows  green — 
Grateful  diyersity !  allore  the  eye 
Abroad,  to  roye  amid  ten  thousand  charms. 

These  scenes,  where  every  Yirtue,  erery  Muse 
Delighted  rangę,  serene  the  soul,  anid  lift, 
Bome  on  Devotton's  wing,  bcyond  the  pole. 
To  highest  Heaven  ber  ^ougbt;  to  Namre^s  God, 
First  souroe  of  all  things  loyely,  all  things  good. 
Fornal,  infinite !  befbre  wbose  throne 
Sits  sovereign  Bounty,   and  through  Heaven  and 

Earth 
Carełess  diffuses  plenitbdę  of  bliss. 
HioDL  all  things  own :  be  speaks,  aad  it  is  day. 
C 
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Obcdient  to  his  nod,  aHemate  night 
Obscures  the  world.     The  seasoos  at  hts  cali 
Succeed  in  train,  and  łead  the  yoar  around. 

While  reason  thas  aod  rapture  fili  the  beart; 
Fńends  of  mankind,  good  angels,  hovering  near, 
Theif  hoty  inflaence,  deep-inftasing,  lend ; 
And  in  stiU  whispers,  soft  as  Zcphsrr^s  breath 
When  scaroe  tfae  green  leaf  trcmbics,  througl^  her 

powcES 
Inspirc  new  vigour,  purer  light  supply, 
And  kindłe  every  virtue  into  flame. 
Celesiial  intercourse !  superior  bliss, 
Wbłcb  vice  ne*er  koew !  health  of  th*  enlirenTd  soul. 
And  Heaven  on  Earth  begun  !  Thus  ever  fiz'd 
In  solitude,  may  I,  obscurely  safe, 
Deceiye  mankińd,  and  steal  through  life  aloag, 
As  slides  the  ibot  of  Time,  unmarkM,  unknown ! 

Exalted  to  his  noon  the  ferveut  Sun, 
Full-blazing  o^er  the  blae  immense,  bums  out       • 
With  derce  offidgence.    Now  th'  embowering  maże 
Of  Tale  8equester*d;  or  che  fir-crown*d  side 
Of  ury  mountatn,  whcnce  with  lucid  lapse 
Falls  many  a  dew^fed  stream,  inrites  the  step 
Of  musing  poet,  and  securcs  repose 
To  weary  pil^m.     In  the  flood  of  day, 
Oppressire  bri^htness  deloging  the  world, 
Sick.Natare  pants :  and  (rum  the  cleaTiog  earth 
Light  Yapours,  undulating  through  the  air, 
Contagious  fly,  engendering  dire  dise&<;e, 
Red  plague,  and  fever ;  or,  in  fogs  aioft 
Condcnsing,  show  a  ruffling  tempest  nigh. 

And  see,  exhaling  from  th'  Atlantic  surge, 
Wild  world  of  waters,  distant  clouds  ascend 
In  vai>oury  confluence,  decpeiuug  cloud  on  cloud : 
Then  rolling  dnsk  along  to  east  and.north, 
As  the  blast  bears  tbem  on  hts  huraid  u  ing, 
Draw  total  ntght  and  tempest  o'cr  the  noon ! 
Lo,  bird  and  beast,  impressM  by  Nature^s  hand 
In  homeward  wamings  through  each  fceling  ner\'e, 
Hastę  from  the  homr  of  terrour  and  of  storm. 
The  Thunder  now,  from  forth  his  cloudy  sbrine, 
Amid  conilicting  clements,  where  Dread 
-  And  Death  attend,  the  senrants  of  his  nod, 
Hr.st,  in  deaf  murmurs,  sounds  Łiie,  deep  alarm, 
Kt-^ard  from  afar,  awakening  awful  thought. 
Dumb  sadness  fills  this  nether  world  :  the  gloom 
Wttii  double  blackness  lours;  tbc  tempest  swclls, 
And  expectation  shakes  the  heart  of  man. 

Wbjcre  yonder  clouds  in  dusky  depth  extend 
Broad  o'er  the  south  ;  fermenting  in  their  womb, 
Pregnant  with  fate,  the  fiery  tempest  swclis, 
Sulphuroous  steam  and  nitrous,  late  exhard 
From  mtne  or  unctuous  soil :  and  lo,  at  onne, 
Forth  dartcd  in  slant  stroam,  the  ruddy  flash, 
Quick-gIanoing,  spreads  a  moment^s  horrid  day. 
Again  it  flames  expansiv(' ;  sheets  the  sky, 
Wide  and  morę  wide,  with  moumful  light  around, 
On  all  sides  buming ;  now  the  face  of  tliings 
Disclosing  ;  swallowed  now  in  tenibid  night. 
Again  the  Thunder^s  Toicc,  with  pealing  roar, 
From  cloud  to  cloud  continuous  roird  along, 
Amazing  bursts !  air,  sea,  and  shore  resound. 
Horrour  sits  shuddering  in  the  felon^breast. 
And  feels  the  deathful  flash  before  it  flies : 
Each  sleeping  sin,  excited,  starts  to  view ; 
And  all  is  storm  within.    The  murderer,  paje 
With  oouscious  guilt,  though  hid  in  deq>est  shade, 
Hears  and  flies  wild,  pursucd  by  all  his  fears : 
And  sees  the  bleeding  sbadow  of  the  slain 
Rise  hideuus,  glariąg  on  bim  through  the  gloom ! 


Harkl  through  th' serial  vmult,  the  8tonniiiflttn'd 
Comes  nearer,  hoersely  loud,  abmpt  and  fieroe^ 
Peal  hurł'd  on  peal  incesanint,  burst  on  burst: 
Tom  from  its  base,  as  if  the  generał  frame 
Werę  tumbting  into  chaos — There  it  fdi, 
With  whirlwind^wingj  in  red  diffhsion  flash'd. 
Destruction  marks  its  path.     Yon  riven  oak 
Is  hid  in  smouldering  fires :  surprisM  beneath, 
The  trareller  ilUomenM  prostrate  falls^f  1 
A  livid  corse.     Yoo  cottagc  flames  to  Heaven : 
And  in  its  furthest  celi,  to  whicb  the  hour, 
AU-borrible,  had  spęd  their  steps,  bebold  ! 
The  parent  breathjess  lies ;  her  orphan-babes 
Shuddering  and  speechless  round— -O  Power  diTine ! 
Whose  will,  unerring,  points  the  bolt  of  fatę  \ 
Thy  hand,  though  terrible,  shall  man  decide 
If  punishment,  or  mercy,  dealt  the  blow  ? 

AppcasM  at  last,  the  tumult  of  the  skies 
Subsides,  the  thundeHs  falling  roar  is  bushM  f 
At  once  the  clouds  fly  scattering,  and  the  Sun 
Breaks  out  with  bonndless  splendouro'erthe  woild» 
Parent  of  light  and  joy  1  to  all  things  be 
New  life  restores,  and  from  each  drooping  field 
Draws  the  redundant  raJn,  in  climbing  mists 
Fast-rising  to  his  ray ;  tiU  every  flower 
Uft  up  its  head,  and  Naturę  smiles  reviT*d. 

At  tirst  'tis  awful  sitence  over  all, 
From  sense  of  iate-felt  danger ;  till  confinn^d, 
In  grateful  chorus  misdng,  beast  and  bird  .    > 
R(>joice  ak>ud  to  Heaven :  on  either  hand, 
The  woodlands  warble,  and  the  valley8  Iow. 
So  pass  the  songful  hours :  and  now  the  Sun, 
Dec1in'd,  hangs  verging  on  tfae  western  Main, 
Whose  fluctuating  bosom,  blnshing  red 
The  space  of  many  seas  beneath  his  eye, 
Heav6s  in  soft  swellings  munnuring  to  the  sbore^ 
A  circling  glory  glows  aroond  his  disk 
Of  milder  beams :  part,  streaming  o'er  the  sky« 
Inflame  the  distant  azure :  part  below 
In  level  lines  shoot  through  the  waTiog  wood, 
Clad  balf  in  light,  and  half  in  pleasing  shade, 
Hiat  lengthens  o'er  the  lawn.    Yon  eveiung  cloudy' 
Lucid  or  dusk,  with  ilamy  purple  edgM, 
Floaft  in  gay  pomp  the  blue  horizcm  round, 
Amusive,  changeful,  shifting  into  shapes 
Of  visionary  beauty,  antique  towers 
With  shadowy  domes  and  pimiades  adom*d; 
Or  hlUs  of  white  extent,  that  rise  and  smk      ,    ^ 
As  spurtful  Fancy  lists:  till  late,  the  Sun    -^     '      ^ 
From  humaii  eyc,  behind  Earth^s  shading  otb 
Totai  withdrawn,  th*  aerial  landscape  fades. 

Distinction  fails :  and  in  the  darkening  west, 
The  last  light,  quivering,  dimly  dies  away. 
And  now  th'  illusire  flame,  oft  seen  at  eve, 
Up-borne  and  blazing  on  the  light-wing*d  gale^ 
Glides  oW  the  lawn,  betokening  Ntghfk  approadsi 
Arising  awful  o'er  the  eastem  sky, 
Ouward  she  comes  with  silent  step  and  tlow,  ,    ^  " 
In  her  brown  mantie  wrapt,  and  brings  along  ' " 
The  still,  the  mild,  the  melancboły  hour. 
And  Meditation,  with  his  eye  on  Heayen. 

Musing,  in  sober  mood,  of  Time  and  Life, 
That  fly  with  unretuming  wing  away 
To  that  dark  world,  untraveird  and  unknown. 
Eternity !  through  desert  ways  I  walk  $ 
Or  to  the  cypress-grove,  at  twilight  shun^d 
By  passtng  swains.    llie  chill  breeze  munnun  \o% 
And  the  boughs  mstle  round  me  where  I  ataiMl, 
With  fancy  all-arous*d. — Far  oo  the  leffc, 
Shoots  up  a  sbapelesB  rock  of  dusky  beight^ 
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Tlie  n^oili  hąnnt :  aod  cloira  iti  woody  steep 
A  daahiog  flood  in  headlong  torrent  buris 
Hit  tomidiiifę  waten ;  white  oo  eyery  cliff 
Hangi  the  ligfat  foun,  and  sparUes  through  the 
gloom. 

Behmd  me  rites  hage  a  Teremd  pile 
Sole  oo  his  blatted  heath,  a  place  of  tomba, 
WastfC,  desolate,  where  Rum  dceaiy  dwclłs. 
Broodmg  o^er  sightieaa  sculls,  and  cmmbling  booes, 
Ghastfui  be  sits,  and  eyes  witb  ttfdfast  glare.-^ 
'  (Sad  trophies  of  his  power,  wbere  i^y  twioea  ' 
ics  fiital  gieen  around)  the  &lling  nx>f, 
The  time-shook  arch,  the  o^lnmn  grey  witb  mots, 
Tbe  łeaning  wali,  the  flculptni^d  stone  defacM,. 
Whole  monomcntal  flattery,  mix'd  with  dust, 
Kbv  hidcs  the  name  it  vainly  meant*to  raiae. 
Ali  is  dread  eilence  bera,  and  nndisturb'd, 
Stve  what  the  wind  sighs,  and  the  waiiing  owi 
Scieams  solitary  to  the  moarafnl  Moon, 
Gfimmenug  ber  western  ray  through  yonder  isle, 
Where  tbe  9ąd  apirit  waiks  witb  tbadowy  foot 
flis  wooted  roond,  or  lingers  o^er  bis  grare. 

Hail,  midoigbt-chades !  hail,  Tenerable  dome ! 
By  age  morę  yenerable;^  sacred  shore, 
Bsyaid  Time^B  troubled  sea,  where  never  wa^e, 
Where  never  wind  of  passion,  or  of  gnilt, 
Of  mifering  or  of  sorrow,  shall  inrade 
Tbe  calm  sound  nigbt  of  thote  who  rest  below.  >^ 
Tlie  weafy  are  at  peaoe :  the  imali  and  great,^ 
Ufe*s  Toyage  ended,  meet  and  mmgle  here. 
Here  sleeps  the  prisoner  lale,  nor  feels  bis  chain. 
Nor  beara  th'  oppreMor^s  Toice.    The  poor  and  dd, 
Witb  all  the  sons  of  monming,  feariess  now 
Of  want  or  woe,  find  unalarm^d  repose. 
Prood  greatness,  too^  the  tyramy  of  power, 
The  graoe  of  beanty,  and  the  force  of  yonth. 
And  name  and  place,  are  here— for  ever  tost ! 

Bot,  at  near  distance,  on  tbe  mouldering  wali 
Behotd  a  monument,  witb  emblem  gnufd,    *- 
And  &tr  inscription :  wbere  witb  bead  declm'd, 
And  fbided  arms,  the  Yntnes  weeping  round 
lean  o*er  a  beauteous  yonth  who  dies  below. 
Tbyisia    tishe!  the  wisest  and  the  best ! 
Iwnented  sbade !  whom  every  gift  of  Hearea 
Profusely  l^lest :  all  leaming  was  his  own. 
Pleasing  bis  speech,  by  Naturę  taugfat  to  flow, 
Benaasive  senw  and  strong,  sincere  and  elear. 
His  mannerB  greatly  plain*,  a  noble  grace, 
Self-taught,  beyood  the  reach  of  mimie  ATt,t 
Adora'd  faim :  his  calm  temper  winning  mild ; 
Nor  Pity  softer,  nor  was  lVnth  morę  bright 
Cooitaat  in  doing  well,  he  neither  songht 
Nor  8hann*d  applause.    No  basbfol  merit  sighM 
Near  him  neglected :  sympotfiizing  be 
WipM  off  the  tear  from  Sorrow'8  clonded  eye 
With  kiwily  hand,  and  taught  ber  heart  to  smile. 

|Tis  moming:  and  the  Sun,  bis  welcome  light, 
ftrtft,  frora  beyond  daik  Ocean*s  orient  stream, 
Gssts  through  the  air,  renewing  NatQre*8  face 
With  heaTeiHbom  beauty.    0'er  ber  ample  bieast, 
O^er  sea  and  shore,  light  Faney  speeds  along, 
Ouiefc  as  the  darted  beam,  from  pole  to  pole, 
EiconiTC  traTeller.    Now  beneath  the  north, 
Alooe  with  Winter  in  his  inmost  realm, 
Begion  of  horroan !  Ifere,  amid  the  roar 
Of  wiads  and  waTes,  the  drifted  tarbnlence 
Of  1iail-msx'd  snows,  resides  th*'ungenial  power. 
For  ever  silent,  shi^eriag,  and  forlom  ! 
PinMB  Zembla's  cltib  on  to  the  straits  sunnis*d 
OfAnias  eMtwHd,  where  beth  woridB  oppoae 


Tbeir  shores  contiguons,  lies  the  polar  sea. 
One  gltttering  wastś  of  ice,  and  on  the  mom 
Casts  cold  a  cbeerless  light.     to,  hills  of  snów, 
Hill  behind  bill,  and  Alp  on  Alp,  ascend, 
PiPd  up  from  eldest  age,  uid  to  the  Sun 
Impenetrable ;  rising  from  afar 
Jn  misty  prospect  dim,  as  if  on  air 
Each  floating  hill,  an  azure  rangę  of  clouds. 
Yet  here,  ev'n  here,  in  this  disastrous  dime, 
Horrid  and  hariwurless,  where  all  life  dies,  '.;> 
Adrenturous  mortals,  urg*d  by  tbirst  of  gaio, 
Through  floating  isles  of  ice  and  fighting  storms, 
Roam  the  wild  wayes,  in  search  of  doubtful  shores, 
By  west  or  east ;  a  path  yet  unesplor^d. 

Henoe  eastward  to  the  Tartar's  cruel  coast. 
By  utmost  ocean  wash^d,  on  wbosc  last  waTO 
The  blue  Sky  leans  her  breast,  difiusM  inunense 
In  solitary  leagth  the  Desert  lies, 
Wbere  Desolation  keeps  his  empty  conrt. 
No  bloom  of  spring,  o^er  all  the  thtrsty  ^ast,   " .  ^> 
Nor  spiry  grass  is  fennd ;  but  sands  instead 
In  sterii  hills.  and  rough  rocks  rising  grpy. 

A  land  of  tearś !  wbere  Tifionary  fbrms, 
Of  gdesly  spectres  from  air,  ilood,  and  fire, 
Swarm :  and  before  them  speecbless  Horronr  staiks ! 
Here,  nigbt  by  night,  beneath  the  starless  dusk, 
The  secret  hag  and  sorcerer  unblest 
Their  sabbath  hołd,  and  potent  spells  compose, 
Spoils  of  the  riolated  grave:  and  now, 
Late,  at  the  bour  that  selera  night  from  moru, 
When  sleep  has  silencM  erery  thought  of  man, 
They  to  tbeir  rerels  fidl,  infernal  throng: 
And  as  they  mis  in  circiing  dance,  6r  tum 
To  the  four  winds  of  HeaTen  with  haggard  gazę  ; 
Shot  streaming  firom  the  bosom  of  the  north, 
Opening  the  bolloir  gloom,  red  meteors  blaze. 
To  lend  them  light,  and  distant  tbundeis  roli, 
Heard  in  Iow  murmurs  through  the  lowering  sky.  * 

From  these  sad  scenes,  tbe  waste  abodes  of  Deatb, 
With  devious  wing,  to  fiiirer  climes  remote 
Southward  I  stray ;  where  Caucasus  in  view, 
Bulwark  of  nations,  ha  broad  eminence 
Upheayes  from  realm  to  realm  a  bnndred  hills. 
On  from  the  Caspian  to  the  £nxine  stretch'd, 
Pale-glittering  with  etemal  snows  to  Heaven. 
From  this  chill  steep,  which  midnigbt*s  highest 
shades  [woods, 

Scarce  climb  to  darken,  rough  with  murmuring 
Imagination  tra^els  with  quick  eye 
Unbounded  o*er  the  globe,  and  iróndering  yiews 
Her  rolling  seas  and  hstermnsgled  isles; 
Her  mighty  continents  out-stretch*d  immense, 
Wbere  Europę,  Asia,  Afric,  of  old  iame, 
Their  regions  numberless  exttfnd :  and  where 
To  forthest  point  of  weat,  Columbus  late, 
Through  untry*d  oceans  borne  to  shores  tmknown, 
Moor^d  his  fint  keel  adyenturons,  and  beheld 
A  new,  a  fiiir,  a  fertile  worJd  anse ! 
But  nearer  scenes  of  happy  rural  yiew, 
Green  dale,  and  leyel  down,  and  bloomy  bill, 
The  Muse's  walk,  on  which  the  Sun^ś  bright  eye  -^ 
PropitiouB  looks,  myite  her  wilUng  step. 
Here  see,  around  me  smiling,  myrtle  groves. 
And  monntains  crowuM  with  aromatic  woods 
Of  vegetable  gold,  with  yales  amidsi, 
Lavi8h  of  flowers  and  firagrance ;  where  soft  Spring, 
Lord  of  the  year,  indulges  to  each  field. 
The  &nning  breeze,  liye  spring,  and  sbeltering  grore. 

In  these  blest  plahas,  a  spacious  city  spreada 
Its  nwiid  estent  magniflcent,  ai^  seems 
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Tht  seat  of  empire.    Damling  in  tfae  sky, 
With'fcr*ieen  )>laEe  her  towery  stnictares  shine, 
Elabomte  works  of  art !  each  opening  gate 
Sends  forth  its  Łfacusands :  Peaoe  and  Plenty  romid 
EnTiron  hor»     In  each  frequented  soliool 
Learning  emlts  his  head :  and  Gonimerce  poun 
Into  her  arms  a  thonsand  fbreign  realms. 
How  lair  and  fiirtanate !  how  worthy  all 
Of  lastmg  hliss  secure !  Yet  all  mutt  fail, 
CerturnM  and  lost — nor  shall  thełr  phu;e  be  found. 

A  sullen  calm  unusnal,  dark  and  dead, 
Arises  inaiMpicious  o*er  tbe  hearens. 
The  beamlen  Sun  looks  wan ;  a  sighing  cold 
Wintera  the  shadow'd  air ;  the  binU  on  bigh, 
Shrieking,  give  sign  of  feaiful  change  at  hand  : 
And  noWy  within  the  bosom  of  the  globe, 
Where  sulphur  stor^d^  and  nitre  peacefbl  slept, 
For  ageft,  in  their  subterranean  bed,         [streams. 
Fermentu   th*    approaching   tempest      Yapoury 
InAammable,  perhaps  by  winds  sublimM, 
Their  deadly  breath  apply.    Thf  enkindled  mass. 
Minę  fir*d  by  minę  in  train,  with  boundless  ragę, 
With  borrour  unoonceiv'd,  disploded  bunt5 
Its  central  prison — Shook  from  shore  to  shore, 
Reels  tbe  broad  cootinent  with  all  its  load, 
Hills,  forests,  cities.    The  lone  desert  quakes : 
Her  sayage  aons  bowl  to  the  thunder*s  groan, 
And  Ughtning^s  ruddy  głare :  whiłe  from  beneath, 
Deaf  distant  roarings,  Uirough  the  wide  profound, 
Riiefol  are  heard,  as  when  Despair  complains. 
•   GatherM  in  air,  o*er  that  proud  capital, 
Frowns  an  in^olring  cloud  of  gloomy  depth, 
Casting  dnn  night  and  terrour  o'er  the  heads 
Of  her  inhabitants.    Aghast  they  stand, 
Sad-gazing  on  the  monrftiil  skies  around ; 
A  momenfs  dreadful  silence  !  Then  loud  screams 
And  eager  snpplications  rend  the  skies. 
Lo^  crowds  on  crowds,  in  hurry^d  stream  along, 
From  Street  to  street,  from  gate  to  gate  roi  Pd  on, 
This,  that  way  burst  in  «aves,  by  borrour  winjg^d 
To  distant  hiłi  or  caTe :  while  balf  the  globe, 
Her  frame  conyu]sive  rocking  to  and  fro, 
Trembles  with  second  agony.    UpbeaT'd 
In  surges,  her  Test  suriace  lolb  a  sea. 
Ruin  ensues:  towers,  temples,  palaces, 
Flung  from  their  deep  ibundations,  roof  on  roof 
Cnish*d  horrible,  and  pile  on' pile  o'ertuni'd, 
Fkll  total — In  that  uniyersal  groan, 
Sounding  to  Hearen,  expir*d  a  thoosand  li^es, 
0*erwheIm*d  at  onoe,  one  undistinguish*d  wreckl 

Sight  fail  of  fate !  up  from  the  centrę  tom, 
The  gMMmd  yawni  hoirible  a  hundred  moothsb 
Flashing  pale  flamea— down  thiough  the  gul6  pn>- 

foond, 
Screaming,  whole  crowds  of  e^ery  age  and  rank, 
With  hands  to  Heaven  nus*d  high  imploring  aid, 
Prone  to  th'  abyss  descend;  and  o'er  their  heads 
Earth  sbuts  her  ponderoos  jaws.    Part  lott  in  night . 
Betum  no  morę:  part  on  tbe  wafling  irave. 
Borne  throngfa  the  darkneas  of  th'  infemal  worid, 
Far  distant  risę,  emerging  with  the  flood ; 
P^e  as  ascending  ghosts  cast  back  to  day, 
A  shnddering  band !  Distractioa  in  each  eje 
Stares  wiJdly  metionless:  they  pant,  they  catch 
A  gulp  of  air,  and  grasp  with  dying  aim 
Ule  wreck  that  dri^es  aloog,  to  gain  lirom  Fate, 
Short  intenral !  a  moment*8  donbtful  life. 
For  now  Earth^s  solid  sphere  asaiider.rent 
With  finał  diMolation,  the  huge  mass 
Fails  undermia'd— down,  down  th'  estenaiTo  seat 


Of  this  fair  city,  down  her  boildings 
Sinks  the  fuli  pride  her  ample  walls  enelos'd» 
In  one  wild  havoc  crai^hM,  with  burst  beyond 
Heaven's  loudest  thunder !  Uproar  unooncehr'd ! 
Tmage  of  Nature's  generał  frame  destroy*d  I 

How  greatly  terrible,  how  dark  and  deep 
The  purposes  of  Heayen !  At  once  o*erthrowi^ 
White  age  and  youth,  the  guilty  and  the  juat, 
O,  seemingly  se^ere  1  promiscuous  fi^. 
Rpason,  wbose  daring  eye  in  rain  esplores 
llic  fearful  pro^idence,  confusM,  subdued 
To  silence  and  anuusement,  with  doe  praise 
Acknowledges  th*  Almighty,  and  adores 
His. will  uuerring,  wisest,  justest,  best ! 

The  ooimtry  moums  around  with  alter'd  loolc 
Fields,  where  W  late  the  many-colour*d  S^riujg 
Sal  gaily  drest,  amid  the  yernal  breath 
Of  roses,  and  the  song  of  nightingales, 
Soft-warbled,  silent  languish  now  and  die. 
Rivers  ingulfd  their  ample  chamels  leave 
A  sandy  tract ;  and  goodly  mountains,  hurl*d 
Id  whirlwind  fix)m  their  seat,  obstmct  the  plain 
With  rough  encumbranoe;  or  through  deptbs  of  earth 
Fali  niinotts,  with  all  their  woods  immers*d. 

Sulphureoos  damps  of  dark  aod  deadly  poi 
Steam'd  from  th'  abyss,  fly  secret  over-head, 
Wounding  the  healthful  air ;  whence  foal  dm 
Murrain  and  rot,  in  tainted  herds  and  flocks : 
In  man  sore  sickness,  and  the  lamp  of  life 
Dimm'd  and  dimmishM ;  or  moro  Ij^tal  iii 
Of  mind,  unsettling  reason  overturnM. 
Herę  into  madness  work'd,  and  bailihg  o'er 
Outrageous  fancies,  like  the  troubled  sea 
Foaming  out  mud  and  filth :  here  downward  aank 
To  folly,  and  in  idle  musing  wrapt ; 
Now  chasing  with  fbnd  aim  the  fljring  cknid ; 
Now  numbering  up  the  drops  of  ftilling  rain. 

A  while  the  fiery  spirit  in  |ts  celi 
Insidiotts  slumhers,  till  som«  chance  unknown, 
Perhaps  some  rocky  fragment  firom  the  roof 
Detach*d,  and  rollM  with  rough  collusioii  down 
Its  echomg  vault,  strikes  out  the  fatal  spark 
That  blows  it  into  ragę.     Shakes  Earth  again, 
Wide  through  her  entrails  tom.    To  ail  sides  flash'dt 
The  flames  bear  downward  on  the  central  deep, 
Immeasorable  iource,  whence  Ocean  fills 
His  numerous  seas,  and  pours  tbem  round  tbe  ^oiMb 
The  liquid  orb,  through  all  its  dark  expanse, 
In  dire  commotion  bcnls,  and,  bursting  way 
Up  throogh  th*  unsounded  bottoms  of  the  main» 
Where  never  tempest  mffled,  lifts  the  deeps, 
At  once,  in  billowy  mountains  to  the  sky, 
With  raving  vblence.    And  now  their  shores, 
Rebellowing  to  the  sttrge,  they  swallow  fieroe, 
O^erswollingmoundandcliff:  nowswiftandstraoge. 
With  reEuent  wave  retreating,  leave  the  beach 
A  naked  waste  of  sands— Meantime,  behold  * 

Yon  neighbouring  Mouutain,  rising  bleak  and  bu^ 
Its  double  top  in  steril  ashes  hidy  ^ 
But  green  around  its  base  with  oil  and  wine^ 
Oives  sign  of  sionn  and  desolaticn  near : 
Storehottse  of  fate !  from' wbose  mfemal  womb^ 
With  fiery  minerals  and  metallic  ore 
Pemicious  fraught,  ascends  eteroał  smoke: 
Now  waTering  loose  in  air ;  now  bome  on  higl^ 
A  dusky  oolumn  heightening  to  the  Son  I 
Imagination's  eye  looks  down  dismay*d 
The  steepy  gul^  pale-fiaming  and  profound, 
With  hourly  tumult  Tent,  but  now  incens*d 
To  aeveoioId  fury.    Fint,  discordant  sound^ 
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AMćt^  ckmouriiiy  miihitnde  enra|f'd, 
The  dash  of  floods,  and  hollow  howl  of  winds 
TlinMigfa  wintery  woods  or  caveni'd  rains  heard, 
Riae  froai  the  distant  depth  vherR  oproar  reigns. 
Aboo,  with  błark  eruplion,  firom  its  jawt, 
A  niffat  of  smoke,  thick-driTin|^,  wa^e  on  wave, 
Id  stormy  llow,  and  cknid  mvolymg  cloud, 
Roiłs  sorjnng  ibrth,  eKtinjpiisbing  tbe  day ; 
Witb  Tollicd  sparkł€s  niix*d,  and  whirling  driflB 
Of  fltones  and  einden  rattUng  np  the  air. 
lortant,  in  one  broad  btint,  a  stream  of  fire, 
Bed->bsuinfr,'^kiods  tbe  hemisphere  aronnd. 
.Nor  panae,  nor  rett ;  again  the  mountaia  groant, 
Amazing,  from  its  hunost  caTem  shook  : 
Agam,  with  Joudenfaig  ragę,  intenfiely  fierce, 
Dngnrgas  pyraniids  ofqaivermg  flame, 
Scn^  after  spiie  enormous,  and  tam  mcks, 
Thug  oot  m  thundering  nm»  to  the  sky. 

But  fee,  m  second  pangs,  the  roańng  bill 
FhMn  fortfa  its  depth  a  cloudy  piilar  sboots, 
GnMiaal  and  Yast,  in  one  asciaiding  tronk 
Of  length  immense,  hea^^d  by  tbe  Ibrce  of  ftre, 
On  Its  Q«n  base  direct,  akift  in  air, 
Beyood  the  soaring  eagle^  sunwaid  flight 
Stin  as  ii  sipells,  thnmgh  all  the  dark  esctent, 
Witb  wonder  Men  !  ten  thoosand  lightnings  play 
In  flMh'd  TibralioHs;  and  from  height  to  height 
Inrrannt  thnnders  roar.     No  kNiger  now 
Pkntnided  by  the  explońve  breath  below, 
At  onoe  the  9had<Wry  tnmmit  bnsaks  away 
To  all  sdcs  round,  m  billows  broad  and  black, 
As  of  a  tuTbid  ocean  stirHd  by  winds, 
A  Yapoory  ddoge  bidrog  Barth  and  Heaven. 

Tbns  ali  day  kmg :  and  now  tbe  beamlen  Snn 
Sets  as  in  bkiod.    A  dreadful  pauae  ensnes ; 
Beceitftil  caJm,  portending  fiercer  storm. 
Sad  Nigfat  at  once,  vith  all  her  deep-dyM  shades, 
FaHs  back  and  boundłen  o'er  the  soeneb     Sos- 


And  terronr  nile  the  honr.    Behold,  fkom  far, 
Impkiring  Hea^en  with  supplicattng  hands 
And  atreaming  eyes,  in  mute  amasement  fix*d, 
Yon  peopled  city  ttands ;  each  sadden'd  &ce 
Toni*d  toward  the  bill  of  feais :  and  bark !  onoe 


The  iwing  tcmpołt  shakes  its  soundhig  Taults, 
Uhm  fiuHt  in  distant  murmnri,  now  morę  near 
Mwwnding  horrible,  with  all  the  roar 
Of  wiadi  and  aeas,  or  engines  big  with  death, 
Tbai»  plantsd  by  the  mnrderoos  hand  of  War 
To  sh«ke  the  ronnd  of  aome  pioud  capital, 
it  onoe  disphided,  m  one  bnnting  peal 
Thdr  moftal  tbnfider^  mix.    Along  the  sky, 
From  eaat  to  south,  a  niddy  bill  of  smoke 
Eiteiidi  its  ńdge,  with  dismal  light  inflamU 
Meanwhile,  tbe  fluid  laka  that  works  below, 
Bitnmen,  salphur,  salt,  and  iron-scura, 
Heafes  np  its  boiihig  tide.    The  labouring  mount 
b  tom  with  agonizing  throes — at  oiice, 
Forth  fnm  its  side  disparted,  blazmg  poon 
A  migfaty  fiver,  bnming  in  prone  wayes, 
That  glimmer  tbroogh  the  night,  to  yonder  plain. 
Bivided  there,  a  himdred  torrent^trsams, 
Each  plongiung  up  ito  bed,  roli  dreadfnl  on, 
BesMeas.    Yillagcs,  and  woods,  and  rocks, 
Fali  flat  before  their  sweep.    The  region  round, 
Where  myrtle  walks  and  gnwes  of  golden  ihiit 
Boae  fiqr,  where  banrest  wa^^d  in  all  its  piide, 
And  wbeie  the  Traeyaid  spread  ber  pnrple  BUiie» 
Hatoringiiito  nedtary  now  dcspoil'd 


Of  herb,  leaf,  fniit,  and  flower,  fhmi  end  to  end 
Lies  buried  under  fire,  a  glowing  sea ! 

Thus  roaming  with  adventarous  wing  the  globe^ 
From  scenę  to  scenę  exciirsive,  I  behold 
In  all  her  workings,  beauteous,  great,  or  new. 
Fair  Natnre,  and  in  all  with  wonder  tracę 
The  8overeign  Maker,  first,  supremę,  and  best, 
Wbo  actuates  tbe  whole :  at  whose  command, 
Obedient  flre  and  flood  tremendous  rise. 
His  ministers  of  Tengeance,  to  reprore, 
And  scourge  the  nattons.     Holy  are  his  ways^ 
His  works  unnumber^d,  and  to  all  proclaimN 
UufąthomM  wiadom,  goodness  unconfin'd. 


CANTO  IL 


Endłbss  the  wonders  of  creathig  power, 

On  Earth,  but  ohief  oa  high  thiough  Hearen  dis* 

play^d. 
There  shines  the  fnll  mapiiAc^noe  imreiPd 
Of  Majesty  dirine :  refblgant  thera 
Ten  thoosand  suns  blaze  (bith,  with  eaoh  his  train 
Of  worlds  dependent,  all  beneatb  tbe  cya 
And  eqoal  ruie  of  one  etemal  Lord. 
To  those  bright  cHmes,  awakening  all  ber  powen^ 
And  spreading  her  nnboonded  wing, 'the  Muse 
Asoending  soars  on,  through  the  fluid  spaoe, 
Tbe  booyant  atmosphere ;  whose  viTid  breath, 
Soal  of  all  snblunary  life,  perrades 
The  realms  of  Naturę,  tu  ber  inmost  depths 
DiffosM  with  ąuickening  enefgy.    Now  still, 
From  pole  to  pole  th'  adrial  ocean  sleeps. 
One  limpid  vacancy :  now  rousM  to  ragę  ' 
By  blnstering  meteofs,  wind,  hail,  rain,  or  ckmd 
With  tiiunderous  fiiry  charg^d,  its  billows  rise^ 
And  shake  the  nether  orb.    StiU  as  I  monnt, 
A  path  the  yttlture's  eye  bath  not  obeerr^d. 
Nor  fsot  of  eagle  trod,  th*  ethereal  sphere 
Receding  fliea  approach ;  tts  circling  arch 
Alike  remote,  translucent,  and  serene» 
Glorious  espansion !  by  th'  Almighty  spread, 
Whose  limits  who  bath  seen !  or  wbo  with  him 
Hath  walk'd  th«  sun-pav'd  circuit  ftom  ołd  time. 
And  Tisited  the  boat  of  Heaven  around ! 

Oleamfng  a  borraw'd  light,  whcnce  how  sniall 
Tbe  speck  of  Earth,  and  dim  air  circQmfus'd  ^ 
Mutable  region,  ^eitt  with  hourly  change. 
But  here,  unruffled  Caim  her  even  reigo 
Maintains  estęnal :  here  tbe  lord  of  day, 
The  neighbouring  Sun,  shines  out  inaił  his  strength, 
Noon  without  night.    Attractad  by  his  beam, 
r  thither  bend  my  flight,  tracing  the  source 
Where  moming  springs ;  whence  her  innnmerouft 

staneams 
Flow  lucid  forth,  and  roli  through  trackłess  ways 
Their  wbite  wavea  o*er  the  sky.    The  foontun-orb. 
Dilating  as  I  fise,  beyond  the  ken 
Of  mortal  eye,  to  which  earth,  ocean,  air, 
Are  but  a  central  point,  expands  inunense, 
A  sboreless  sea  of  fluctualing  fire, 
Tbat-delttgea  all  ether  with  its  tide. 
What  power  is  that,  which  to  its  cirele  bouods 
The  ńolence  of  flame !  in  rapid  whtrls 
Conflicting,  floods  with  floods,  ks  if  to  lesTO 
Their  place,  and,  bursting,  orerwhdm  the  worki ! 
Motion  incredible !  to^which  the  ragę 
Of  oceans,  when  whole  winter  blows  at  onoe 
In  burńcaoe,  is  peaoe.    Bot  who  sball  teU 


n 


MAŁŁETS  POEMS. 


That  radiance  befond  meosnre,  on  the  Sud 
Four'd  out  transcendent!  those  keen-flashiag  rays 
Thrown  round  his  state,  and  to  yon  worlds  a&r 
Supplyiog  days  and  seasons,  life  and  joy  ! 
Such  virtue  he,  the  Mąietty  of  Heaven, 
Brightncss  origiual,  aJl-bonnteous  king, 
Hath  to  hiB  crcature  lent,  and  crownM  his  sphere 
With  matchlesś  glory.     Yei  not  all  alike 
Respltmdent :  in  these  liquid  regious  pure, 
Thick  mists,  condensing,  darken  into  spqts, 
And  d.m  the  day.     Whence  that  raalignant  light, 
Wben  Ca?t»ar  bied,  whicb  sadden^d  all  the  year 
With  long  eclipge.     Somc  at  the  centrę  rise 
In  shady  circles,  like  the  Moon  bebeld 
From  Ęarth,  when  she  her  unenlighten'd  face 
Turns  thitherward  opaque  :  a  space  they  brood 
In  congregated  clouds  ;  then  breaking  float 
To  all  sides  round.     Dilated  somc  and  dense, 
Broad  as  Earth^s  surface  each,  by  slow  degrees 
Spread  from  the  confines  of  the  Hght  along, 
Usurping  half  the  sphere,  and  swim  obscure 
On  to  its  adveT8e  coast ;  till  there  they  set, 
Or  vanish  scatterM :  measuring  thus  the  time, 
That  round  its  axle  whiris  the  radiant  orb. 

Fairest  of  beings  !  first-created  light ! 
Prime  cause  of  beauty !  for  irom  thee  alone, 
The  sparkling  gem,  the  vegetable  race, 
The  nobler  worlds  that  U^e  and  breathe,  tbeir 
The  lovely  hues  peculiar  to  each  tńbe,     [cbanns!) 
From  thy  unfeiling  source  of  splendour  draw  1 
In  thy  pure  shine,  with  transport  1  surrcy 
7*hi8  firmament,  and  theae  ber  rolling  worlds, 
Their  magnitudes,  and  motions :  those  how  vast ! 
How  rapid  these  !  with  swiftness  unconceiT'd, 
From  west  to  east  in  solemn  pomp  revoly'd, 
Unerriug,  andi8turb'd ;  the  Sua'8  bright  train, 
Progrossi^e  through  the  sky'5  light  fluent  borne 
Around  their  centrę.     Mercury  the  first, 
Near  bordering  on  tbe  day,  with  speedy  wheel 
Flies  swiftest  on,  inilaming  where  he  comes, 
With  6evenfold  splendour,  all  his  azure  road. 

Next  V^enu8  to  the  westward  of  the  Smi, 
Fuli  orb^  her  face,  a  gołden  plai|i  of  light, 
CSrcles  ber  larger  round.     Fair  momiog-star  ! 
That  ieads  on  dawning  day  to  yonder  world, 
The  seat  of  man,  hung  in  the  hearens  remote, 
Whose  northem  hemisphcre,  descending,  sees 
The  Sun  arise;  as  through  thezodiac  roird, 
Fuli  in  the  niiddle  path  obtique  she  winds 
/l^C  Her  annaal  orb:  and  by  her  side  the  Moon, 
Companion  of  her  flight,  whose  solemn  bcams, 
Noctumal,  to  her  darken'd  globe  suppiy 
A  softer  day-light ;  whose  attractive  power 
Swells  all  her  seas  and  oceans  into  tides, 
firom  the  mid-deeps  o'erflo«ing  to  their  shores. 
Beyond  the  sphere  of  Mars,  in  distant  skies, 
JlevolFes  the  mighty  magnitnde  of  Jove, 
With  kingly  state,  the  nval  of  the  Sun. 
About  him  round,  four  planetary  moons. 
On  Earth  with  wonder  all  night  long  beheld, 
Moon  aboye  moon,  his  fair  attendants,  dance. 
These,  in  th*  horizon,  slow-ascending  cłimb 
The  steep  of  Ilearen,  and,  mingling  in  soft  flow 
Their  silver  radiance,  brighten  as  they  rise. 
Those  opposite  roli  downward  from  their  noon 
To  where  the  shade  of  Jove.  outstrefcch*d  in  length 
A  dudLy  cone  immense,  daricens  the  sky 
Through  many  a  region.    To  these  bounds  amT'd, 
A  gradaal  pale  creeps  dim  o*er  each  sad  ort>, 
\  \0  Fading  their  Inrtre ;  tiU  they  smk  in7olv*4 


In  total  night,  and  disftppear  edtpa^d. 

By  this,  the  sagę,  who^  studious  oif  the  skies* 

Heedful  explores  these  late>discover*d  world^ 

By  this  obaierv'd,  the  rapid  progress  finds 

Of  light  itself :  how  swift  the  headlong  ray 

Shoots  from  the  Sun^s  height  throngh  anboundeA 

space, 
At  onee  enlightening  air,  and  Earth  and  Heaveik 
Last,  outmost  Saturn  walks  his  frontier-roaad* 
The  boundary  of  worlds ;  with  his  pale  mocnw* 
Faint-glimmering  through  the  darkness  mgfatiias 

thrown, 
Deqp-dy'd  and  dead,  o^er  this  chill  globe  forloni: 
An  endless  desert,  where  esctreme  of  oold 
Etemal  sits,  as  in  his  native  seat. 
On  wintry  hills  of  neyer-tbawing  ice ! 
Sach  Saturn*8  earth ;  and  yet  ey^n  here  the  sigfatt 
Amid  these  doleful  scenes,  new  matter  finds 
Of  wonder  and  delight !  a  mighty  ring, 
On  each  side  rising  from  th^  horizon*s  yerge, 
Self-pois'd  in  air,  with  its  bright  drcle  roiuid 
Encompasseth  his  orb.     As  night  comes  on» 
Saturo^s  broad  shade,  cast  on  its  eestem  arclu 
Climbs  slowly  to  its  height:  and  at  th'  appmach 
Of  mom  retnroing,  with  like  stealthy  pace 
Draws  westward  ćS;  till  throngh  the  lu^jd  lomid; 
In  distant  yiew  th'  illumin'd  skies  are  seen. 

Beauteotts  appearance !  by  th'  Almighty's  haod 
Peculiar  fashionM.— Thine  these  noble  worka, 
Great,  uniyersal  Ruler !  Earth  and  Heayen 
Are  thine,.8pontaneocis  o^&priifg  of  thy  will, 
Seen  with  transcendent  rayishment  sublime,/  so 
That  lifts  the  Boul  to  thee  !  aholyjoy. 
By  reason  prompted,  and  by  reason  sweird 
Beyond  all  height— -for  thou  art  infinite ! 
Thy  viftual  energy  the  frarae  of  things 
Peryading  actnates :  as  at  first  thy  band 
DifiusM  through  endless  space  this  limpid  sky, 
Yast  ocean  without  storm,  where  these  hage  globes 
Sail  undisturbM,  a  rounding  voyage  each ; 
Obserrant  all  of  one  unchanging  law. 
Simplicity  divine !  by  this  6ole  rale, 
The  Maker^s  great  establishment,  these  wnrida 
Reyolve  harmonious,  world  attracting  world 
With  mntual  lorę,  and  to  their  central  Sun 
All  g^yitating :  now  with  quickeu'd  pace 
Desceuding  tow^rd  the  primal  orb,  and  nov 
Receding  slow,  escursire  from  his  boands. 

This  spring  of  motion,  this  bid  power  infns^d 
Throngh  uniyersal  natnre,  fiist  was  known 
To  thee,  great  Newton !  Britain's  jusŁ£St  pride,/^^ 
The  boast  of  human  race;  whose  toweringtfaaugbl, 
In  her  ankazing  progress  unoonfin'd, 
From  truth  to  tmth  ascending,  gainM  tbe  heicbt 
Of  science,  whither  mankind  fi^m  afar 
Gazę  up  asionishM.    Now  beyond  that  hdgbt. 
By  death  from  finail  raortality  set  free, 
A  pure  intelligence  he  wings  his  way 
Through  wondrous  scenes,  new-open'd  in  the  wofM 
Invisible,  amid  the  generał  qnire 
Of  saints  and  angels,  rapt  with  joy  diyine, 
Which  ftlls,  o*erflows,  and  rayishes  the  soni  M^O 
His  mind's  elear  yision  from  all  darkness  pnrg*d, 
For  God  himaelf  shines  forth  immediate  there, 
Throngh  those  etemal  dimes,  the  frame  of  thingv, 
In  its  ideał  barmony,  to  him 
Stands  all  reyeaPd. — 

But  how  sball  mortaJ  wing  ^ff 
Attempt  this  blne  profnodity  of  Heayen, 
Unfiithomablei  eudteas  of  esteac ! 


THE  fiXCUllSION. 


« 


Wliere  trainoNihi  stttu  to  tmi^nowii  tystems  rifle, 
Whose  Biimbere  irho  ńia\l  tell  ?  stnpendous  host ! 
In  ńaaning  mtUioM  through  the  Tacant  huag, 
San  beyond  stin,  and  worid  to  world  unsecn, 
Measareless  distaoce,  aneonoeiv'd  by  thons^ht ! 
Awfiil  thdr  order ;  each  the  central  flre 
Of  h»  Bunonndtng  stars,  wbose  whfrtmg-speed, 
Solemn  and  silent,  throagh  the  pathless  void. 
Kor  change,  nor  erronr  knowB.    But,  their  ways, 
hj  reaaon,  botd  adrentarer,  uńexplor'd, 
iitttraeted  can  declare!  What  searchr  shall  find 
Their  times  and  seasons!  their  appohited  laws, 
Fecnliar!  thei r  inhabttants  of  life,  2  <?  <?  , 

Aad  of  inteifigenoe,  finom  scalę  to  scalę 
iiannauoas  rising  and  in  flx'd  degree ; 
Namberless  orders,  eacb  resembling  each, 
Yet  all  di^ene  i^lYemendous  depth  and  height 
Of  mdom  and  of  power,  that  this  great  whole 
Fkam^d  mezpressible,  and  still  preserres. 
Aa  infinite  of  wonders !— Thoti,  supremę,  2^7 
Fint,  Independent  Canse,  whose  presence  fills 
Nature^ś  ^ast  ctrcle,  and  whose  pleasnre  raove8, 
Fatber  of  human  kind  !  Łhe  Mose^s  wing 
Sostaining  guide,  while  to  the  heights  of  HeaTen, 
Roaming  th*  hsterminable  vast  of  space, 
She  riset,  traeing  thy  almighty  hand 
In  its  dread  operations.    Where  is  now 
The  seat  of  manlond,  Earth  ?  where  ber  great  scenes 
Of  yrmrs  mad  triumphs  ł  empires  fom^d  of  old, 
Assyrian,  Roman  ?  or  of  later  name, 
Peruvian,  Mesican,  in  tbat  new  world, 
Beyood  the  wide  Atlantic,  late  discłos^d? 
Where  is  their  place  ? — Let  prood  Ambition  pause, 
And  sicken  at  Łbe  vanity  that  prompts 
Ha  litde  deeds— WIth  Earth,  those  nearer  orbs, 
Sarrounding  planets,  late  so  glorions  ąpen, 
And  each  a  world,  are  now  for  sight  too  smali ; 
Are  almost  kMt  to  thooght.    The  Śun  himsełf, 
Ocean  of  flame,  but  twiokles  from  afar, 
A  giimmering  »tar  amid  the  train  of  night ! 
Whiie  in  these  doep  abysses  of  the  sky, 
Spaces  incomprehemible,  new  suns, 
Cnnni'd  with  unborrowM  beams,  illustrious  shine; 
Arctnma  here,  and  here  the  Pleiades, 
Amid  the  northem  host:  nor  with  less  state,^ 
At  snmless  distance,  huge  Orion*s  orbs, 
Each  in  bis  sphere  refułgent,  and  the  noon 
Of  Sjnrins,  buraing  througfa  the  south  of  Heaven. 

Msrriads  beyond,  with  blended  rays,  inflame 
The  milky  way,  whose  stream  of  vivld  light, 
Pour'd  from  innamerable  fountains  round, 
FIows  trembling,  ware  on  ware,  from  sira  to  gnn. 
And  whitens  the  long  path  to  Heaven*s  extreme: 
DisŁiagui8h'd  tract !  But  es  with  upward  flight, 
Soaring,  I  gain  th'  immensurable  steep, 
Contignons  fltars,  in  bńght  pmfusion  sown 
Throttgh  these  wide  fields,  all  broaden  into  suns, 
Amazing,  8ever*d  each  by  gulfs  of  air, 
In  circuit  ample  as  the  solar  heavens. 

From  this  dread  eminence,  where  endless  day, 
I^iy  witbont  clood  abides,  alone  and  filPd 
With  holy  horrour,  trembling  I  mrrey 
Now  dowihrard  through  the  aniversal  sphere 7^'i'c 
^ready  paat ;  now  up  to  tbe  heights  untryM, 
And  of  th'  eniarging  prospect  find  no  bound  ! 
Aboot  me  on  each  hand  new  wwiders  ńse 
In  long  siłceession ;  herc  purc  scenes  of  li^t, 
RuBzIing  the  Tiew ;  here  namełess  worlds  afar, 
Yet  nndi8Corer*d :  there  a  dyitig  Sun, 
Grewii  dim  wHk  age,  whow  orb  of  flame  esfthicty 


kicredible  to  tell  I  thick,  Tapoory  nogtt, 
Phim  every  shore  exhaling,  mix  obscure 
Innnmerable  clouds,  dispreading  slow, 
And  deepening  shade  on  shade;  tilł  the  fatnt  globe, 
Moumfni  of  aspect,  całle  in  all  his  beams. 
Milłions  of  liveą  that  live  bot  in  his  light, 
With  hotrour  see,  fiwn  distant  spheres  around^ 
The  Source  of  day  expire,  and  all  his  worlds 
At  once  łnvo1vM  in  everia»tłftg  night ! 

Snch  this  dread  revolntion ;  Hearen  itaelf, 
Snbject  to  change,  so  feels  the  waste  of  years. 
So  tbis  cenilian  round,  the  work  divine 
Of  God^s  own  hand,  shall  ladę ;  and  empty  raght 
Reign  solitary,  where  tbese  stars  now  roU 
From  west  to  east  their  periods :  where  the  train 
Of  comets  wander  their  eceentric  ways, 
With  infinite  excursion,  thruugh  th*  immenie 
Of  ether,  traversing  from  sky  to  sky 
Ten  thousand  regions  in  their  winding  road, 
Whose  łength  to  tracę  iraagination  fkils ! 
Yarious  their  paths ;  wlthoot  resistance  all 
Through  these  free  spaces  borne :  of  rarions  fiice ; 
Enkindled  this  with  beams  of  angry  light, 
Shot  circling  Irom  its  otb  in  sangnine  showera: 
That,  throtigh  the  shade  of  night,  projecting  huge, 
In  horrid  trail,  a  spire  of  dosky  flame, 
Embody^d  mists  and  vapour8,  whose  flr'd  mass 
Keen  vibrates,  streaming  a  red  łength  of  air. 
While  distant  orbs,  with  wonder  and  amaze, 
Mark  its  approaoh,  and  night  by  night  alarm*d 
Its  dreaded  progress  watch,  as  of  a  foe 
Whóse  march  is  evpr  fatal ;  in  whose  train 
Famine,  and  War,  and  deSolating  Plague, 
Each  on  his  pale  faorse  rides ;  the  ministers 
Of  angry  Ueaven,  to  scourge  o6^ending  worlds  I  , 

But  io !  where  one,  finom  some  far  world  retum'd, 
Shines  out  with  sudden  glare  through  yonder  sky, 
Region  of  darkness,  where  a  Sun*s  tost  globe, 
Deep  overwhelm*d  with  night,  extinguish'd  lies. 
By  some  hid  power  attracted  from  his  path, 
Fearfnl  commotion  1  into  tbat  dusk  tract, 
The  devious  comet,  steep  descending,  falis 
With  all  his  flames,  rekindling  into  life  -.  -3  <>•  «> 
Th'  exha\isted  orb :  and  swift  a  flood  of  light 
Breaks  fbrth  diff uśive  through  the  gloom,  and  spreads 
In  orient  streams  to  his  fair  train  afar 

■ 

Of  rooving  fires,  from  nighfs  dominion  won. 
And  wondering  at  the  mom*s  unhopM  return.   . 

In  still  amazement  lost,  th'  awaken'd  mind 
Contemplatcs  this  crreat  view,  a  Sun  restor'd 
With  all  his  worlds !  while  thus  at  large  ber  flight 
Ranges  these  untrac'd  scenes,  pTOgressive  borne 
Far  through  ethereal  ground,  the  boundless  walk 
Of  spirits,  daily  trayellers  from  Heaven ; 
Who  pass  the  mystic  gulf  to  journey  here, 
Searching  th'  Almighty  Maker  in  his  works 
From  worlds  to  worlds,  and,  in  triumphant  quire 
Of  Toice  and  harp,  extoniDg  his  high  praise. 

Immortalnatures!  clothM  with  brightness  round, 
Empyreal,  from  the  source  of  light  effu8'd. 
Morę  orient  than  the  noon-day's  stainless  bcam. 
Their  will  unerring  ;  their  affections  pure, 
And  glowing  fervent  warmth  of  love  divine, 
Whose  object  God  alone :  for  all  things  else, 
Created  beanty,  and  created  good, 
lllu3ive  all,  can  charm  the  soul  no  morę. 
Sublime  their  intellcct,  and  without  spot, 
Enlarg'd  to.draw  Truth's  endless  prospect  in, 
Inefliable,  eternity  and  time ; 
Tlie  train  ofbeings,  aU  by  gradoal  scalę    ^. 
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Descending,  ramlen  ordert  VfA  degrees ; 
Th'  unsounded  depŁb,  which  mortals  dare  not  try, 
Of  €rod's  perfections ;  bow  these  hea^ens  fint  spning 
From  improlific  night ;  hov  moy'd  and  rurd 
In  number,  weight,  and  measure ;  what  hid  laws, 
Inexplicabłe,  guide  the  morał  world. 

Active  as  flame,  with  prompt  obedience  all 
Tbe  will  Heaven  ftilfil :  some  bis  fierce  wrath  . 
Bear  through  the  natkmSy  peetilenoe  and  war: 
His  oopious  goodness  some,  life,  light,  and  bliM, 
To  thousands.     Some  the  fate  of  empires  mle, 
Commissłon'd»  sheltering  with  tbeir  gnardian  wingi 
The  pious  monarch,  and  the  legał  throne. 

Nor  iś  the  90vereign,  nor  th'  illustrious  graati 
Akme  their  care.    To  every  lesMning  rąnk 
Of  worth  propitiottSj  these  blest  minds  embrace 
With  oniTenal  love  the  just  and  good, 
Wherever  fbund  ^  Qnpriz'd,  perhaps  unknown, 
Deprest  by  fortunę,  and  with  hate  pnrsuedy 
Or  insult  from  the  proud  oppressor^s  brow. 
Yet  dear  to  Heaven,  and  meriting  the  watch 
Of  angels  o'er  his  unambitśous  walk, 

3  »^  At  mom  or  eye,  wben  Nature's  fairest  &ce, 
Calmly  magnificent,  inspires  the  soul 
With  yirtuous  raptures,  prompting  to  {iorsake 
Tbe  sin-born  Tanities,  and  Iow  pursnits, 
That  busy  human  kińd ;  to  Tiew  their  wayt 
With  pity;  to  repay,  for  numeroiis  wrongs, 
Meekoess  and  cbarity.    Or,  rais^d  aloft, 
Fir*d  with  ethereal  ardour,  to  Burvey 
The  Circuit  of  creation,  all  these  snns         [height, 
With  all  their  worlds:    ai|d  still  from  height  to 

"^i-i-   By  things  created  rising,  last  asoend 

To  that  First  Cause,  who  madę,  who  gOTems  all, 
Fottntain  of  being,  self-enstentpower, 
All-wise,  all-good,  who  from  etemal  age 
Endures,  and  fiUs  th'  ibmensity  of  space  j 

'  ^     That  infinite  diiiuaion,  where  the  mind 
Conceiyes  no  limits ;  undistinguish'd  Toid, 
Inrariable,  where  no  land-marks  are,      * 
Ko  paths  to  guide  Imagination's  fligbt 
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ADDU88BD  TO  THI  EAtŁ  OP  CBESTBIPIETJ). 


FRBFACB. 

T|iB  foltowing  poem  was  originally  intended  for  the 
stage,  and  planned  out,  several  years  ago,  into  a 
regular  tragedy.  But  the  autbo^  foOnd  it  necea- 
sary  to  change  his  iirst  design,  and  to  give  his  work 
the  form  it  now  appears  in ;  for  reasoos  with  which 
it  might  be  impertinent  to  tmuble  the  public: 
though,  to  a  man  who  thinks  and  feels  in  a  certain 
manner,  ^ose  reasoos  were  iuTincibly  strong. 

As  the  scenę  of  the  piece  is  laid  in  the  most  re» 
mote  and  unfrequented  of  all  the  Hebridf«,  or 
western  isles  tbat  snrround  one  part  of  Great 
Britain ;  it  may  not  be  improper  to  inform  the 
reader,  that  he  will  find  a  particuląr  account  of  it, 
in  a  littlę  treatise  published  near  half  a  century 


ago,  nnder.the  title  of  a  Voymge  to  8t  Kilda.  The 
author,  who  bad  himself  been  upon  the  spot,  de- 
scribes  at  length  the  situation,  6xtent,  and  prodoce 
of  that  solitary  isłand ;  sketches  out  the  natural 
history  of  tbe  biids  of  season  that  transmigrate  thi- 
ther  annually,  and  relates  the  singular  customs 
that  still  prevailed  among  the  inhabittfnts :  a  race 
of  people  tben  the  most  uneomipted  in  tlieir  maa- 
ners,  and  therefore  tbe  least  unhappy  in  their  li^-es, 
of  any,  perhaps,  en  tbe  face  of  the  whole  Earth. 
To  whom  might  have  been  applied  wbat  an  ancient 
historian  says  of  ceitaln  barbarous  natioos,  whea 
he  compares  them  with  their  morę  ciTilized  neigb- 
bours :  plus  valuit  apnd  hos  ignorantia  Titionuiit 
quam  apud  Gneoos  omnia  pliilosophorum  pr^ 
cepta. 

They  live  together,  as  in  tbe  greatest  simpUeity 
of  heart,  so  in  the  most  inviolable  haimooy  and 
union  of  sentiments.  They  have  neither  siWer  noc 
gold  $  but  barter  among  themselres  for  tbe  lew  ne- 
cessaries  they  may  reciprocally  want.  Tostrangen 
they  arę  extremely  hospitable,  and  no  less  chań- 
table  to  their  own  poor;  for  whose  relief  each 
family  in  the  island  contributes  its  share  moąthly. 
and  at  every  festiyal  t^nds  tbem  besides  a  pottion 
of  mqtton  or  becf.  Both  sexes  have  a  genius  to 
poetry ;  and  compose  not  ońly  songs,  but  pieces  ot 
a  morę  elevated  tum,  in  theif  own  language,  which 
is  Tery  emphatical.  One  of  those  islanders,  having 
been  prevailed  with  to  Tisit  the  grratest  tnufing 
town  in  North  Britain,  was  ąnfinitely  astonished  at 
the  length  of  tbe  yoyage,  and  at  tbe  migfaty  kifng- 
doms,  for  such  be  reckoned  the  lai^r  islea,  by 
which  they  sailed-  He  would  not  Yepture  himseif 
into  the  streets  of  tbat  city  without  being  led  by 
the  band.  At  sight  of  the  great  chiąrch,  he  owned 
that  it  was  indeed  a  lofty  rock ;  b^t  insisted  that, 
in  his  nątive  country  of  St  Kilda,  therę  were  oUkis 
still  higher.  Howerer  the  cavem8  formed  in  it,  so 
he  named  the  pillan  and  archea  on  which  it  it 
raised,  were  hollowed,  he  said,  morę  cominodiously 
than  any  he  bad  ever  seen  there.  At  the  sbake 
oceasioned  in  the  steeple,  and  the  horrible  din  that 
sounded  in  his  ears  upon  tolling  out  tlte  great  bdis, 
he  appeared  under  the  utmost  constemation,  be- 
lieving  the  firąme  of  naturę  was  falling  to  piecos 
about  him.  He  thought  the  persons  who  wota. 
masks,  not  distinguisbing  whether  they  were  men 
or  women,  bad  beęn  guilty  of  some  ill  thing,  for 
which  they  did  not  dare  to  sbow  their  face*.  Tbe 
beauty  and  stateliness  of  tbe  trees  which  he  saw 
then  for  tbe  first  timę,  as  in  bis  own  island  there 
grows  not  a  shrub,  equaUy  surprised  and  delighted 
him. :  but  he  obsenred,  with  a  kind  of  tenrour,  that 
as  he  passed  among  their  branchęs,  tbey  pulled 
him  back  again.  He  had  been  pensnaded  to  driok 
a  pretty  large  dose  of  strcMig  waters ;  and  upon 
finding  himself  drowsy  after  it,  and  ready  to  fali 
into  a  slumber,  which  he  fancted  was  to  be  his  last, 
he  expre88ed  to  bis  companions  the  great  satisfao- 
tion  he  feit  ip  so  eąsy  a  passage  out  of  tbis  world : 
for,  said  he,  it  is  attended  with  no  kind  of  pain. 

Among  snch  sort  of  men  it  was  that  Anrelioi 
souglit  refuge  from  the  violeqce  and  cruelty  of  hi| 
enemies. 

The  time  appears  to  have  been  towards  the  lał- 
ter  part  of  the  reign  of  king  Charles  the  Secood : 
wben  those  who  govenled  Scotland  under  him, 
with  no  less  ćruelty  than  impolicy,  madę  the  people 
of  tbat  country  dosperate;  and  thea  ploiydi^r^ 
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imprinoed,  m  butclicred  tbcm,  for  the  nalani 

dfects  of  soch  despair.    The  biest  aod  worthiest 

neft  vere  olt  the  objects  of  their  most  unrelentiiig 

fiirjw      leader  the  title  of  fanatics,  or  seditious, 

tiicy  aliected  to  herd,  and  of  <x>m8e  penecnted, 

irtioecer  wMfaed  well  to  bis  country,  or  ventured  to 

rtand  lip  in  defSeoce  of  the  lawB  and  a  legał  goveni- 

ment.     I  have  now  m  my  hands  the  copy  of  a 

wrant,  si^ned  by  king  Charles  himself,  Ibr  mili- 

tary  esecution  upon  them  without  prooew  or  con- 

▼ictjoo :  and  I  kaow  that  the  original  is  still  kept 

In  the  9ecrRtary's  oiBce  for  that  part  of  the  nnited 

kiogdom.     Thns  much  I  thought  it  necesiary  to 

9Kf,  that  the  reader  may  not  be  misled  to  look 

ttpoo  the  letation  głvea  by  Aurelius  in  the  second 

canto,  as  drawn  fram  the  wantonness  of  iroagina- 

tion,  vhen  it  hardly  aiises  to  strict  bistoricał  truth. 

What  reoeption  this  poem  may  raeet  with,  the 

authoc  cannot  foresee;  and,   in  his  humble,   but 

happy  retirenwat,  he  needs  not  be  over  anxiou8  to 

knoY.     He  bas  endeatroured  to  make  it  one  tegular 

and  consistent  whole;  to  be  true  to  naturę  in  his 

tbon^hts,  and  to  the  genios  of  the  langnage  in  his 

manuM;  of  erpreasing  them.     If  be  bas  suoceeded 

in  tbeae  pointt»  but  above  all  in  effectnally  tooch- 

ing  the  paańons,  which,  as  it  is  the  genuine  pro- 

Tince*  to  is  it  the  great  trinmph,  of  poetry;  the 

candour  of  his  raore  disceming  readers  will  rńdily 

werlook  mistakes  or  &iłures  in  things  of  kss  im- 
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TaoD  luthlal  partner  of  a  heart  thy  own, 
Whose  pain,  or  pleasure,  springs  iiom  thine  akme; 
Tfaon,  troB  as  Hononr,  as  Compassion  kind, 
That,  in  sweet  nnion,  harmonize  thy  mtnd : 
Heie,  while  thy  eyes,  for  sad  Amyntor*8  woe, 
lad  Theodora's  wreck,  with  tears  o^erflow, 
O  may  thy  lnesid's  warm  wish  to  Heaven  prefenr^d 
For  tfaee,  for  him,  by  gracious  Ueaven  be  heaid  ! 
So  ber  fiśir  boor  of  fortnne  shali  be  thine, 
UBmiz'd ;  and  aO  Amyntor's  fondness  minę. 
So^  tbrooj^  loilg  irenial  Ufo,  with  blended  ray, 
Shall  Łove  ligfat  np,  and  Friendship  close  our  day : 
T3I,  svmooon'd  late  this  lower  heayen  to  leaye, 
One  sigh  shall  end  ns,  and  one  earth  receire. 
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CANTO  L   ' 

Ftt  in  the  iratery  waste,  whece  his  broad  wa^e 
SnMn  world  fco  world  tbe  Tast  Atlantic  rollSy 
Or  from  the  piny  shores  of  Labrador 
To  fimoen  Tlml^  east,  ber  airy  beight 
Alol^  to  Heąren  remotest  KUda  liftaf 
Last  of  tbe  sea-^rt  Hebrides,  that  guaiyl, 
Ib  filial  train,  Britanińa^s  parent-coast; 
Tbrioe happy  land!  thougb  ireezing  on  the  verge 
Of  arctic  skies ;  yet,  blameless.  still  of  arts 
That  podish  to  d«sprave,  each  softer  climo, 
With  sinąple  Ńąture>  simple  Yirtne  blest ! 
Beyood  Ambitioo^s  walk:  where  never  War 
Uprear'd  bis  saiiguine  standard ;  nor  unsbeath*d 
For  wealth  or  power,  the  desolating  sword. 
Whoe  La3nii7>  soft  syren,  wJbo  aiouod 


To  thousand  natióms  deals  her  nectarM  cqp 
Of  pleasing  bane,  that  soothes  at  once  and  kills, 
Is  yet  a  name  uidcnown.     But  calra  Content 
Utat  lires  to  reason ;  ancient  Faith  that  binds 
The  plain  community  of  guileless  hearts 
In  k>ve  and  nnion;  Inoocence  of  ill 
Their  guardian  genins:  these,  tbe  powers  that  rutę 
This  little  world,  to  all  its  aons  secure 
Man*s  bappiest  Ufo ;  the  sool  serene  and  sonnd 
I^rom  passion'8  ragę,  the  body  from  disease. 
Red  on  each  cbeek  behold  the  rosę  of  Health ; 
Firm  in  each  sraew  ▼igour*8  pliant  sprinjc ; 
By  temperance  brac^d  to  perii  and  to  pain. 
Amid  the  floods  they  stem,  or  on  thesteep 
Of  upright  rocks  their  straining  steps  surmount. 
For  food  or  pastime.    These  Itght  np  their  mon\. 
And  close  their  eve  in  shimbers  sweetly  deep, 
Beneatb  tbe  north,  wtthin  the  circłing  swetl 
Of  Oeean*8  raging  sound.     But  last  and  best, 
What  Avarice,  what  Ambition  shall  not  know, 
True  Liberty  is  theirs,  the  beaven-8ent  guest, 
Who  in  the  cave,  or  on  th*  unuultur^d  wild, 
With  Independence  dwells ;  and  Peaoe  of  mtnd, 
In  youth,  in  age,  their  sun  that  never  sets. 

Daughter  of  Heayen  and  Naturę,  deign  thy  aid, 
Spontaneoos  Muse !  O,  whether  from  the  depth 
Of  eyening  forest,  brown  with  broadest  shade; 
Or  from  the  brow  snbUme  of  yemal  alp 
As*moming  dawns  ;  or  from  tbe  vale  at  noon. 
By  some  soft  stream  that  slides  with  łiqoid  foot 
Through  bowery  groves,  where  Inspiration  sits 
And  listens  to  thy  lorę,  aospicious  come ! 
0*er  these  wild  wa^es,  o'er  this  unharbour*d  shore> 
Thy  wing  high-liosering  spread;  and  to  the  gale, 
The  boroal  spiritbreathing  liberał  round 
From  ecboing  bUl  to  bill,  the  lyre  attune 
With  answering  oadence  free,  as  best  beseems 
The  tragic  theme  my  plaintiTC  Yene  unfolds. 

Herę,  good  Aurelius — and  a  scene  morę  urild 
The  world  around,  or  deeper  soUtnde, 
Aflfiiction  could  not  find — AnreUns  here, 
By  fote  unequal  and  the  crime  of  war 
Gzpeird  his  oatiTe  borne,  the  sacred  vale 
That  saw  him  blest,  now  wretched  and  unknown, 
Wore  out  the  slow  remains  of  setling  life 
In  bittemess  of  thought :  and  with  tbe  surge, 
And  with  the  sounding  storm,  his  murmurM  moan 
Woiild  often  mix — oft  as  remembrance  sad 
Th'  unhappy  past  recalPd ;  a  faitbful  wife, 
Whom  Love  first  chose,  whom  Reason  lońg  cndear'<i^ 
His  sours  companion,  and  his  softer  friend ; 
With  one  foir  daughter,  in  her  rosy  prime, 
Mer  dawn  of  opening  charros,  defenceless  left 
Within  a  tyranfs  grasp!  his  foe  profoss'd, 
By  civłl  madness,  by  iatemperate  zeal 
For  dłffering  rites,  embitte('d  into  hate. 
And  cruelty  remorseless  ! — ^Thus  be  liv*d : 
If  this  was  life,  to  load  the  blast  with  sigbs ; 
Hung  o'er  its  edge,  to  swell  the  flood  with  tfiars, 
At  midnight  hour :  for  midnight  freąuent  heard 
The  loiieły  moumer,  desolate  of  beait, 
Pour  al  i  tbe  husband,  all  the  fother  forth 
In  unayailing  anguish ;  8tretch'd  along 
The  naked  beach ;  or  sbivering  on  the  clift, 
Smote  with  the  wiatry  pole  in  bitter  storro, 
Hail,  snów,  and  shower,  dark-drifting  round  his  head. 

Such  were  bis  honrsi  tii  1  Time,  the  wretch^  friend, 
Lłfe's  great  physician,  skiird  alone  to  close, 
Wjiere  sorrow  long  bas  wakM,  the  weeping  eye, 
And  from  tbe  braio,  with  baleful  rapoon  black. 
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Each  suUen  spectra  chase,  bis  balm  at  length, 
Leoient  of  pain,  tbrough  every  fever*d  pulse 
With  gentlest  hapd  infa8*d.     A  penwire  calm 
Arose,  but  iinaa8ur'd :  as,  after  wiods 
Of  ruffling  wind,  the  sea,  subsiding  slow, 
Still  treipbles  firom  the  storm.    Now  Reaaoni  first, 
Her  throoe  resuming,  bid  Devotłon  raiise 
To  Heaven  his  eye;  and  through  the  tufbid  mist 
By  sense  dark-drawn  between,  adoring  own, 
Sole  arbiter  of  fate,  one  Cauae  supremę, 
A]|-just»  all^wise,  who  bids  what  still  ia  best, 
In  cIoud»  or  sunshioe ;  whose  8evereRt  band 
Wounds  but  to  heal,  and  cbastens  to  amend. 

Thus,  in  his  bosom,  every  weak  ezcess, 
The  ragę  of  grief,  the  fiellness  of  revenge, 
To  bealthful  measare  temper'd  and  reduc*d 
By  VirŁue*8  hand  $  and  tn  ber  brightening  beam 
Each  errour  clear'd  away,  as  fen-bom  fogs 
Before  th*  aacending  Sun;  througn  iatth  he  łivcs 
Bi^ond  Tłme's  boiuided  continent,  the  walks 
Of  Sin  and  Deatb*    Anticipating  Heaven 
In  pious  hope,  he  seems  ałready  there, 
Safe  on  ber  sacredshore;  and  sees  beyond, 
In  radiant  view,  the  worid  of  ligbt  and  love, 
Wbere  Peace  deiights  to  d well ;  where  one  fair  mom 
Still  orient  smiles,  and  one  diifusiye  spring, 
That  fears  no  storm  and  sball  no  winter  knoar, 
Th'  iiftmortal  year  empurpicft     If  a  sigh 
Yet  murmurs  from  his  breast,  'tis  for  the  pangs 
Those  dearest  names,  a  wife,  a  chiid  must  feel, 
Still  suffering  in  his  fate :  'tis  for  a  foe, 
Who,  deaf  himself  to  mercy,  may  of  Heaven 
That  mercy,  when  most  wanted,  ask  in  Tain. 

The  Sun,  now  stationM  with  the  lucid  Twins, 
0'er  every  southem  cli  me  had  pour'd  profuse 
The  rosy  year ;  and  in  each  pleasing  hue, 
That  greens  the  leaf,  or  through  the  biossom  glows 
With  florid  iight,  his  ftiirest  month  array'd  : 
Whilę  Zephyre,  while  the  siWer-iboted  Dews, 
Her  soft  attendants,  wide  o'er  field  and  grove 
Fresh  spirit  breathe,  and  sbed  perfuming  balm. 
Nor  here,  in  this  cbiU  region,  on  the  brow 
Of  Winter^s  waate  dominion,  is  onfeit 
The  ray  etherea],  or  unhaiPd  the  rise 
Of  her  mild  reign.     From  warbling  vale  and  htll, 
WiŁli  wild  thyme  flowering,  betony,-  and  baim, 
Blue  lavender  and  carmel's  spicy  root  *, 
Song,  fragrance,  health,  ambrosiate  erery  breeze. 

But,  high  above,  the  season  fuU  exerts 
Its  vemai  force  in  yonder  peopłed  rocks, 
To  whose  wild  solitnde,  from  worlds  ankncMm, 
The  birds  of  passage  transmigrating  come, 
Unnumber'd  coionies  of  foreign  wing, 
At  Nature's  summoos  their  aerial  state 
Annual  to  found ;  and  in  bold  Toyage  steer, 
0'er  this  wide  ocean,  through  yon  pathless  sky, 
One  certaiu  flight  to  one  appointed  shore : 
By  Heayen's  directive  spirit,  here  to  raise 
Their  temporary  realm ;  ańd  form  secura^ 
Where  food  awaits  tbem  copious  from  the  waTR, 
And  shelter  from  the  rock,  their  nuptial  leagues  : 
Each  tribe  apart,  and  all  on  tasks  of  lorę, 
To  hatch  the  pregnant  eggy  to  rear  and  guard 
Their  helpless  infrints,  ptotialy  intent 

Led  by  the  day  abroad^  with  lonely  step, 

'  The  root  of  this  plant,  otherwisenamed  argatilis 
sylvaticus,  is  aromatic;  and  by  the  natites  i«ckon- 
ed  cordial  to  the  stomach.  See  Mattin*B  Western 
Isles  «f  SooUaod,  p.  t80. 


And  ruminattng  sweet  aadbitter  thought, 
Aurelius,  fram  the  western  bay,,hi0  eye 
Now  raisM  to  this  amusive  soene  in  air^ 
With  wonder  raark'd ;  now  cast  with  lerel  rajr 
Wide  o^er  the  moring  wildemess  of  wares, 
From  pole  to  pole  through  boundless  epaoe  difiiiaHp 
Magnificently  dreadful !  where,  at  laige^ 
Łeviathan,  with  each  inferior  name 
Of  sea-bom  kinds,  ten  thousand  thousand  tńbes^ 
Finds  endiess  rangę  for  i^asture  and  for  sport, 
Amaz'd  he  gazes,  and  adoring  owns 
The  hand  Almighty,  who  its  channelPd  bed 
Immeasurable  sunk,  and  poui^d  abroad, 
Fenc'd  with  etemal  moonds,  the  fluid  sphere  ; 
With  erery  wind  to  waft  large  commerce  od, 
Join  pole  to  pole,  oonsociate  sererM  worlds. 
And  Hak  in  bonds  of  interoourse  and  love 
£arth*s  unirenal  family.     Now  rosę 
Sweet  eTening'8  solemn  hour.    Tbe  Son,  dectia^d^ 
Hung  golden  o*er  this  nether  firmament; 
Whose  broad  cerulean  mirror,  calmiy  bright, 
Oave  back  his  beamy  risi^  to  the  sky 
With  sploidour  undiminish*d ;  and  each  cioad» 
Wbite,  azure,  purpłe,  glowing  round  his  throoB 
In  iair  aSrial  landscape.     Here,  alone 
On  Earth's  remotest  ^erge,  Aurelius  bi«ath'«l 
The  healtfaful  gale,  and  felt  the  arailing  scenę 
With  awe-miKM  pleasure,  musing  as  he  hung^ 
In  silence  o'er  tbe  billows  hnsh'd  benealh. 
When  lo !  a  sound,  amid  the  waTe-wom  rockSr 
Deaf-murmuring  rosę,  and  plaintiye  roird  alon^ 
From  clifF  to  cavem :  as  the  breath  of  winds, 
At  twilight  hour,  remote  and  hollow  heard 
Through  wintry  pines,  high-waving  o^er  the  sŁeep 
Of  sky-cniwn'd  Appenine.    The  seapye  óeas^d 
At  ODce  to  warble.    Screaming,  from  his  nest 
Tbe  fulmar  soar^d,  and  shot  a  westward  flight 
From  shore  to  sea.    On  came,  beftire  her  hoiiTy 
Invading  Night,  and  hung  the  tronbled  sky 
With  foarfrd  blackness  ronnd  '.  Sad  Ocean'8  faG« 
A  curling  undulation  sbiyer^rswept 
From  wave  to  ware :  and  now  impetoons  ros^ 
Thick  cloud  and  storm  and  min  on  his  wing, 
The  raging  South,  and  headkmg  o*er  the  deep 
Feli  horriMe,  with  broad-descending  blast. 
Aloft,  and  saufe  beneath  a  shdtering  cUflf, 
Whose  moBS»grown  summit  on  the  distant  flood 
Projected  frowns,  Aurelius  stood  appalPd : 
His  stunn*d  ear  smote  with  all  the  thundering  mam! 
His  eye  with  mountains  surging  to  the  stars ! 
Commotion  infinite.    Where  ynn  last  Ware 
Blends  with  the  sky  its  foam,  a  ship  in  view 
Shoots  sodden  forth,  steep-falling  from  the  clouds : 
Yet  distant  seen  and  dim,  till,  onward  borne 
Before  the  blast,  each  growing  sail  expands, 
Each  mast  aspires,  and  all  th'  adrancing  framer 
Bóunds  on  his  eye  distinct    With  sharpen*d  ken 
Its  couise  he  watches,  and  in  awfnl  thonght 
That  Power  in^okes,  whose  Toice  the  wild  winds  hear, 
Whose  nod  the  surge  reveres,  to  look  from  Heaven, 
And  save,  who  else  most  perish,  wretched  men, 
In  this  dark  hour,  amid  the  dread  abyss, 
With  fean  amaz'd,  by  horronrs  compassM  round. 
But  O,  iU-omen'd,  death-deroted  heads ! 
For  Death  bestrides  the  billów,  nor  your  own. 
Nor  others'  ofler^d  vow8  can  stay  the  flight 
Of  instant  fate.    And,  lo !  hn  secret  seat, 
Where  n€ver  sun-beam  glimmer'd,  deep  amidst 

i         s  See  MMtitt's  TOyage  to  St  Kilda,  ju  58. 


The  itormy  genius  of  the  deep  fonakes : 
And  o>r  the  wares,  that  roar  beneath  hii  frown, 
AKending  bctlefuł,  Mb  the  iempest  sprertd, 
T^iibid  and  terribfe  with  hail  and  rain, 
Its  blackest  pinioB,  poar  Ha  londening  blasta 
In  whiriwind  fsrth,  and  from  tb«ir  lowest  depth 
Uptum  the  worid  of  waten.     Ronnd  and  round 
The  tortiir*d  thip,  at  bis  imperions  cali, 
Is  wheel^d  m  dij»y  whiri:  her  guiding  hełm 
Brnaks  short ;  her  niasts  in  craBhing  min  &I1 ; 
Aod  each  rent  ^1  flies  loose  in  digtant  air. 
Nów,  fearful  moment !  o*er  the  foundering  huH, 
Half  ocean  hear^d,  in  one  broad  billowy  cunre, 
Steep  from  the  cłoads  with  horrid  shade  impends — 
Ah !  wmre  Łbem  Heaven !  it  bursts  in  deluge  down 
With  bonndlew  nndnlation.     Shore  and  sky 
Kebelkiw  to  the  roar.     At  once  cngulFd, 
VesM*l  and  crew  beneath  it»  torrent  sweep, 
Are  aunk,  to  rise  no  morę.    Aurelius  wept: 
The  t0ar  imbidden  dew^d  his  hoary  cheek. 
He  tiim'd  his  step ;  he  fled  the  fatal  scenę, 
And  brooding,  in  sad  silence,  o*er  the  light 
To  ^im  akme  diaełosM,  his  woonded  heart 
FoutM  oat  to  Heaven  in  stghs :  **Thy  wiU  be  done, 
Mot  minę,  snpteme  Disposer  of  erents ! 
Bnt  deatfa  dcwandś  a  tear,  and  man  o^nst  feel 
For  hnman  ames :  the  rest  snbmission  checks." 

Not  distant  for,  where  this  receding  bay3 
Looka  northwaid  on  tbe  pole,  a  rocky  aceh 
Espands  its  aelf-pois'd  concave ;  as  the  gate. 
Ample,  and  bitMid,  and  pillar*d  massy-proof, 
Of  fome  nnibiding  tempie.    On  its  height 
b  heard  the  tread  of  daHy^^Umbing  flocks, 
That,  o^er  Che  green  roof  spread,  their  fragrant  fbod 
Untended  crop.    As  throngh  this  ca^ernM  patb, 
Involv'd  in  ptmave  thought  Aurelius  past, 
Stmck  with  sad  echoes  firora  the  sounding  tranlt 
Remunmn^d  sfarill,  he  stopt,  he  laisM  his  head ; 
And  saw  th'  aasemblcd  nati^es  in  a  ring, 
With  wonder  and  with  pity  bending  o'er 
A  sfaipweck^d  man^    AU-motionless  on  eartb 
Ue  lay.    The  łi^ing  lustre  fhim  his  eye, 
The  yennil  hae  extinguish'd  from  his  cheek : 
Aad  in  their  place,  on  each  chill  feature  spread, 
The  sbadowy  ckmd  and  ghastliness  of  Death 
With  pale  suAsion  sat     So  looks  the  Moon, 
So  fiiiirtly  wao,  throngh  hovering  mista  at  eve, 
Grey  Aatiimn'8  tratn.     Past  from  his  hairs  distiird 
The  briny  wa:ve:  and  ciosa  within  bis  grasp 
Was  cleoch'd  a  broken  oar,  as  bne  who  long 
Had  ftcmM  the  flood  with  agoniztng  breast, 
And  rtraygicd  strong  ibr  life.    Of  yonthfol  prhne 
He  seemM,  and  built  by  NataTe*s  noblest  band ; 
Where  boM  proportion,  and  where  softening  grace, 
Mix'd  in  each  limb,  and  barmonisM  his  fkame. 

Aurdios,  from  the  breathless  clay,  his  eye 
To  HeaTen  imploring  raisM :  then,  fbr  he  knew 
That  Life,  within  ber  central  cel!  retir^d, 
May  lurk  mneen,  diminish'd,  but  not  qaench'd, 
He  bid  UmumŁ  it  speedy  thraagh  the  irale, 
To  his  poor  cdi  that  łonely  stood  and  Iow, 
Saie  fnm  the  north  beneath  a  sloping  hiłl : 
An  antiąne  frame,  orbicidar,  and  rais^d 
Oa  colmmis  mde ;  its  roof  with  rerereod  moss 
Iight-slBdedo*er;  its  front  in  ivy  bid, 
That  maatling  orept  alolt    With  pioiis  band 
They  tun^,  they  chaf  d  his  frooen  limbs,  and  ftmi'd 
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The  Taponry  atr  with  arohiatic  śoiells; 
Then,  diops  of  80vereign  efhcacy,  dmwn 
From  mountain  plants,  within  his  lips  infu8'd. 
Slow,  from  the  mortal  trance,  as  men  from  dreams 
Of  direftil  ^isioo,  shnddering  he  awakes : 
While  life,  to  soarce-felt  motion,  fointly  lifts 
His  fluttering  pulse,  and  gradaal  o'er  his  cheek 
Tlie  rosy  cnrrent  wins  its  refluent  way. 
Recoteriog  to  new  pain,  his  eyes  he  Łoni*d 
Severe  on  'Heaven,  on  tbe  surronn<yng  hills 
With  twillght  dim,  and  on  the  crowd  onknown 
Dissolr^d  in  tears  around :  then  clos*d  again, 
As  loathing  light  and  iife.    At  length,  in  soonds 
Broken  and  eager,  fiom  his  heaviog  breast 
DistractioB  spoke— *<  Down,  down  with  crery  sail. 
Mercy,  sweet  Heaven!—- Hk!  now  wbole  ocean 

sweeps 
Tn  tempest  o*«r  our  heads— My  aours  last  hope ! 
We  wiil  not  part— Heip,  help  I  yen  wa-re,  behold  V 
That  swelis  betwist,  bas  borne  her  from  my  sigbt. 
O,  for  a  snn  to  light  thts  black  abyss ! 
Gone — lo8t~i6r  ever  lost !"    He  €eas*d.    Amaze 
And  trembKng  on  the  pale  assistanis  fell : 
Whom  now,  with  greeting  and  the  wonis  of  peace^ 
AuieKns  bid  depart.    A  pauae  ensned, 
Mute,  moumful,  solemn.    On  the  stranger**  face 
Obsenrant,  antflous,  hung  his  fix*d  regard : 
Watcfalbl,  his  ear,  each  marmur,  every  brtet)v 
Attentire  seizM  ;  now  eager  to  begin 
ConsoUng  speech ;  noar  doobtftil  to  inrade 
The  sacred  silence  dne  to  grief  supremę. 
Then  thus  at  last :  "  O  firom  devouring  seas, 
By  miracle  escap'd !  if,  with  thy  Iife, 
Thy  sense  retomM,  can  yet  discem  tbe  band 
Ail-wonderftil,  that  through  yon  raging  sea, 
Yon  whirling  wect  of  tempe>t»  led  thee  safe ; 
That  band  divine  with  grateftil  awe  coafeas, 
With  prostrate  thanks  adors.    Wben  fhoo,  alas  I 
Wast  number^d  with  thb  dead,  and  clos'd  within 
Tli'  unfethom'd  golf;  when  human  hope  was  fled^  , 
And  human  help  in  ▼ain— th*  Almighty  voice 
Then  bade  destraction  spare,  aod  Irade  the  deep 
Yield  np  its  pre^ ;  that,  by  his  mercy  MLV>d» 
That  mercy,  thy  feilr  life*s  remaining  race, 
A  monument  of  wonder  as  of  love, 
May  justify  $  to  all  the  sons  of  men, 
Tliy  brethren,  ever  present  in  their  need. 
Such  praise  delights  him  moslr— 

He  hears  me  not. 
Some  secret  angaith,  some  traascendent  woe, 
Sits  heaTy  on  bis  heart,  and  from  his  eyes, 
Through  the  cloe*d  lids,  now  roUs  in  bitter  stream  t 

"  Yet,  speak  thy  soul,  afflicted  as  thou  art! 
For  know,  by  moumiiil  pririlege  tis  minę, 
Myself  most  wietehed,  and  in  Borrow*s  ways 
Severely  tramM,  to  shiare  in  erery  pang 
The  wretched  fed ;  to  soothe  the  sad  of  heart; 
To  namber  tear  fbr  tear,  and  groan  fbr  groan, 
Wtth  every  son  and  daughter  of  distress. 
Speak  then,  and  give  thy  labooring  bosom  Tent: 
My  pity  is,  my  friendship  shall  be,  thine; 
To  calm  thy  pain,  and  guide  thy  virtue  back, 
Through  r«ason*s  paths,  to  happiness  and  Hearcn." 

The  hermit  thus :  and,  after  some  sad  panse 
Of  musing  wonder,  thos  the  man  unknown* 

*<  What  have  I  heard  ^— On  thisnntravetrd  sh^re, 
Natnre^s  last  limit,  bemmM  with  oceans  round 
Howling  and  harbourless,  beyond  all  faith 
A  comibrter  to  feid1  whORe  language  wears 
The  gnb gf  dtrił  Iłfej  a  firiend,  whose  brsast 
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The  graciouf  A^ttings  of  sweet  pity  move ! 
Amazement  all !  my  grief .to  silence  chanii*d 
Is  lost  in  wonder— but,  thoa  gooA  unknown, 
If  woes,  for  erer  wedded  to  despair, 
That  wish  do  cure,  are  thine,  behold  m  me 
A  meet  companioD;  one  whom  Earth  and  HeaTen 
Combine  to  curae ;  whom  Dever  futurę  mom 
Shall  light  to  joy,  nor  evening  with  repoae 
Bescending  shade — O,  son  of  th»  wild  world  I 
From  social  oonvene  though  for  ever  barr*d, 
Though  chtUM  with  endless  winter  firom  the  połę, 
Yet  warm'd  by  goodness»  formM  to  tender  sense 
Of  buman  woes,  beyond  wbat  milder  climes. 
By  fairer  suns  attemper'd,  courtly  boast; 
O  say,  did  e'er  thy  breast,  in  youthfiłl  life, 
Touoh*d  by  a  beam  from  Beauty  all-diTine, 
Did  e*er  thy  bosom  ber  sweet  influence  own, 
Inpłeaiing  tumult  pourM  through  erery  Yein, 
And  panting  at  the  heart,  when  first  our  eye 
ReceiTes  impression !  Then,  as  passion  grew, 
Did  Heaven,  consenting  to  thy  wisb,  indulge 
That  blias  no  weaith  can  bribe,  no  power  bestow, 
That  blłss  of  angeis,  1ove  by  loTe  repaid  ? 
Heart  streaming  fiiil  to  heart  in  mutual  flow 
Of  fiiith  and  friendsbip)  tendemess  and  truth— 
If  these  thy  €ate  distinguish'd,  thou  wiłt  theiv 
My  joys  conceiying,  image  my  desfhiir, 
How  total !  bow  extrsme !    For  this,  all  tbis, 
Late  my  fiur  fortunę,  wreck^d  on  yonder  flood, 
Łies  lost  and  bury^d  tbere--0,  awftil  Heaven ! 
Who  to  the  wind  and  to  the  whelming  wave 
Her  blameless  head  devoted,  thoó  alone 
Can'st  tell  what  I  have-l08t--O,  ill-stan^d  maid  ! 
O,  most  undone  Am3n[itor !" — Sighs  and  tears. 
And  heart>heav*d  groans,  at  this,  bis  voice  suppress^d, 
The  rest  was  agony  and  dumb  despair. 

Now  o'er  their  beads  damp  Night  ber  stormy  gloom 
Spread,  ere  the  glimmering  twilight  was  erpir*d, 
With  buge  and  beavy  horrour  closing  lound 
In  doubling  clonds  on  clonds.   The  mouinfiil  80eDe> 
The  moving  tale,  Aurelius  deeply  felt: 
And  thus  reply^d,  as  one  in  Naturę  skiU'd» 
With  soft  assenting  sorrow  in  bis  look, 
And  words  to  sootbe,  not  combat  bopeless  love. 

'*  Amyntor,  by  that  Heaven  who  sees  thy  tean ! 
By  faith  and  friendship^s  sympathy  divine ! 
Gould  I  the  sorrows  heal  I  morę  than  share, 
This  bosom,  trust  me,  sbould  from  thine  transfer 
Its  sharpest  grief.    Such  grief,  alas !  bow  just  ?  ■ 
How  long  in  silent  anguish  to  descend, 
Wben  reasou  and  when  fondness  o'er  the  tomb 
Are  fellow-moumers  ?  He,  who  can  resign, 
Has  ncTer  lov'd :  and  wert  tbou  to  the  sense^ 
The  sacred  feeling  of  a  loss  like  thine, 
Cold  and  insensible,  thy  breast  were  then 
No  mansion  for  humanity,  or  thou|pht 
Of  noble  aim.    Their  dweUlng  is  with  \owe. 
And  tender  pity;  whose  kind  tear-adoms 
Tbe  clouded  cheek,  and  sanctifies  the  soul 
They  soften,  not  subdue.     We  both  will  mix, 
For  ber  thy  Tirtue  loy^d,  tby  truth  laments, 
Our  social  sighs  :  and  still,  as  mom  unveils 
The  brightening  bill,  or  eyentng^s  misty  shade. 
Its  brow  obscures,  her  gracefulness  of  form, 
Her  mind  all-lbvely,  each  ennobling  each, 
Shall  be  oiir  frequent  theme.    Then  shait  thou  hear 
From  me,  in  sad  return,  a  tale  of  woes, 
So  terrible — ^Amyntor,  thy  pain'd  heart 
Amid  its  own,  will  shudder  at  the  ills 
That  minę  bas  bied  with— But  behold;  the  dark 


And  drowsyhour  steals  fsst  npoii  our  talk. 
Herę  break  we  óff :  and  thou,  sad  moumer,  trj 
Thy  weary  limbę,  thy  wounded  mind,  to  balm 
With  timely  sleep.      Each  gracious  win^   from 

Heaven 
Of  those  that  minister  to  erring  men, 
Near-horering,  hush  thy  passion  into  caim ; 
Serene  thy  slumbers  with  presented  scenes 
Of  brightest  Tisioos ;  whisper  to  thy  heart 
That  holy  peace  which  goodness  erer  sbares  : 
And  to  us  both  be  friendly  as  we  need." 
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Now  Midnight.rose,  and  o'er  the  generał  scene» 

Air,  ocean,  earth,  drew  broad  her  blackest  Teil, 

Yapour  and  cload.    Aiound  th'  unaleeping  isle 

Yet  howrd  the  whirlwind,  yet  the  billów  groan*d; 

And,  in  mix'd  horrour,  to  Am3mtor's  ear     [paird^ 

Borne  through  the  gloom,  his  shrieking  sense  ap- 

Sbook  by  eacb  błast,  and  swept  by  every  wave» 

Again  pale  memory  labours  in  the  storm : 

Again  from  ber  he's  tom,  whom  morę  than  life 

His  fondness  loT*d.    And  now,  anotber  shower 

Of  sorrow,  o'er  the  dear  nnhappy  maid, 

Effiisire  stream*d ;  till  late,  through  everj  pover 

The  soiil  subdued  sunk  sad  to  slow  repose : 

And  all  her  darkening  scenes,  by  dim  degrees, 

Were  quench*d  in  tutal  night.    A  paose  from  pain 

Not  long  to  last:  for  Fancy,  oft  awake 

While  Reason  sleeps,  from  her  illusiTC  oell 

Caird  up  wild  shapes  of  yisionary  fear, 

Of  Yisionary  bliss,  the  honr  of  rest 

To  mock  with  mimie  shows.    And  lo !  tbe  deeps 

In  airy  tumult  swelL    Beneath  a  bill 

Amyntor  heares  of  overwfaelming  seaa ; 

Or  rides,  with  dizzy  dread,  finom  cloud  to  Hond, 

The  biUow's  back.    Aoon,  the  shadowy  world 

Shifts  to  Boroe  boundless  oontinent  unknown, 

Wbere  solitary,  o*er  the  starlesa  void,         [length,. 

Dumb  Silence  broods.    Through  heatbs  of  dreary 

Slow  on  be  drags  bis  staggering  step  infirm 

With  bi^thless  toil ;  hean  torrent  floods  afar 

Koar  through  the  wild ;  and,  plung^d  in  central  cares, 

Falls  headlong  many  a  fothom  into  nigfat. 

Yet  there,  atonce,  in  all  her  liTing  charms. 

And  brightening  with  their  glow  tbe  brown  abyss. 

Rosę  Theodora.    SmiUng,  in  ber  eye 

Sat,  without  cloud,  the  soft-oonsenting  sonl^ 

That,  guilt  unknowing,  had  no  wish  to  bidę. 

A  spring  of  sudden  myrtles  ikiwcring  ronnd 

Their  walk  embower'd;  while.  nigfatingales  beneatii 

Sung  spousals,  as  along  th*  enamell'd  turf 

They  seem'd  to  fly,  ai^  interchang'd  thehr  soułs, 

Melting  in  mutual  softness.    Thńce  bis  arms 

The  fisir  encircled:  thrice  she  fled  his  grasp, 

And  foding  into  darkness  misM  with  air — 

'<  O  tum !  O  stay  thy  fligłtt  !'*— so  loud  he  cry*d» 

Sleep  and  its  trainof  humid  ▼apoors fled. 

He  groan'd,  he  ga2'd  around :  hb  inward  sense 

Yet  glowing  with  the  yisioa^s  yiTid  beam, 

Still,  on  his  eye,  the  hovermg  shadow  blazM; 

Her  voice  still  mttrmur*d  in  bis  tinkling  ear; 

Grateful  deception  !  tiU  retuming  thougbt 

Left  broad  awake,  amid  th'  incumbent  lour 

Of  mute  and  moumful  night,  again  he  felt 

His  grief  inflamM  throb  fresh  in  erery  Teiii. 

To  irenzy  stung,  upstarting  from  his  couch, 

The  YiUey  the  shore,  with  daiUiiig  step  he  roa«i*d» 
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Uke  Mme  tear  fpeetre  from  the  gniTe  unbouiid: 
Hm,  scaling  yooder  clili^  fmme  &er  its  brow 
H«  hang,  in  set  to  pliuige  amid  tbe  flood     [voice, 
ScMoe  finom  tbat  height  disoern^d.    Nor  reasoa^s 
Kor  ovM  sabmiaaon  to  tbe  will  of  Heaven, 
Rotraiiis  him ;  but,  as  panion  whirls  his  thoaght, 
Food  espectatioD,  tbat  perchance  escapM, 
TlKMigh  passing  all  belief,  the  frailer  skiff. 
To  which  biniaelf  bad  borne  th'  unhappy  fair, 
May  yet  be  «een.    Afound,  o'er  sea  and  shore, 
He  roird  his  ardent  eye;  bnt  noiight  around 
On  Und  or  waTe  within  bis  ken  appears. 
Nor  skiff,  nor  floating  corse,  on  wbich  to  shed 
Hie  last  sad  tear,  aiKi  lay  tbe  coverłng  mould ! 

Aad  nmr,  wide  open'd  by  the  wakeful  hoam 
Heaven*s  orient  gate,  forth  on  ber  progreas  comes 
Aiifora  sinUii^,  and  ber  pnrple  lamp 
Łtfb  high  o*er  earth  and  sea :  while,  all-unTeird, 
The  Tast  borizon  on  Am3mtor'8  eye 
Ponrs  fali  its  scenes  of  wonder,  wildly  great, 
Magnifioently  Tanous.    From  this  steep, 
Diffas'd  imiaense  in  rolling  prospect  lay 
The  northern  deep.    Amidk,  frum  space  to  space, 
Her  Damennis  isles,  rich  gems  of  Albioa's  crown, 
As  slow  th'  aseending  mists  disperse  in  an>, 
Shoot  gfaduai  ftom  ber  bosom :  and  bcyond* 
like  dtent  cloods  bloe-floating  on  the  vei^ 
Of  erening  dcies,  break  fbrth  the  dawning  hili>> 
A  tbousaod  landscapes !  barren  some  and  bare» 
Rock  pil'd  on  rock,  amazing,  up  to  Heaven, 
Of  honid  grsndeur :  some  with  soundiog  ash, 
Or  oak  broad-shadowmg,  or  the  spt^  growth 
Of  w«vrog  pioe  high-plam'd,  and  all  beheld 
Morę  kively  in  the  San's  adoming  beam, 
Wbo  now,  fiur-rising  o*er  yon  eastem  cliff, 
The  inemal  rerdure  tinctures  gay  with  gold. 

Meanwhile  Aurelios,  wak'd  from  sweet  repose, 
Repose  tbat  Temperance  sbeds  in  timely  dews 
On  aU  who  Ure  to  ber,  bis  moumful  guest 
Ouna  fbrth  to  hail,  as  hospitable  rites 
And  Ybtue^s  mle  enjońn :  but  first  to  bim. 
Spring  of  all  charity,  who  gave  the  heart 
With  kindly  sense  to  gtow,  his  matinrsoiąg, 
Superior  duty,  thus  tbe  tege  addrest : 

"  Foantain  of  fight !  fnna  wbom  yon  orient  Sun 
Firrt  drew  his  qplendour;  Source  of  life  and  love ! 
Wbose  smile  now  wakes  o*er  Earth's  rekindling  face 
The  boondleas  blush  of  spring ;  O !  Firrt  and  Best ! 
Tby  essence,  thoogh  from  human  sight  and  search, 
Thongfa  from  the  dimb  of  all  created  tbought, 
Inefbbly  remov'd ;  yet  man  himsidf, 
Thy  knrest  child  of  reasoo,  mau  may  read 
Unboonded  power,  intelligence  supremę, 
Tbe  Maker^s  hand,  on  all  his  works  imprest» 
In  characteis  coeval  with  tbe  Sun, 
And  with  the  Sun  to  last ;  from  world  to  woitdy 
Tnm  age  to  age,  in  every  clime,  discloe*d, 
Sołę  rerelatkrn  throogh  all  time  the  same. 
Hail,  ani^ersal  Goodniess !  with  iiiU  stream 
For  ever  flowing  from  beneath  the  throne 
Throogh  earth,  air,  sea,  to  all  thhigs  tbat  ba^e  life: 
From  all  tbat  live  on  earth,  in  air  and  sea, 
Ihe  great  oommunity  of  NaŁure's  sons, 
To  thee,  first  Fąther,  ceaseless  praise  ascendl 
Aad  'm  the  referent  hymn  my  grateful  voice 
Be  duły  heard,  among  thy  works  not  least. 
Nor  kwest;  with  inteUigence  inibrm'd. 
To  know  thee,  and  adore  ;  with'  free-wiU  crown^d, 
Where  Yirtoe  leads,  to  foUow  and  be  blest. 
O,  whcther  by  thy  prime  decree  ordain'd 


To  daysof  futurę  life;  orwbelhernaw 
The  mortal  boiir  is  instant,  still  Youchsafe, 
Parent  and  friend,  to  guide  me  blameless  on 
Through  this  dark  scenę  of  errour  and  of  ill, 
Thy  truth  to  light  me,  and  thy  peace  to  cheer. 
All  else^  of  me  unaskM,  thy  will  supremę 
Withhold  or  grant:  and  let  tbat  will  be  done.*' 

This  from  the  sonl  in  silence  breath^d  sincere, 
The  hiU'8  steep  side  with  firm  eiastic  step 
He  lightly  scal^d:  such  health  the  frugal  board, 
The  mom's  fresh  breath  that  exercise  respires 
In  mottntain-walks,  and  conscience  free  from  blame, 
Our  life's  beat  cordial,  can  through  age  prolong, 
There,  lost  in  thought,  and  self-abandonM,  lay 
The  man  unknown ;  nor  heard  approach  his  bosty 
Nor  Fais'd  his  drooping  head.    Aurelius,  mov'd 
By  soft  compassicn,  which  the  sarage  8cene> 
Shnt  np  and  barr^d  amid  surrounding  seas 
Fhnn  human  commerce,  quicken*d  into  sense 
Of  sharper  sorrow^  thus  apart  began. 

"  O  sight,  that  from  the  eye  of  wealth  or  pride, 
£v'n  in  thetr  hour  of  Tainest  thought,  might  draw 
A  feeling  tear ;  whom  yesterday  beheld 
By  love  and  fortunę  cro«n'd,  of  all  possest 
That  Fancy,  tranc*d  in  fairest  visioa,  dreams ; 
Now  lost  to  all,  each  bope  that  softens  life,     [spread, 
Each  bliss  ^hat  cheers ;  there,  on  the  damp  earth 
Beneath  a  heaven  unknown,  behold  bim  now ! 
And  let  the  gay,  the  fortonate,  the  great, 
Tbe  proud,  be  taught,  what  now  the  wretched  fee^ 
The  happy  haye  to  fear.    O  man  forlom, 
Too  plain  I  read  thy  heart,  by  "fondness  drawn 
To  this  sad  scenę,  to  sights  that  but  iufiame 
Its  tender  anguish — " 

"  Hear  me,  Heaven  !'*  exclaim'd 
The  frantic  monmer,  *'  could  that  anguish  rise 
To  madness  and  to  mortal  agony, 
.  I  yet  would  bless  my  fate ;  by  one  kind  pang, 
From  what  I  feel,  the  keener  pangs  of  thought 
For  ever  freed.    To  me  the  Sun  is  lost: 
To  me  tbe  fiiture  flight  of  days  and  years 
Is  darkness,  is  deq>air^But  who  complains 
Forgets  that  be  can  die.    O,  satnted  maid ! 
For  such  in  Heaven  thou  art,  if  from  thy  seat 
Of  boly  rest,  beyood  these  changeful  skies, 
If  names  on  Earth  most  sacred  once  and  dear, 
A  lover  and  a  friend,  if  yet  these  names 
Can  wake  thy  pity,  dart  one  guiding  ray 
To  light  me  where,  in  care  or  creel^  are  throwa 
Thy  lifeless  limbs^  tbat  I — O  grief  supremę ! 
O  fate  remorseless !  was  thy  lover  say^d 
For  such  a  task  ? — that  I  those  dear  remains, 
With  maiden-rites  adom*d,  at  last  may  lodge 
Beneath  the  hallow'd  Tault;  and,  weeping  there 
0*er  tby  oold  urn,  await  the  hoat  to  close 
These  eyes  in  peaoe,  and  mix  this  dust  with  thine  !'* 

**  Such,  and  so  dire,"  reply'd  the  cordial  friend 
In  Pity's  look  and  laoguage,  "  such,  alas  ! 
Werę  late  my  tboughts.   Wbate*er  the  human  heart 
Can  most  afflict,  grief,  agony,  despair, 
Have  all  been  minę,  and  with  alternate  war 
This  bosom  laTag^d.    Hearicen  then,  good  youth^ 
My  ftary  mark,  and  from  another^s  fate, 
Pre-«mineutly  wretched,  leam  thy  own. 
Sad  as  iCseeitos,  to  balanoe  and  to.bear. 

"  In  me,  a  man  behold,  whose  mom  serenc, 
Whose  noon  of  better  life,  with  honour  spent, 
In  Tirtuous  porpose,  or  in  honest  act, 
Drew  fair  distinction  on  my  public  name, 
Frmn  those  among  mankind,  the  nobler  fewj^ 
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Whose  praisd  19  famę ;  bat  therc,  in  that  trae  sonrce 
Whence  happiaess  with  purest  stream  descends, 
In  home  found  peace  aad  love,  supremely  blett ! 
Union  of  hearts,  content  of  wi>dded  wills. 
By  friendship  kniti  by  motual  faith  secur*d 
Dur  hopes  and  fears,  onr  F.arth  and  Heaveii  th« 
At  last,  Amyntor,  in  my  failing  age,  [samef 

Fallen  from  such  height,  and  w)th  tiie  felon-herd, 
Robbers  and  outlaws,  number^d — thought  that  still 
Stings  deep  tbe  beait,  and  clothes  the  cheek  with 

'   shame ! 
Then  doomM  to  feel  what  guilt  akme  shonld  fear, 
The  hand  of  pabiic  yengeance :  arm'd  by  ragę, 
Not  justice  $  rais*d  to  injure,  not  redress  ; 
To  rob,  not  guard ;  to  ruin,  not  defend : 
And  ali,  O  8overetgn  Rea«on!  all  derivM 
From  power  that  claims  thy  warrant  to  do  wrong ! 
A  right  divine  to  Tiolate  uublam'd 
Each  law,  each  role,  that,  by  hiinself  obsei^d, 
The  God  prescribes  whose  sanction  kings  pretend ! 

*'  O  Charles !  O  monarch !  in  long  exile  train*d, 
Whole  hopelcss  \'ean,  tb'  oppres6or'a  band  toknow 
How  hateftti  and  how  hard;  thjrself  relievM, 
Now  hear  thy  people,  groening  under  wrangs 
Of  equal  load,  adjure  thee  by  thoee  days 
Of  want  and  woe,  of  danger  and  despair, 
As  Heaven  bas  thine,  to  pity  their  digtress ! 

'*  Yet,  from  tbe  plain  good  meaningof  my  beart, 
Be  far  th*  unhallowM  licence  of  abiise ; 
"Be  far  th*  bittemess  of  saintly  zeal, 
That,  impioas  hid  behind  the  patriot*B  name. 
Maska  hate  and  malice  to  the  legał  throne, 
In  justico  founded,  circumscrib^d  by  ławg, 
The  prince  to  guard — but  guard  the  people  too : 
Chief,  one  prime  good  to  guard  inyiolate, 
Soul  of  all  worth,  and  sum  of  haman  błiss, 
Fair  Freedom,  birthright  of  all  tbinking  kinds, 
jEleason^s  great  charter,  from  no  king  derivM, 
By  nonę  to  be  reclaim^d,  man'8  right  divine» 
Which  God,  who  gave,  indelible  pronounc^d. 

"  But  if,  disciaimingthis  his  heaven-own'd  right, 
This  first  best  tenure  by  which  monarcha  mle ; 
If,  meant  the  4)lessing,  he  becomes  tbe  bane, 
The  wolf,  not  shepherd,  of  his  sufaject-flock. 
To  grind  and  tear,  not  shelter  and  protect, 
"Wide-wasting  where  he  reigns — to  such  a  prince, 
Allegiance  kept  were  treasoo  to  mankind ; 
And  loyalty,  revoU  from  Tirtue^s  law. 
For  say,  Amyntor,  does  jnst  Heayen  enjoin 
That'  we  »hould  homage  Heli  ?  or  bend  the  knee 
To  earthquake,  or  yolcano,  wlien  tbey  ragę, 
Rend  Rarth*s  firm  frame,  and  in  one  boundless  grave 
Engulf  their  thonsands  ?  Yet,  O  grief  to  tell ! 
Yet  sucb,  of  łatc,  o*er  this  deroted  land. 
Was  public  nite.    Onr  serrile  stripes  and  chains, 
Our  sighs  and  groans  resounding  fVom  the  steep 
Of  wintfy  bill,  or  waste  untraye1i'd  heath, 
Last  refu.ce  of  our  wretchedness,  not  guilt, 
Procłaim^d  it  loud  to  Heaven :  the  arm  of  power 
£xtended  feital,  bat  to  crush  the  bead 
It  óught  to  screen,  or  with  a  parent*s  love 
Reclaim  from  errour,  not  with  deadly  bate, 
The  tyranfs  law,  e^terminate  who  err. 

"  In  this  wide  ruin  were  my  fortunę  sunk : 
Myseif,  as  one  ćbntagious  to  bis  kind, 
Wfaom  Naturę,  whóm  the  social  Mfe  reiiounc*d, 
Unsuanmon>'d,  unimpleaded,  was  to  death. 
To  shameful  dcath  adjudg^d ;  agafmit  my  bead 
The  price  of  bkwd  proclaimM,  and  at  my  heela 
Let  k)oeę  the  oMuderout  ery  of  łnmui  homdb 


And  this  Mlnd  fary  of  comnimonM  ragę, 

Of  party- veogeance,  to  a  ihtal  fee, 

Known  aod  abhorrM  for  deeds  of  dh^st  nain«. 

Was  given  in  charpre :  a  foe,  wbom  bkxKl-stRin'd  ret^ 

For  whatr-rO  hear  it  not,  alł-right«>oa8  Hearcn ! 

Lest  thy  rous'd  thunder  bmrst — tor  what  was  deem*d> 

Religion's  caase,  had  savag*d  to  a  brute. 

Morę  deadly  foli  than  hunger  ever  stung 

To  prowł  in  wood  or  wild.     His  band  he  arm*d» 

Sons  of  perdition,  miscreants  with  all  guilt 

Famiłiar,  and  in  each  dtre  art  uf  death 

Train'd  ruthless  up.     As  tigers  on  their  prey. 

On  my  defenceless  lands  those  fiercer  bcAsts 

Devoaring  fell :  nor  that  seąuester^d  shade, 

That  sweet  recess,  where  Lotc  and  Virt«e  long" 

In  happy  leagne  had  dwelt,  which  war  itself 

Beheld  with  rererence,  could  their  fury  scape  ; 

Despoird,  deiae*d,  and  wrapt  in  wasteAil  flamesr 

For  flame  and  rapine  their  oonsuming  march* 

From  bill  to  vale,  by  daily  ruin  mark*d. 

So,  borne  by  winds  along,  in  banefiil  clond, 

£mbody'd  locusts  firom  the  wing  deacend 

On  herb,  fruit,  flower,  and  kiU  tbe  ripening  yeart- 

Wbile,  waste  behind,  destructioo  on  therr  track 

And  ghastly  familie  wait    My  wife  and  child 

He  dragg'd,  the  mffien  draggM— O  Heayen !  do  1, 

A  man,  8urvive  to  tell  it  ?  At  the  hoor 

Sacred  to  rest,  amid  the  sighs  and  tears 

Of  all  who  saw  and  cnrs'd  his  coward-rage, 

He  forc'd,  unpitying,  from  their  midnight-be^. 

By  meuace,  or  by  torturę,  from  their  fears 

My  last  retreat  to  leam ;  and  still  detains 

Beneatb  his  roof  accnrst,  that  best  of  wives ! 

Emelia,  and  our  only  pledge  of  loTe, 

My  błoomtng  Theodora  ł— Manhood  thero. 

And  Naturę  bleed — Ah  !  let  not  busy  thought 

Search  thither,  but  avoid  tbe  iatal  coast : 

I>iscovery,  there,  once  morę  my  peace  of  mind 

Might  wreck;  once  morę  to  despemtion  sink 

My  hopes  in  Heaven."   He^aid :  but  O,  sad  Mase!^ 

Can  all  thy  mo^ing  energy,  of  power 

To  shake  the  beart,  to  frceze  th*  arrested  bk)od, 

With  wordt  that  weep,  and  strains  that  agonize ; 

Can  all  this  moumfnl  magie  of  thy  Toice 

Tell  what  Amyntor  feels  ?  "  O  Heayen  !  art  thou— 

What  have  I  heard  ?>-Anre1ins !  art  thou  he  ? — 

Coufusion !  horronr !— that  most  wrong'd  of  men  I 

And,  O  must  wretcbed  too  !  alas  !  no  morę, 

No  morę  a  father-— On  that  fatal  flood, 

Thy  ITieodora— "    At  these  words  he  fell. 

A  deadly  cold  ran  freezing  through  his  reins: 

And  Life  was  on  the  wing,  her  ]oath'd  abode 

For  ever  to  forsake.    As  on  his  way 

The  trayeller,  finom  Heayen  by  lightning  stracie 

Is  fix'd  at  once  immoveabIe ;  his  eye 

With  terrour  głaring  wild ;  his  stiifening  limba 

In  sudden  marble  bound :  so  stood,  so  look^d 

The  heart-smote  parent  at  this  tale  of  death, 

Half-utter^d,  yet  too  plain.     No  stgn  to  rise. 

No  tear  had  force  to  flow ;  his  senses  all, 

Through  all  their  powers,  stispended,  and  sabdned 

To  chill  amaaMfnent.    Sitenee  for  a  space — 

Such  dismal  silence  saddens  earth  and  sky 

Ere  first  tbe  thunder  breaks — on  either  side 

FilPd  up  this  mterval  serere.     At  last, 

As  fiom  some  rision  that  to  frenzy  fires 

The  sleeper^s  brain,  Amyntor,  waking  wild, 

A  poaiańj,  hid  beneatH  his  various  robę, 

Drew  farious  forth— "  Me,  me,"  he  cr3r'd,  "  on  me 

Let  aU  thy  WDOogs  b6  vi8tted ;  and  tbiip 
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18 j  botroura  end**— tben  madly  woald  have  plung^d 
The  veapoii*8  hostile*  point — His  lifted  arm 
AurHus,  thoagfa  with  deep  dismay  and  dread 
Aod  anfoish  sbook,  yet  his  superior  sool 
Coilectmg,  and  resaming  all  htmself, 
SeizM  stidden :  thea  penising  with  strict  eye, 
And  beatjnt:  heart,  Amyntoi^s  hloomtng  form; 
Nor  (rom  lus  air  or  featnre  gathering  aught 
To  wake  mnembrancc,  thus  at  leogth  bespoke. 

"  O  dire  attempt !  Whoe^er  thou  ait,  yet  stay 
Thy  band  self-vioient ;  nor  thus  to  guil^ 
If  guilt  » thme,  accomulating  add 
A  crime  that  Naturę  sbrinks  from,  and  to  which 
Heavea  bas  indolg^d  no  mercy.    Sovereign  Judge! 
Sfaall  nan  fint  Tiolate  the  law  dirine, 
Tbat  p)ac'd  faim  here  dependent  on  thy  nod, 
Rnign^d,  uramirrouring,  to  await  his  bour 
Of  ^ir  ditmiańon  bence ;  sball  man  do  this, 
llteD  dare  thy  prasence,  rosh  into  thy  sight. 
Red  with  the  sin,  aod  recent  from  the  stain, 
Of  unrepented  blood  ?  Cali  borne  thy  sense ; 
Koow  what  tfaou  art,  and  own  his  band  most  just, 
Rewarding  or  afliicting — But  say  oo. 
My  9ou],  yet  trembling  at  thy  frantic  deed, 
Recalli  ihy  words,  recalls  tbeir  dire  import : 
They  urge  me  od  ;  they  bid  me  aak  no  inore-^ 
What  wonld  I  ask  >  My  Theodora'8  fate, 
Ah  me !  is  known  too  plain.     Have  I  tben  sinn'd, 
Good  HeaTCn !  beyond  all  grace — But  shall  I  blame 
His  ragę  of  grief,  and  in  mysełf  admit 
Its  wild  exce8B  ?  Heaven  gaye  ber  to  my  wish ; 
That  gift  HeaTen  bas  rcsum*d:  rigbteous  in  botb, 
For  both  hb  providence  be  ever  blest  V* 

By  shame  repies^^d,  with  rising  wonder  filPd, 
Amyntor,  slow  recoTering  into  tbought, 
S«ibai(ssive  on  his  knee,  the  good  man^s  band 
Grasp^d  close,  and  borę  with  ardour  to  his  lips. 
His  ere,  where  fear,  confosion,  rererence  spoke, 
Througfa  swelling  teara,  what  lang^oage  cannot  t^-Il, 
Now  roae  to  meet,  now  shnnnM  the  herroifs  glance, 
Sboi  awfiii  at  him  :  till,  the  Tarieus  sweU 
Of  pasMon  cbbing,  thus  be  faultering  spoke : 
**  What  hast  thoa  dane }  why  sar^d  a  wretch 
nnknown? 
Wkom  knowing  «v*n  thy  goodness  must  abbor. 
Mittaken  man !  the  hononr  of  thy  naroe, 
Thy  loTe,  tratb,  doty,  all  must  be  my  foes. 
I  am — Aurelhłs !  tnm  that  look  aside, 
That  brow-of  terronr,  while  this  wretch  can  say, 
Abhorrent  say,  hc  is — Forgive  me,  Heaven! 
Forgrre  me,  Yirtae !  if  I  would.renoiince 
Whom  Naturę  bids  me  revereoce — by  ber  hond, 
Roiando*s  son :  by  your  morę  sacred  taes, 
.te  to  his  crimes,  an  alien  to  his  blood ; 
Fur  crimes  like  his — " 

*'  Rolando*s  son  ?  Jiist  Hearen ! 
Ha!  here?  and  in  my  power ?  A  war  of  thoughts, 
All  terrible  arising,  thakes  my  frame 
With  dotibtfal  conflict     By  one  stroke  to  reach 
The  latber's  heart,  tbongh  seas  are  spread  betwecn, 
Werę  great  rerenge ! — ^Away :  reveng&?  on  whom  ? 
Ałss !  on  my  own  soul ;  by  ragę  betrayM 
Er*n  to  the  crime  my  reasón  most  oondenms 
Ib  han  who  nun'd  me."    Oeep-mov'd  he  spoke ; 
AdA  hśą  own  pooiard  o*er  the  prostrate  youth 
Sospended  beld.     Btit,  as  the  welconie  blow, 
With  anns  dispiayM,  Amyntor  seem*d  to  conrt, 
Sehfdd,  in  sodden  conflnence  gathering  round 
The  aatires  stood ;  whom  kindhiess  bither  drew, 
The  nas  ^nknowfl^  with  «adk  nUamf  aid 


Of  Iove  and  cara,  as  ancieot  rifce^  ordain, 

To  succour  and  to  senre.    Before  them  came 

Montano,  Tcoferabie  sagę,  wbose  bead 

The  band  of  Time  with  twenty  winters'  snów 

Had  shower'd ;  and  to  whose  inteUectual  eye 

Futurity,  bebind  her  cloudy  veil, 

Stands  in  fair  light  disclos^d.     Him,  after  pause^ 

Aurdjus  drew  apart,  and  iu  his  care 

Amyntor  plac*d  i  to  lodge  him  and  secure ; 

To  save  him  from  hiroself,  as  one,  with  grief 

Tempestuous,  and  with  ragę,  distemper^d  deep. 

This  done,  nor  waiting  for  reply,  alone 

He  soughttbe  Tale,  and  bis  calm  coŁtage  gain'd. 


CANTO  ni. 

Whbre  Kilda'B  southem  hills  tbeir  summit  liiit 
With  triple  fork  to  Heayen»  the  mounted  Sun 
Fuli,  from  the  midmost,  sbot  in  dazzling  stream 
His  noon<tide  ray.    And  now,  in  lowhig  train, 
Werę  seen  slow-pacing  westward  o*er  the  vałe 
The  milky  motbers,  foot  pursuing  foot, 
And  nodding  as  they  moYe ;  tbeir  oozy  meal, 
The  bittcr  healthful  berbage  of  the  shore, 
Aroimd  its  rocks  to  graze^:  for,  strange  to  tell! 
The  bour  of  ebb,  tbough  ever  varying  found, 
As  yon  pale  planet  wheels  from  diay  to  day 
Her  couTse  inconstant,  tbeir  surę  instinct  fcels, 
Intelligent  of  times;  by  Hearen^s  own  hand. 
To  all  its  creatures  equal  in  its  care, 
Unerring  movM.    These  signs  ob6erv'd,  that  guide 
To  labour  and  repose  a  simple  race, 
These  native  signs  to  due  repast  at  noon, 
Frugal  and  plain,  had  wam^d  the  temperate  tslei 
All  but  Aurelius.    He,  nnhappy  man. 
By  Nature*s  voice  solicited  in  yain. 
Nor  bour  obflerv*d,  nor  due  repast  paitook. 
The  child  no  morę !  the  mother's  fate  untold  1 
Both  in  black  prospect  rińng  to  his  eye — 
Twas  anguish  there^  'twas  here  distracting  doubt!- 
Yet,  after  long  and  painful  conflict  borne, 
Where  Naturę,  Reason,  oft  the  doubtful  scalę 
IndinM  altemate,  summoning  each  aid 
Tbat  Yirtue  lends,  and  o'er  each  thought  infirm 
Superior  rising,  in  the  might  of  him, 
Who  strength  firom  T^ealmess,  as  fh>m  darkness  light«. 
Omnipotent  can  draw ;  again  resign^d, 
Again  he  sacri6c*d,  to  Heaven's  high  will, 
Each  soothing  weakness  of  a  parenfs  breast ; 
The  sigb  soft  memory  prompts ;  the  tender  tear« 
That,  streammg  o*er  an  object  lov'd  and  lost, 
With  monmfol  tragic  tortures  and  deligbts, 
Relieves  us,  while  its  sweet  oppression  loads. 
And,  by  admitting,  blants  the  sting  of  woe. 
As  Reason  thus  the  mental  storm  seren'd. 
And  through  the  darkness  sbot  her  sun-bńght  ray 
That  strengthebs  while  it  cbeers;  behold  from  far 
Amyntor  slow  approaching  I  on  his  front, 

4  The  cowB  often  feed  on  the  alga  marina:  and 
they  can  distinguish  eiactly  the  tide  of  ebb  from 
the  tide  of  flood ;  thougb,  at  the  same  time,  they 
are  not  within  view  of  the  shore.  When  the  tide 
bas  ebbed  aboot  two  houra,  then  they  steer  their 
course  directly  to  the  nearest  shore,  in  their  nsual 
order,  otoe  after  another.  I  had  occasion  to  make 
this  obsenration  thirteen  times  in  one  week.  Mar* 
t'ai*s  Western  Isles  of  Scotland,  p»  ISS- 
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0'er  each  iuak  feftture  feorrow  had  diffus'd 

Attraction,  sweetły  sad.     His  noble  port, 

MajestłC  in  distress,  Aurelius  mark'd; 

And,  imresisting,  felt  his  bosOm  flo* 

With  social  softaess.     Stratght,  before  Łhe  door 

Of  his  moss-silyer^d  celi  they  sat  tbem  down 

In  countemew :  and  thus  the  youth  began. 

*^  With  patjent  ear,  with  calm  attention,  mark 
Amyntor's  story :  then,  as  Justice  sees, 
On  either  band,  her  eqnal  bałance  weigh, 
AbsoIve  him,  or  condemn — But  oh,  may  I, 
A  father*s  naroe,  when  truth  fbrbids  to  praise, 
UnhiamM  pronounce?  that  name  to  every  son 
By  Heaven  madę  sacred ;  and  by  Nature*s  hand, 
With  Honour,  Diity,  Love,  her  triple  pale, 
FencM  stronjriy  round,  to  bar  the  rude  approach 
Of  each  inx>verent  thought — ^These  eyes,  alas ! 
The  cursM  effects  of  sanguinary  zeal 
Too  near  beheld :  its  madness  how  extreme ; 
How  bind  its  fiiry,  by  the  prompting  priest, 
Each  tyraiit*s  ready  instrument  of  ill, 
Train'd  on  to  holy  mischief.     Scenę  abhorr'd ! 
Feli  Cnielty  let  loose  in  Mercy'8  name : 
Intoleranoe,  while  o*er  the  free-bom  mind 
Her  bea^iest  chains  were  cast^her  iron  soourge 
Sererest  hang,  yet  daring  to  appeal 
That  Power  whose  law  is  meekness;  and,  ica  deeds 
That  outrage  Hearen,  belying  Heaven*s  command. 

"  Flexile  of  will,  misjudging,  though  sincere, 
Kolando  caught  the  spread  infection,  plung'd 
Implicit  into  guilt,  and  headlong  urg*d 
His  course  unjust  to  vio1ence  and  ragę. 
Unmanly  ragę !  when  nor  the  charm  dirine 
Of  beanty,  nor  the  matron's  sacred  age, 
Secure  from  wrongs,  conld  innocence  secure, 
Found  rererence  or  distinction.    Yet,  sustainM 
By  conscious  worth  within,  the  matchless  pair 
Their  threatening  fate,  imprisooment  and  scom 
And  death  denonncM,  unshrinking,  unsnbdued 
To  murmui^or  complaint,  superior  borę, 
With  patient  hope,  with  fmrtitude  resign^d. 
Nor  built  on  pride,  nor  counting  Tain  api^use^ 
But  calmly  constant,  withoat  eflRnt  great, 
What  reason  dictateś,  and  what  Heaven  appro^es. 

''  But  how  proceed,  Aurelius  ?  ui  what  soonds 
Of  gracious  cadence,  of  assuasiye  power. 
My  fiirther  story  clothe  ?  O  could  I  steal 
From  Harmony  her  softest-warbled  strain 
Of  melting  air !  or  Zephyre*8  vemal  Toice ! 
Or  Pbilomela^s  song,  when  love  dissol^es 
To  liqaid  blandishment  his  erening  lay, 
AH  naturę  smiling  round  !  then  might  I  speak ; 
Hien  mtgfat  Amyntor,  unoflending,  tell, 
How  unperceiv'd  and  secret  throngh  his  breast, 
As  moming  rises  0'er  the  midnightrshade, 
What  first  was  ow'd  humanity  to  both, 
Assisting  piety  and  tender  thought, 
Grew  swift  and  silent  into  love  for  one: 
Mj  sole  ofience — if  love  can  then  ofiend, 
When  yirfcue  lights  and  reverence  guards  its  flame. 

**  O  Theodora  !  who  thy  world  of  charms, 
That  soul  of  sweetness,  that  soft  glow  of  youth, 
Warm  on  thy  cheek,  and  beaming  from  tiiine  eye, 
Unmov'd  could  see  ?  that  dignity  of  ease, 
That  grace  of  air,  by  happy  naturę  thine ! 
For  all  in  thee  was  native ;  from  within 
^MDtaneous  flowing,  as  tome  equal  stream 
From  its  unfeiling  source !  and  then  too  «een 
In  milder  lights;  by  sorrow^s  shading  hand 
Tottch*d  into- power  morę  eiiquiutely  soft. 


By  tears  adorn'd,  hitendeHd  by  dtsbess. 
O  sweetness  w-thout  name !  when  Łove  looks  ot 
With  Płty'B  melting  eye,  that  to  the  soul 
Endears,  ennobles  her,  whom  Fate  afflicts, 
Or  Fortune  leaves  unhappy !  Passion  tiieo 
Refines  to  virtne :  then  a  purer  train 
Of  heawn-inspirM  emotions,  undebaa'd 
By  seif-regard,  or  thought 'of  due  retnm, 
The  breast  expandłng,  all  its  powers  exalt 
To  emulate  what  reason  be;^  concei^es 
Of  love  celestial;  whose  prevenient  aid 
Forbids  approaching  ill ;  or  gncious.  draws, 
When  the  lone  heart  with  anguish  inly  bleeds, 
From  pain  its  sting,  its  birtemess  from  woe ! 

"  By  this  ptain  coiirtship  of  the  bonest  heart 
To  pity  mov*d,  at  length  my  pleaded  tows 
The  gentle  maid  with  unreluctant  ear 
Would  oft  admit ;  woutd  oft  endearing  crown 
With  smiles  of  kind  assent,  with  looks  that  npoke, 
In  blushing  soltness,  her  chaste  boiom  toochM 
To  mutual  loye.    O  fortonc*s  feirest  hour ! 
O  seen,  but  not  enjoy*d,  just  hail'd  and  losfc 
It's  flattering  brightness !  Theodora'8  form, 
Event  unfear^d !  had  caught  Rolando^s  eye  i 
And  Love,  if  wiłd  Desire,  of  Fancy  bom, 
By  furions  passioos  nnrs'd,  that  sacred  name 
Profanes  not,  Love  his  stnbbom  breast  dissolTM 
Totransientgoodness.  But  my  thought  shrinksbac^ 
Rełuctant  to  pcoceed :  and  fllial  awe, 
With  pious  hand,  would  o'er  a  parent*s  crtme 
The  Teil  of  silence  and  oblirious  nigbt  ^ 

Permitted  throw.     His  impioos  suit  repeird, 
Aw*d  from  her  eye,  and  iiom  her  lip  serere 
Oash*d  with  indignant  scom ;  each  liarbour'd  tbooght 
Of  soft  emodon  or  of  social  seose, 
Love,  pity,  kindness,  alien  to  a  soul 
That  Błgot-rage  emboeoms,  fled  at  once : 
And  all  the  sa^age  reaasumM  his  breast. 
^  Tis  just,*  he  cry'd :  *  who  thus  imrites  disdaui, 
Desenres  repulse ;  he  who,  by  8lave-like  arta, 
Would  meanly  steal  what  force  may  nobler  take^ 
And,  greatly  daring,  dignify  the  deed. 
When  next  we  meet,  our  mutual  blush  to  qMre, 
Thine  from  dissembling,  from  base  flattery  minei, 
Shall  be  my  care.'    Tbis  threat,  by  bmtai  scom 
Keen'd  and  embitter*d,  terrible  to  both. 
To  one  pn>v'd  fatal.    'Silent-wastii^  gn^ 
The  mortal  worm  that  on  £milia's  fi»me 
Had  prey  *d  unseen,  now  deep  through  all  her  powen 
Its  poison  spread,  and  ktU'd  their  vital  growtb. 
Sickening,  she  sunk  beneath  this  double  weigbt 
Of  shame  and  horrour. — Dare  I  yet  proceed  ?    - 
Aurelius,  O  most  infur'd  of  mankind  ! 
Shall  yet  my  tale,  ezasperating,  add 
To  woe,  new  anguish  ?  and  to  grief,  despair-^ 
She  is  no  morę — " 

**  O  Providence  severe !" 
Aurelius  smote  his  breast,  and  groaning  cryM  ; 
But  curb*d  a  seoond  groan,  repelPd  the  voice 
Of  iiroward  grief:  and  to  the  will  supremę, 
In  justice  awful,  lowly  bending  his. 
Nor  sigh,  nor  murmur,  nor  repining  plaint. 
By  all  the  war  of  naturę  though  assailM, 
E8cap'd  his  lips.  •*  What !  shall  we,  from  Hearen^ 
With  lifo  receiYing  happiness,  our  share        [grace 
Of  ill  refuse  ?  And  are  afiłictions  auglit 
But  mercies  in  disguise  ?  th'  altemate  cup^ 
Medicinal  though  bitter,  and  prepar'd 
By  Love%  own  band  for  salutary  ends. 
But  wera  tbey  ills  indeed ;  can  fond  complaint 
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Arrmt  the  wing  of  "Hinć  ł  Can  grief  commarid 

Hiis  noan-day  Sun  to  roli  his  flaming  orb 

Back  to  yoD  eastern  coast,  and  bring  agatn 

The  hoan  of  jresterday  ?  or  from  the  womb 

Of  that  nnsounded  deep  the  baiy'd  corse 

tb  light  and  life  restore  ?  Blest  pair,  farewell ! 

Yet,  3ret  a  few  short  days  of  erring  grief, 

Of  buman  Ibndneas  sighing  in  the  breast. 

And  aorrow  is  no  morę.    Now,  gentle  youth, 

And  kt  me  cali  thoe  son,  (for  O  that  name 

Thy  £uth,  Ihy  friendship,  thy  troć  portion  borne 

Of  pahks  for  me,  too  sadly  have  de8erT*d) 

Od  wkh  thy  tale.    Tis  minę,  whcn  Hearen  afBicts, 

To  hearken  and  adore.''    The  patient  man 

Tlius  spoke :  Amyntor  thns  his  story  closM. 

**  Asj  diunb  with  anguish,  roiind  the  bed  of  death 
Weeptng  we  knelt,  to  minę  she  faintly  rais'd 
Her  ckising  eyes ;  then  fixing,  in  cold  gazę, 
On  Theodora*s  face—*  O  8ave  my  child  !* 
Sbe  said ;  and,  shrinking  from  her  pilbw,  slept 
WHIkmiŁ  a  groan,  a  pang.     In  hallowM  earth 
I  aaw  her  shrouded;  badc  etemal  peace 
Her  shade  receiTe,  and,  with  the  tniest  tears 
Afleulkm  erer  wepC,  her  dust  bedew'd« 

**  What  then  remain*d  for  honour  or  for  love  ? 
What,  bat  that  scenę  of  vio1ence  to  fly, 
With  guiH  pr[>lan*d,  and  terrible  with  death, 
Rolandoi^s  fatal  roof.     Late  at  the  hour, 
Wheo  shade  and  silence  o*er  this  nether  orb 
With  drowsiest  influence  reigo,  the  waining  Moon 
Ascending  monmful  in  the  midnight  sphcre ; 
On  that  drear  spot,  within  whose  cavem*d  womb 
Emilia  sleepa,  and  by  the  turf  that  yeils 
Her  hoaour*d  clay,  alone  and  kneeling  there 
I  found  my  Theodora  !  Thriird  with  awe, 
H  With  sacred  terrour,  which  the  time,  the  place, 
PemM  on  us,  sadly-solemn,  I  too  bent 
My  trembling  knee,  and  lock*d  in  her^s  my  band 
Across  ber  p«rent's  grave.     ^  By  this  dread  scenę ! 
By  mght^s  pale  regent !  By  yon  glorious  train 
Of  ever-moTing  fires  that  round  her  bum  ! 
By  Death^s  dark  empire !  by  the  sheeted  dust 
That  once  was  man,  now  mouldering  here  below ! 
Bat  chief  by  her*s,  at  whose  nocturnal  tomb, 
Rererent  we  kneel !  and  by  her  nobler  part, 
Th'  anbodyM  q>irit,  hoyering  near,  perhaps, 
As  witness  to  onr  rows !  nor  time,  nor  cbance. 
Nor  anght  but  Death's  ineritable  hand, 
Shall  e^er  divide  our  loves.' — I  led  her  thence : 
To  where,  safe-stationM  in  a  secrct  bay, 
Rough  of  descent,  and  brown  with  pendent  pines 
That  nlurmurM  to  the  gale,  our  bark  was  moor^d. 
We  aajrd — ^But,  O  my  father ;  can  I  spcak 
What  yet  remains  ?  yon  ocean  black  with  storm  1 
Its  oseless  sails  rent  ftT>m  the  groaning  pinc ! 
The  speechleas  crew  aghast!  and  that  lost  fair ! 
StilU  stiU  I  lee  her !  feel  her  heart  pant  thick  ! 
And  hear  ber  Yoice,  in  ardent  yows  to  Heaven 
For  me  alooe  prefoff*d ;  as  on  my  arm, 
EipińBg,  sinkii^  with  her  fears  she  hung  ! 
I  luB*d  her  pale  cold  cheek !  with  tears  adjur*d^ 
And  won  at  last,  with  sums  of  pniffer*d  gold, 
7kt  boldest  mariners,  this  precious  charge 
faHtant  to  save;  and,  in  the  skiiTsecur^d, 
IWir  óars  across  the  foamy  flood  to  ply 
With  unremitting  amu    I  then  prepar^d 
To  follow  her— That  moment*  from  the  deck, 
A  sea  sweird  o^er,  and  ]^nng*d  me  in  the  gulf. 
Nor  flse  alone :  its  broad  and  billowing  sweep 
If  ust  hav«  in^v'd  her  too.    Myiterious  HeaTen ! 
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My  fota!  love  on  her  deroted  head 

Drew  down — it  mnst  be  so  !  the  judgment  due 

To  me  and  minę :  or  was  Amyntor  sav'd 

For  its  whole  qniver  of  remaining  wrath  2 

For  storms  morę  fleree  ?  for  pains  of  sharper  sting  7 

And  years  of  death  to  come?" — Nor  further  voice. 

Nor  flowing  tear  his  high-wrooght  grief  suppIyM : 

With  arms  outspread,  with  eyes  m  hopeless  gazę 

To  Ileaven  uplifted,  motionless  and  mute 

He  stood,  the  moumful  semUance  of  Despair. 

The  lampof  day,  though  from  mid^pocn  declin'd^ 
StiU  flaming  with  fali  ai^oar,  shot  on  Earth 
Oppressiye  brightness  found ;  ti!l  in  soft  steam 
From  Ocean's  bosom  his  light  yapour^s  drawn, 
With  grateful  interrention  o*er  the  sky 
Their  veil  diSusire  spread  ;  f  he  scenę  abroad 
Soft-shadowing,  yale  aud  plain,  and  dazzling  hilL 
Aurelius,  with  his  guest,  the  western  cliif 
Ascending  slow,  beneath  its  marble  roof, 
From  whence  in  double  stream  a  lucid  source 
Roird  sounding  forth,  and,  where  with  dewy  wing 
Fresh  breezes  playM,  sought  refuge  and  repoie, 
Till  oooler  hours  arise.    The  subject  isle 
Her  Tillage-capital,  where  health  and  peace 
Are  tutelar^  gods ;  her  smali  domain 
Of  arabie  and  pasture,  yein*d  with  streams 
That  branching  bear  refreshful  moisture  on 
To  field  and  mead ;  her  straw-roord  tempie  nidę^ 
Where  Piety,  not  Pride,  adoring  kneels, 
Lay  fun  ii)  yiew.    From  scenę  to  scenę  aronnd 
Aurelius  gaz*d ;  and,  sighing,  thus  began. 

"  Not  we  alone;  alas !  in  every  cHme, 
The  human  race  are  sons  of  sorrow  bom. 
Heirs  of  transmitted  labonr  and  disease, 
Of  pain  and  grief,  from  sire  to  son  deriy'd, 
AU  haye  their  moumful  portion ;  all  must  bear 
Th'  impo8*d  coiidition  of  their  mortal  state, 
Yicissitude  of  suffering.     Cast  thine  eye 
Where  yonder  Va1e,  Amyntor,  sloping  spreadt 
Fuli  to  the  noon-tide  beam  its  primrose-Iap, 
From  hence  ^ue  east"    Amyntor  look^d,  and  sair. 
Not  without  w'(5nder  at  a  sight  so  strange, 
Where  thrice  three  females,  eamest  each  and  ann'di 
With  rtiral  instraments,  the  soil  prepar*d 
For  foture  harvest    Thcse  the  trenchant  spade. 
To  tura  the  mould  and  break  th'  adhesiye  clods, 
Employ'd  assidaous.     Those,  with  equal  pace. 
And  arm  alteraate,  strew'd  its  fresh  lap  white 
With  fruitfal  Ceres:  while,  in  train  behind, 
Three  morę  th'  encumbent  harrow  heary  on 
0*er-Iabour'd  drew,  and  clos'd  the  toilsome  task. 

**  Behold!"  Aurelius  thus  his  speech  renew'd, 
"  From  that  soft  sex,  too  dclicately  fTam'd 
For  toils  like  these,  the  task  of  rougher  man, 
What  yet  necessity  demands  seyere. 
Twelye  suns  haye  purpled  these  encircling  faills 
With  orient  beams,  as  many  nights  along 
Their  dewy  summits  drewn  th*  altemate  yeil 
Of  darkness,  sińce,  in  unpropitioas  hour, 
The  husbands  of  those  widow*d  mates,  who  noir 
For  both  must  labour,  lanch'd,  in  que8t  of  fbod, 
Their  island-skiff  adyenturous  on  the  deep. 
Them,  while  the  sweeping  net  secure  they  plungll 
The  finny  race  to  snare,  whose  fbodful  shoels 
Each  creek  and  bay  innumerablc  crowd, 
As  annual  on  from  shore  to  shore  they  moye 
In  watry  caravan ;  them,  thus  intent, 
Dark  from  the  śouth  a  gust  of  furious  wing, 
Up-springing,  droye  to  sea,  and  left  in  tean 
This  tittle  world  of  brothers  and  of  friends ! 
D 
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But  when,  at  evennig  boor,  dtsjointed  planks, 
Bonie  on  the  surging-tide,  and  broken  oars. 
To  sight,  with  fatal  certainty,  reveard 
The  wreck  before  suTmi8'd ;  one  generał  groan. 
To  Hearen  ascending,  spoke  the  generał  breast 
With  sharpest  anguish  pierc'd.     Their  ceaseless 
plaint,  '  [shore, 

Through  these  hoarse  rocks,  on  this  resounding 
At  mom  was  heard :  at  midnight  too  were  seen, 
Disconsolate  on  each  chill  mountain'8  heigfat, 
Tbe  moumers  spread,  exploring  land  and  sea 
With  eager  gazę— till  from  yon  Icaser  isle, 
Yon  round  of  moss-clad  hill^  Borera  nam'd—- 
Fuli  north,  behold !  above  the  soaring  lark, 
Its  dizzy  clifi^  aspire,  hung  round  and  white 
With  curling  mists-— at  last  from  yon  hoar  hill»» 
Inflaming  the  brown  air  with  suddcn  blaza. 
And  ruddy  undulation,  thrice  three  fifcs, 
like  meteora  waving  in  a  moonless  sky^ 
Our  eyes,  yet  unbelieving,  saw  distinct^ 
Successire  kindfed,  and  from  night  to  nigbt 
Renew^d  continuoos.    Joy,  with  wild  excess, 
Took  her  g^y  tum  to  reign ;  and  Naturę  now 
From  rapture  wept :  yet  ever  and  anon 
By  sad  conjecture  dampM,  and  amdous  tbougbt 
How  from  yon  rocky  pri8on~io  release 
Whom  the  deep  sea  isimures  (their  only  boat 
DestroyM)  and  whom  th'  inevitable  siege 
Of  bunger  most  assault.    But  hope  sustains 
Tbe  human  heait :  and  now  their  faithfhl  wives« 
With  loTe-taught  skill  and  vigour  not  their  own. 
On  yonder  field  tb'  autumnal  year  prepare  '.*' 

Amyntor,  wbo  tbe  tale  distressful  heard 
With  sympathizing  sorrow,  on  bimself, 
On  his  se^erer  fate,  now  ponderiog  deep, 
Wrapt  by  sad  tbougbt  the  hill  unheeding  leffc. 
And  reacbM,  with  swerving  step,  tbe  distantstrand. 
Above,  around,  in  cloody  circles  wbeelM, 
Or  sailing  level  on  the  polar  gale 
That  cool  with  evening  rosę',  a  thousand  wings, 
The  summer-natioos  of  these  pregnaat  clif!s, 
PlayM  sportive  round,  and  to  the  Sun  outspread 
Their  Tarious  plumage ;  or  in  wild  notes  haird 
His  parent^beam,  that  animates  and  cbeers 
AU  living  kinds.     He,  glorious  from  amidst 
A  pomp  of  golden  clouds,  th*  Atlantic  flood 
Beheld  pblique,  and  o'er  its  azure  breast 
Wav'd  one  unboimded  Uusb :  a  scenę  to  strike 
Both  ear  and  eye  with  wonder  and  delight  ! 
But,  lost  to  outward  sense,  Amyntor  pass^d 
Regardless  on,  through  other  walks  convey*d 
Of  baldPul  prospectj  which  pale  Fancy  rais'd 
Incessant  to  berself,  and  sabled  o*er 
With  darkest  nigbt,  meet  region  for  despair ! 
Till  northward,  where  the  rock  its  sea-wash^d  base 
Projects  athwart  and  shuts  tbe  bounded  scenę, 
Rounding  its  point,  be  raisM  bis  eyes  and  saw, 
At  distance  saw,  descending  on  the  shore, 
Fortb  from  their  anchor^d  boat,  of  men  unknown 
A  doiible  band,  who  by  their  gesturra  strange 
There  ^'d  wiUi  wondering :  for  at  once  they  knelt 
With  hands  upbeld;  at  once,  to  Heaven,  as  seem^d, 
One  generał  hjrmn  pour'd  forth  of  vocal  praise.      , 
Tben,  slowiy  risiug,  forward  mov'd  their  steps : 
Slow  as  they  mov'd,  behold !  amid  the  train, 
On  eitber  side  supported,  onward  came 

>  The  author  wbo  relates  this  story  adds,  łbai 
the  produce  of  grain  that  season  was  the  most 
pleotifiil  they  had  seen  for  many  years  before. 


Pale  and  of  piteons  look,  a  pensiYe  maid ; 

As  one  by  wasting  sickoess  sore  asfailM, 

Or  plnrn^d  in  grief  profoond — *<  Oh,  all  ye  poven !" 

Amyntor  starting,  cry'd,  and  sbot  bis  soul 

In  r^>id  glance  before  bim  on  ber  face. 

**  Illusion !  no->it  cannot  be.    My  blood 

Runs  chill :  my  foet  are  rooted  here — and  see  f 

To  mock  my  hopes,  it  wears  her  gractous  fonn. 

The  spirits  who  this  ocean  waste  and  wild 

Still  bover  round,  or  walk  these  isles  unseoo, 

Presenting  oft  in  pictur^d  vision  strange 

The  dead  or  absent,  bave  on  yon  shape  adom'd, 

So  like  my  ]ove,  of  unsubstantial  air, 

Embody*d  featur'd  it  with  all  her  cbarms — 

And  lo !  behold !  its  eyes  are  fix'd  on  minę 

With  gazet  ransported — Ha  !  sh  efainbf,  sbe  falls  !** 

He  ran,  be  flew :  bis  dasping  arms  receiv*d 

Her  sinking  weight — "  O  eaith,  and  a:r,  and  sea  f 

TSs  she !  'tis  Theodora !  Power  divine, 

Wbose  goodness  knows  no  bounds,  thy  band  is  bere^ 

Omnipotent  in  mercy  P'  As  be  spoke, 

Adown  bis  cbeek,  through  sbivering  joy  and  donbt, 

The  tear  fost-faUing  stream^d.  '"My  Iotc!  my  life! 

Soul  of  my  wishes :  savM'  beyond*  all  fotth  F 

Return  to  life  and  me.     O  fly,  my  friends, 

Fly,  and  finom  yon  translucent  fountain  bring 

The  liring  stream.     Thou  dearer  to  my  soul 

Than  all  the  sumless  wealth  this  sea  entombs. 

My  Theodora,  yet  awake  *.  'tis  I, 

nis  poor  Amyntor  calls  thee!''  At  that  name, 

That  potent  name,  her  spirit  from  tbe  vei:ge 

Of  death  rccaird,  she  trembling  rais'd  ber  eyes ; 

Trembling,  his  neck  with  eager  grasp  ent^in^d. 

And  murmurM  out  bis  name :  tben  suuk  again^ 

Then  swoonM  upon  bis  bosom,  through  excc&s 

Of  bliss  unhop'd,  too  mighty  for  her  frame.  ^ 

The  rose-bud  thua,  that  to  the  beam  serene  m 

Of  moming  glad  unfolds  ber  tender  charms, 

Shrinks  and  expires  beneatb  the  noon-day  blaze. 

Moments  of  dread  sufpense — ^but  soon  to  cease ! 
For  now,  while  on  her  face  these  men  unknown 
The  stream,  with  cool  aspersion,  busy  cast. 
His  eyes  bebeld,  with  wonder  and  amaze, 
'  Beheld  in  them—- his  friends  f  .th'  adventurous  few, 
Who  borę  her  to  the  skiff !'  whose  daring  skill 
Had  sav'd  her  from  the  deep  I  As,  o*tr  ber  cbeek^ 
Rekindling  life,  like  mom,  its  ligbt  diffns'd 
In  dawning  purple ;  from  their  lips  be  Ieam*d» 
How  to  yon  isle,  yon  round  of  moss^cIad  billSy 
Borea  6am*d,  before  tlie  tempest  borne, 
These  islanders,  thrice  three,  then  prison*d  there, 
(So  Hearen  ordainM)  with  utmost  peril  run, 
With  toil  invincible,  from  she1ve  and  rock 
Their  boat  preservM,  and  to  Ihis  happy  coasC 
Its  prow  directed  safe — He  heard  no  morę: 
Tbe  rest  already  known,  his  every  senst. 
His  fuli  collected  soul,  on  ber  alone 
Was  fix'd,  was  hung  enraptnr*d,  while  these  sounds, 
This  Toice,  as  of  an  angel,  pierc'd  his  ear. 

**  Amimtor !  O  my  life's  recovcr'd  ho|>e ! 
My  souPs  despair  and  rapture ! — can  this  be  } 
Am  I  on  carth  ?  and  do  these  arms  indeed 
Thy  real  form  cnfold  ?  Thou  dreadful  deep ! 
Ye  shores  unknown !  ye  wild  impending  hOls ! 
Dare  I  yet  trust  my  sense  ? — O  ycs,  »tis  be  ! 
nis  be  biroself !  My  eyes,  my  bounding  bearl^ 

Vide  Martin*s  Description  of  tbe  Western  Isles  of 
Scotland,  p.  S86. 
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CodIćm  Uieir  tiTiiig  loid !  What  shall  I  say  ? 
Bow  Ycnt  the  boundleas  transpoft  tbat  espiuids 
MyUbouringthoagfat?  th' nnuttenble  bliss, 
Jof  ,  wonder,  gratitade,  tiiat  pain  to  death 
Vie  breast  Uwy  charm  ?— ilmyntor,  O  sapport 
This  swimmmg  bnin :  I  would  not  now  be  toro 
igam  ftom  łife  and  tbee;  nor  cause  thy  beait 
A  Moond  pang.**    At  ttais,  dilated  high 
Tbe  swelł  of  joy»  most  fatal  when  its  force 
li  felt  mogt  caujnisite,  a  timdy  rent 
Vom  Iboody  and  broke  in  tender  dews  away 
Of  beait-rdlering  tean.    Ab  o'er  its  charge, 
With  sbeltering  wing,  solicitoosly  good, 
nie  gnardian-geoiiu  horers,  so  the  youth. 
On  ber  lorM  fiice,  aańduous  and  alarm'd, 
In  nlcnt  foodneaa  dwelt :  while  all  bis  soal, 
With  tremUlng  tendemess  of  hope  and  fear 
Pleasnigly  pain'd,  was  all  empIoyM  for  ber; 
The  RMizM  emotkms  warring  in  ber  breast, 
Attemperiny,  to  coinpose,  and  gradnal  fit 
For  fiiitber  joy  ber  soft  impresńye  firame. 

"  O  bappy  !  thougb  as  yet  tboa  know^st  not  half 
The  blisB  that  waits  thee!  but,  thou  gentle  mind, 
Whose  sigh  is  {Mty,  and  wbose  smile  is  ]ove, 
9ar  all  «bo  joy  or  sorrov,  arm  thy  breast 
'With  that  best  temperance,  which  firom  fond  exces8, 
Whea  nptnre  lifta  to  dangerous  height  its  powers, 
Edkcti^egnards.  Kno^rthen—andletcahnthought 
Od  wnoder  wait — ttle  refugM  in  this  isle, 
Thy  godlike  fatber  liyes !  and  lo— but  cuib, 
ItepiesB  the  transport  that  o'erheaTes  tby  beart; 
11%  be — looik  yoiide^-.-he,  wb<»e  reverend  steps 
tbe  moontain^s  aide  desoend ! — Abrupt  from  his 
Her  band  slie  drew;  and,  as  on  wtng^  upboroe, 
Sbot  o'er  the  space  between.    He  saw,  be  knew, 
ArtooishM  knew,  before  him,  on  her  knee. 
His  Theodora  !  To  his  arms  be  rai8'd 
Tbe  lost  foy^d  fair,  and  in  his  bosom  press*d.\ 
[ "  My  &ther !"— -" O  my  cbjld !"  at  once  they  cry'd: 
Ukr  morę.     The  resi  ecstatic  silence  spoke. 
And  Naturę  firom  ber  inmost  seat  of  sense 
■  Beyond  all  utterance  roov'd.    On  this  blest  scenę, 
Whefe  emnloos  in  either  bosom  8trove 
Adoring  gratltnde,  eartb,  ooean,  air, 
AroiBid  with  soltenii^  aspect  seemM  to  smile ; 
And  Heaven,  approring,  kx»k'd  deligbted  down. 

Nor  thóis  alone  this  bUssfuI  bour :  the  joy, 
With  instant  flow,  from  shore^o  sbore  along 
BiSostre  ran  ;  and  all  th*  exulting  isle 
Abont  tbe  iiew«arnT*d  was  poiu^d  abroad, 
To  hope  long  lost,  by  miracle  regain'd ! 
In  each  plam  boscMU  Love  and  Naturę  wept : 
Wtuie  each  a  sire,  a  husband,  or  a  firiend, 
Embcacing  beki  aad  lu^d. 

Now,  while  the  song, 
Tbe  cbonl  hymn,  in  wildly-warbled  notes, 
What  Natnre  dictates  wben  tbe  fuli  heart  prompts, 
Best  baimony,  they,  gratefiil  Wuls,  efius'd 
AkMd  to  Heaven ;  Montano,  reverend  seer, 
(Wbose  eye  prophetic  far  through  Time*s  abyss 
:  CoaU  sboot  its  beam,  and  tbere  the  births  of  Fate, 
I  Tet  immatare  and  in  their  causes  hid* 
Hhutin'd  see)  a  space  abstracted  stood : 
:  His  ftame  with  shi^eiy  borrour  stirr^d,  his  eyes 
:  9nm  ootward  ńsion  held,  and  all  tbe  man 
;  EatruK^d  in  wooder  at  th*  unfohling  scenę, 
;  Ob  iojd  ur,  as  in  a  mirror  seen, 
'■■  Aad  glowing  radiant,  to  bis  mental  sigbt. 

"  They  fly !"  he  ery'd,  « they  melt  in  air  away, 
Tbe  doadi  that  kng  fair  AlbioQ's  Hearen  o*ercast ! 


With  tempest  delug'd,  or  with  flame  dcYOur^d 
Her  drooping  plains:  while,  dawniog  rosy  round, 
A  purer  mombg  ligbts  up  all  her  skies  ! 
He  comes,  beboUi!  tbe  great  delirer  comes  ! 
Itomofftal  William,  borne  triumpbant  on, 
Fhm  yonder  orient,  o*er  propitious  seas. 
Wbite  with  tbe  sails  of  his  unnumber*d  fleet, 
A  floating  forest,  stretch'd  from  sbore  to  sbore ! 
See  !  with  spread  wings  Britannia's  genius  flies  ^ 
Before  bis  prow ;  oommands  the  speeding  gales 
To  waft  him  on ;  and,  o*er  the  bero^s  bead, 
InwreathM  with  olive  bears  the  laurel-crown, 
Blest  emblem,  peace  with  liberty  restor'd ! 
And  bark !  from  either  strand,  which  nations  hide, 
To  welcome-in  true  freedom's  day  renew'd 
What  thunders  of  acciaim  !  Aurelius,  man 
By  Heayen  belor^d,  thou  too  that  sacred  sun 
Shalt  live  to  hail ;  shalt  warm  thee  in  his  shioe ! 
I  see  tbee  on  the  flowery  lap  difius'd 
Of  thy  loT*d  yale,  amid  a  smiliog  race 
Fmai  this  blest  pair  to  spring :  whom  equal  faith. 
And  eq^aa1  fondness,  in  soft  league  shall  hołd 
From  youth  to  reyerend  age ;  the  calmer  hours 
Of  thy  last  day  to  sweeten  and  adom ; 
Through  life  thy  comfort,  and  in  death  thy  crown*** 


TO  THB 

DUKE  OF  MARLBOROUGW. 

Youa  grace  bas  giyęn  leaye,  that  these  few  poemt 
sbould  appear  in  the  World  under  the  patronage  of 
your  name.  But  this  leaye  would  haye  been  re-> 
fused,  I  know,  had  yon  expeGted  to  iind  your  own 
praises,  boweyer  just,  in  any  part  of  tbe  present 
address.  I  do  not  say  tt,  my  lord,  in  the  style  of 
compliment.  Genuine  modesty,  the  companion 
and  the  grace  of  true  merit,  may  be  surely  di»- 
tinguished  from  tbe  aiTectation  of  it:  as  surely  as 
tbe  native  glowing  of  a  fine  compIexian  from  that 
artificial  colouring,  which  is  used,  in  yąin,  to  sup- 
ply  what  Naturę  had  denied,  or  bas  resumcd. 

Yet,  permit  me  just  to  hint,  my  lord,  while  I  re- 
strain  my  pen  from  all  enlargement,  that  if  the 
fairest  public  character  must  be  raised  iipou  pri- 
yate  yirtue,  as  surely  it  most,  your  grace  has  faid 
already  the  securest  foundaUon  of  the  former,  in 
the  latter.  Tbe  eyes  of  mankind  are  therefore 
tumed  upon  you :  and,  fix>m  what  you  are  koown 
to  haye  done,  in  one  way,  they  reasonably  look  for 
whateyer  can  be  expected  from  a  great  and  gobd 
man,  in  the  other. 

The  author  of  these  lighter  amusements  bopes 
soon  to  present  your  grace  with  something  morę 
solid,  morę  deserying  your  attention,  in  the  life  of 
the  first  duke  of  Marlborough '. 

You  will  then  see,  that  superior  talents  for  war 
haye  been,  thougb  they  rarely  are,  acco^panied 
with  equal  abilities  for  negotiation :  and  that  the 
same  extensiye  capacity,  which  could  guide  all  the 
tumultuous  scenes  of  the  camp,  knew  how  to  di* 
rect,  with  equal  skill,  the  calmer  but  morę  per-^ 
pleaing  operationa  of  the  cabinet* 

■  This  dedication  was  prefised  by  tbe  author 
to  a  smali  coUection  of  his  poems,  publish^  in 
1679. .  N. 

'  A  work  which  bas  not  yet  appeared.    N, 
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Iq  Łbe  mean  while,  Chat  you  may  Uve  to  adom  | 
the  celebrated  and  difficnlt  title  yoa  wear ;  that  I 
you  may  be,  like  him,  the  defenderofyour  country 
in  days  of  public  danger ;  and  in  times  of  p«ice, 
what  18  periiaps  less  frequently  ibund,  the  friend 
and  patron  of  those  useful  and  omamental  arts,  by 
whic^  buman  naturę  is  exalted»  and  hnman  society 
rendered  morę  happy:  this,  my  lord,  is  respect^ 
fuily  the  włsh  of 

YOUE  grace's 

'  most  obedient 

humble  serrant. 


iTurrn  in  rmyme. 


TRUTH  IN  BHYMF, 

ASDaasSBD  TO  A  CEITAIK  NOBLE  LORD. 


TO 
THE  AinrHOR  OF  THE  FOŁLOWIMG  POBM. 

It  bas  no  faults,  or  I  no  faulta  can  spy : 
Ił  is  all  beauty,  or  in  blindness  I. 

Imprimatar, 

meo  periculo, 

CHESTERFIEŁD. 


ADYERTISEMENT. 

Tbb  following  extract  from  his  majesty'8  speech 
to  botfa  houses  of  parliament,  which,  by  erery 
man  in  his  dominions,  would  be  thougbt  the  noblest 
introdnction  to  a  poem  of  the  first  merit,  is  pecu- 
liarly  suitable  to  introduce  this.  Howeyer  unequal 
these  yeraes  maty  be  to  the  subject  they  atteinpt  to 
adom,  this  shngular  adyantage  will  be  readiiy  al- 
lowed.  them.  It  will,  at  the  same  time,  be  the 
fiillest  and  best  esplanation  of  the  author's  mean- 
ing,  on  a  theme  so  interesting  and  uncommon. 
The  words  are  these : 


«( 


«March3,  1761. 

._. Tn  conseąuence  of  the  act  passed  in 

the  reign  of  my  late  gknious  predecessor,  king 
William  the  Thiid,  for  settling  the'succe8sion  to 
the  citiwn  in  my  family,  the  commissions  of  the 
judges  have  been  madę  duńng  their  good  beha- 
viouT.  But  notwithstanding  thift  wise  prorision, 
their  dfflces  have  determinol  upon  the  demise  of 
the  crown,  or  at  the  expinitionof  six  months  after- 
wards,  in  every  instance  of  that  naturę  which  bas 
happened. 

I  look  upon  the  independency  and  uprightnessof 
the  jttdges  of  the  land  as  essential  to  the  impastial 
administratłon  of  justice ;  as  one  of  the  best  secu- 
rities-of  the  rights  and  liberties  of  my  loving  sab- 
jectSs;  and  as  mof  t  conducirć  to  -  the  honour  of  the 
crown.  And  I  come  now  to  recommend  this  in- 
teresting objectto  the  consideration  of  parliament; 
in  order  that  such  fnrther  proyision,  as  shall  be 
most  expedient,  lą^y  be  madę,  for  tecurmg  łhe 
judget  m  the  enjoyrhent  qf  their  ąffices,  during  thck 
good  behamaur,  nottfiihtiwidiMg  any  tueh  demite." 


AsmtAj  eldest  bora  of  Jove, 
Whom  all  the  gods  revcre  and  łove, 
Was  sent,  while  man  deserv*d  their  care, 
On  Earth  to  dwell,  and  govetii  there: 
Till  finding  Earth  by  Heavcnunaw'd, 
Till  sick  of  Yiolence  and  fraud, 
Abandontng  the  guilty  crew, 
Back  to  ber  natiTe  sky  she  flew, 
There,  statiooM  in  the  Virgin-«ign, 
She  loog  bas  ceasM  on  Kaith  to  shine; 
Or  if,  at  times,  she  ddgns  a  smile, 
»T1s  chief  o'er  Brtitain>s  favour»d  Isle. 

For  there— ber  eye  with  wonder  fix'd  » 
That  wonder  too  with  pleasure  mix*d  ! 
She  now  beheld,  in  blooming  yonth, 
The  patron  of  all  worth  and  truth  ; 
Not  where  the  ^irtues  most  resort. 
On  peaceful  plaiiiss,  but  in  a  court ! 
Not  in  a  cottage,  all-unknown  s 
She  found  him  seated  on  a  throne ! 
What  fables  paint,  what  poets  ńng, 
She  found  in  fact— a  patriot-king ! 

But  as  a  sight,  so  nobly  new, 
Deserr^d,  she  thougbt,  a  nearer  ricw; 
To  where,  by  siWer-streaming  Thames, 
Ascends  the  palące  of  St  James, 
Swift  through  surrounding  shades  of  night^ 
The  goddess  shot  her  beamy  iłight. 
She  stoppM ;  and  the  reyealiug  ray 
Blaz'd  round  ber  ftivourite,  where  he  lay« 
In  sweet  repose :  o*er  all  his  fiace, 
Repose  shed  softer  bloom  and  grace ! 
But  fearful  lest  her  sun-bright  glare 
Too  soon  might  wake  him  tuto  care, 
(For  splendłd  toils  and  weary  state 
Are  every  monarch*s  envy'd  ftite) 
The  stream  of  circling  rays  to  sbroud, 
She  drew  an  interposing  cloud. 

In  all  the  silence  of  surprise, 
She  gazed  him  o'er !     She  saw  arise. 
For  gods  can  read  the  human  breast, 
Her  own  ideas  there  imprest ! 
And  thaft  his  plan  to  bless  mankind, 
The  plan  now  brightening  in  his  mind* 
May  8tory's  whitest  page  adom, 
May  shine  through  nations  yet  unbom, 
She  calls  Urbania  to  her  aid. 

At  once  the  fair  ethereal  maid, 
Daughter  of  MenM>ry  and  Jo^e, 
Descending  quits  her  laurePd  grove  i 
Loose  to  the  gale  her  azure  robę; 
Borne,  in  her  left,  a  stany  globe, 
Where  each  superior  son  of  Famę 
Will  find  inscribM  his'deathle8s  name^ 
Her  right  suśtains  th'  immortal  lyre, 
To  praise  due  merit,  or  inspire. 

"  Behold"— j^rea  thus  began— 
"  The  friend  of  ^irtue  and  of  man  J 
Calm  reason  see,  in  early  youth  ! 
See,  In  a  prince,  the  soul  of  truth  I 
With  love  of  justice,  tender  sense 
For  suffering  worth  and  innocenee ! 
Who  means  to  build  his  happy  reign 
On  this  blest  maxim,  wise  and  plain — 
Though  plain,  how  sełdom  understood! 
That,  to  be  great»  he  must  be  goad^ 
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His  bfeait  it  ofien  to  yoar  eye; 
Approftch,  Uimoia,  niark,  and  try* 
Thk  bomn  ne^ds  no  thoaght  to  hide: 
Hub  Turtae  dares  our  seai^  abideb 

**  Tbe  taered  ftiuntahis  to  secare 
Of  Jiotice,  undistoibYl  and  pure 
From  hopes  or  leart»  from  fraud  or  foroe, 
Td  niffle  or  to  stain  theurcounej 
That  tboe  may  flow  serene  and  free, 
Thę  Law  mnst  independent  be: 
Her  nunistieri,  as  in  my  sif  ht. 
And  minę  alone,  dispensing  right; 
Of  piercing  eye,  of  jodgment  elear, 
As  hooonr,  jost,  as  tnitb,  sincere, 
Witfa  temper,  fina,  with  spirit,  sagę, 
Hk  Mansfielda  of  each  lutore  aga. 

"  And  this  prane  blesaing  is  to  spring 
Fkom  yooth  in  purple !  from  a  king  ! 
yfbffi,  tme  to  his  imperial  tfosŁ, 
Hb  gieatness  ibnnds  in  being  jost ; 
PKpares,  like  yon  ascending  Sun, 
ffis  gfafioos  race  with  joy  to  na. 
And,  where  his  gradous  eye  appean, 
Ib  Mess  the  worid  he  Ugfats  and  cheert ! 

"  Soch  worth  with  eqoal  yoice  to  sing. 
Ufania,  strike  thy  boldest  string  ; 
And  Tnith,  whtmt  Toioe  alone  h  praise, 
That  bere  inspires,  sball  guide  tbe  lays. 
Begin !  awake  his  gentle  ear 
With  soonds  that  monarchs  rarely  hear. 
He  merits,  let  him  know  our  love, 
And  you  feeotd,  what  I  approre."         ^ 

She  ended :  and  the  heaven>bom  maid, 
Witk  soft  snrprise,  bis  form  8orvey*di 
She  nw  what  chastity  of  ihougkt 
Within  his  stainłess  bosom  wrought ; 
Ihen  fiz*d  QQ  earth.her  sober  eye, 
And,  pausing,  offer*d  this  reply. 

"  Nor  pomp  of  song,  nor  paint  of  art, 
Soch  tmths  shoold  to  the  world  impart. 
My  task  is  but,  in  simple  verse, 
Tbese  promis*d  wonders  to  reheane : 
And  when  on  these  our  verse  we  raise, 
The  plainest  is  tbe  noUest  praise. 

"  Yet  morę ;  a  Tirtnous  doobt  remains : 
Wooid  soeh  a  prinoe  permit  my  strains  i 
Deserńog,  bot  atill  shuttoing  famę, 
The  homage  d«e  he  mtght  dischim* 
A  prinoe,  who  mles,  to  save,  mankind, 
His  praise  wouU^  m  theńr  ▼irtoe,  And; 
WoohT  deem  their  striet  regard  to  laws, 
Tbeir  fitith  and  woith,  his  best  applaose. 
Thai,  Britods,  yonr  jnst  tńbute  br&ng, 
hi  deeds^  to  eraobte  yonr  king  ; 
fal  ^ńitnes,  to  redeera  yonr  age 
Fnan  Tenal  riews  and  patty-rage. 
Od  his  eiample  safely  i«st  $ 
He  ealls,  he  conrts  yon  to  be  blestf 
As  inends,  as  brcthren,  to  unitę 
hi  one  firm  league  of  jost  and  righŁ 

«*  My  part  is  Isst ;  ifBritainyet 
A  kiver  boasts  of  truth  and  wit. 
To  him  these  gntoful  lay»to  send, 
The  mooarch*s  and  the  Mme^u  friend; 
And  whose  fisir  name,  in  sacred  rhymes^ 
My  Yoice  may  give  to  latest  tittesL'* 

She  said;  at^  after  thtnking 6*er 
Tbe  men  in  place  near  half  a  scoie, 
To  rtiike  at  once  all  seandal  mute, 
Tbe  goddesi  ibond^  aod  flx'd  on  But«» 


TO  THB 

AUTHOR  OF  THE  PRECEDING  POBM. 

BY  B.  J.  B9Q»     .  ^ 

**  Well— now,  I  think,  we  shall  be  wiser,** 
Cries  Grub,  who  reads  tbe  Adrertiser, 
<'  Here's  Truth  in  Rhyme~a  gk>piou8  treat ! 
It  surely  must  abuse  the  great ; 
Perhaps  tbe  king^-^without  dispute 
Twill  fali  most  devilłsh  hard  on  Butę." 

Thrice  he  reviews  his  parting  shilltog, 
At  last  Tesolves,  though  much  unwilling. 
To  break  all  rules  imbib'd  in  youth. 
And  give  it  up  for  Rhyme  and  Truth : 
He  read»— he  frowns— -"  Why,  whsfs  the  matterł 
Danm  it-*here'8  neither  sense,  nor  Bat3nr— 
Herę,  take  it,  boy,  there^s  nothingin't: 
Sitch  fellows  !-~to  pretend  to  print  I" 

Blame  not,  good  cit,  tńe  poefs  rhymes, 
The  fieiulfs  not  his,  but  in  the  times : 
The  times,  in  which  a  monorch  reigns^ 
Form^d  to  make  happy  Britain*s  plains  i 
To  stop  in  their  destructiTe  course, 
DomesŁic  frenzy,  foreign  force. 
To  bid  war,  faction,  party  cease. 
And  Mess  the  weary'd  world  with  peace. 
The  times  in  which  is  seen,  strange  sighti 
A  coart  bodi  Tirtuous  and  pofite, 
Where  merit  best  can  recommend 
And  science  finds  a  constant  firienci, 

How  then  shoujd  Satyr  dare  to  sport 
With  such  a  king,  and  sueh  a  court, 
While  Truth  looks  on  with  rigid  eye. 
And  tells  her,  ei^ry  Iinc.'s  ą  lie? 


THE  DI8C0VEŃY: 


OPON  REAOINO  80MB  YERSES,  WRITTBN  BY  A  YOUNG  ŁABT 
AT  A  BOARIHNC  SCHOOŁ,  SBriBItBBB,  1*^60. 

Apollo  lately  sent  to  know, 

If  he  had  any  sons  below : 

For,  by  the  trash  he  long  had  seen 

hi  małe  and  female  magazine, 

A  hondred  quires  not  worth  a  groat, 

The  race  must  be  eztinet,  he  tbougbt. 

His  messedger  to  court  r^airs ; 
Waiks  softly  with  the  orowd  up  stairs : 
But  when  he  had  his  errand  told, 
The  courtiers  sneer'd,  Iwfli  young  Snd  old» 
Augustus  kiiit  his  royal  brow. 

And  bade  him  let  Apollo  ki|ow  it,. 
That  from  his  infency  till  now, 

He  loT'd  nor  poetry  nor  poet 
His  neict  adventure  was  the  Park, 
When  it  grew  fashicnably  dark: 
There  beauties,  boobieti,  strompets,  rakes,- 
Talk  much  of  commeroe,  whist,  and  stakes^ 
Who  tips  the  wink,  who  drops  the  card: 
But  not  oile  woi^  of  Yerse  or  bard. 

The  stage,  Apo11o's  old  domain, 
Where  his  true  sons  were  wont  to  reigi^ 
His  courier  now  past  frowning  by : 
Ye  modem  Durfeys,  tell  us  why. 

Slow,  to  the  city  last  he  went: 
There,  all  was  prose,  of  cent  per  cent. 
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There,  mlley-omnium,  script,  aod  booas, 
(Latin,  for  which  a  Mwe  would  Btone.iu, 
Yet  himest  6ideon'g  cia»ic  style) 
Madę  our  poor  Nuncio  stare  and  smile. 
And  now  the  clock  hą^  stnick  eleven  t 
Tbe  messenger  musi  back  to  Hearen  ; 
Bat,  jost  as  he  his  wiogs  bad  ty'd, 
LookM  op  Oneen-Sąuare,  the  north-east  side. 
A  bloomtng  creature  there  be  fband, 
With  pen  and  ink,  and  books  around, 
Alone,  and  writing  by  a  taper: 
He  read  unseen,  then  stole  ber  paper« 
It  much  amu8*d  him  on  his  way ; 
And  reaching  Heaven  by  break  of  day, 
He  8hov'd  Apollo  what  he  stole. 
The  god  pen]s*d,  and  Uk'd  the  whole  i 
Then,  calling  for  his  pocket-booki 
Some  right  celestial  vellum  iook ; 
And  what  he  with  a  sun*beam  there 
Writ  down,  the  Mose  thus  copies  fsir: 
"  If  I  no  men  my  sons  miist  cali, 
Here  *i  one  fair  dangfater  worth  them  a11 : 
Mark  then  the  sacred  woids  that  folkm, 
Sophia^s  minę*'— 00  sign'd  Atołło. 


ySRSBS, 


wftrmN  Foa,  akd  onrEM  ni  ranrr  to,  a  bbccar. 

X)  HSBcr,  Hearen's  fint  attribnte, 
Wbose  care  embraces  man  and  bmte ! 
Behold  me,  where  I  shivering  stand ; 
Bid  gentle  Pity  stretch  ber  band 
To  want  and  age,  disease  and  pain, 
That  ali  in  one  sad  objęci  reign. 
StiU  feeling  bad,  stUl  fearmg  worie, 
Eiistenoe  is  to  me  a  curse: 
Yet,  how  to  close  this  weary  eye  ? 
By  my  own  band  I  dare  not  die : 
And  Death,  the  friend  of  human  woas^ 
Who  brings  the  last  and  sound  repose ; 
Death  does  at  dieadfnl  distanoe  keep, 
And  lea?es  one  wretch  to  wake  and  weep  \ 


THE  REW  ART): 

oa, 

APOŁŁO*S  ACKNOWŁSGMBim  TO  CRARŁB8 
STANHOPB. 

warrTBN  ni  u.Dcc.vfiu 

A:KiUXi,  from  the  southem  sky, 
0'er  London  lately  glancM  his  eye. 
Jbst  sttch  a  glance  our  oourtters  throw 
At  suitors  whom  they  shun  to  know : 

Or  have  ywi  mark^d  the  aTerted  mień, 
The  chest  erect,  the  freezing  Iook, 

Of  Bumbo»  when  a  bard  is  seeo 
Charg'd  with  his  dedication-book  ? 
But  gods  are  nerer  in  the  wrong : 
What  then  dispk!as'd  the  power  of  soog? 

The  case  was  this  s  where  noble  arts 
Oiice  floorishM,  as  our  foftherB  tell  us, 

He  now  can  find,  for  men  of  parta, 
Nooe  but  lich  Uockheads  and  mera  feUows  ; 
Sinoe  drums,  and  dice,  and  dissipation 
HaYt  chM'd  all  taste  firom  all  the  natioik 


For  is  there,  now,  one  table  sprnd, 
Where  Sense  and  Science  may  be  fed  ? 
Where,  with  a  smile  on  every  foce, 
Invited  Merit  tokes  his  place  ? 
These  thoughts  put  Phoebus  in  the  spleen, 
(For  gods,  like  men,  can  feel  chagrin) 
And  left  him  on  the  point  to  shroud 
His  head  in  one  etemal  cloud ; 
When,  lo !  bis  all-disceming  eye 
Chanc^d  one  remaining  fnend  to  fppft 
Just  ćrept  abroad,  as  is  his  way, 
To  bask  him  in  the  nooo-tide  ray. 

This  Pbcebus  noting,  calPd  alodd 
To  erery  interposing  cloud ; 
And  bade  their  gatherM  mists  ascend, 
That  he  might  warm  his  good  old  friend  i 
Then,  as  his  chariot  rollM  along, 
T\in*d  to  his  l]rre  this  gratefiil  song. 

^  With  talents,  such  as  GkMl  bas  giTen 
To  ooomion  mortals,  siz  in  seven ; 
Who  yet  ba^e  titles,  ribbons,  pay. 
And  gorem  whom  they  should  obey ; 
With  no  more  frailties  than  are  fofinid 
In  thonsand  others,  oount  them  round; 
With  much  good  will,  instead  of  paits, 
Ezpress'd  for  artists  and  for  aits ; 
Who  smiles  if  you  ha^e  smartly  spoke; 
Or  nods  applause  to  his  own  joke; 
This  bearded  child,  this  gre7-hair'd  boy, 
StiU  plays  with  Ufo,  as  with  a  toy; 
StiU  keeps  amusement  foU  in  view: 
Wise  ?  Now  and  then— but  ofteBer  new  | 
His  coach,  this  bour,  at  Watson^s  door  ; 
Tlie  nezt,  in  waiting  on  a  whore. 

Whene*er  tbe  weloome  tidings  ran 
Of  monster  strange,  or  stranger  man^ 
A  Selkirke  from  Us  desert-isle^ 
Or  AUigator  firom  the  Nile ; 
He  saw  the  monster  in  its  shrine. 
And  had  the  man,  nest  day,  to  diiie» 

Or  was  it  an  hermaphrodile'  ł 
You  found  him  in  a  two-fold  buiry  ; 

Neglecting,  for  this  he-she-sigfat, 
The  single  charms  of  Fanny  Murray. 
Gathering,  firom  subuib  and  from  dty, 
Who  were,  who  would  be,  wise  or  witty ; 
The  fuU-wigg'd  sons  of  piUs  and  potioni; 
The  bags,  ^maggot  and  new  notions; 
Tbe  sagę,  of  microso^ie  eye, 
Who  reads  him  lectnres  on  a  fly  ; 
Gra^e  antiqnarie8,  with  thdr  flams ; 
And  poets,  sqnirting  epigrams : 
With  some  few  lorda— of  those  that  think* 
And  dip,  at  times,  their  pen  In  ink } 
Nay,  ladies  too,  of  diverM  fome, 
Who  are,  and  ase  pot,  of  tbe  gamę. . 
For  he  bas  ]ook'd  tbe  worki  around. 
And  pleasure,  in  each  quarter,  found* 
Now  young,  now  old,  now  graTe,'noir  gay, 
He  sinks  fiom  life  by  soft  decay ; 
And  sees  at  band,  witboot  affrigbt. 
Tli'  ineritable  bour  of  night." 

But  here,  some  pillar  of  the  state, 
Wbose  life  is  one  long  diiU  debatę, 
Some  pedant  of  the  nble  gown, 
Wno  spares  no  iailtngs,  but  bis  own. 
Set  up  at  once  their  deep-mouth'd  hollow: 
"  b  this  a  subject  ibr  Apollo ! 
What !  can  the  god  of  wit  and  ^terse 
Such  trifles  in  our  eart  reheane  ?'* 
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"  Kiiov,  pappies,  th»  man^is  easy  life, 
Senne  firtun  carea,  uavex*d  with  strife, 
Wai  oft  employM  in  doinc  good  j 
A  scMOCe  you  iie*er  understood: 
Aod  chftńt  j,  ye  sons  of  Pride,  ' 
A  roaltitade  of  &olts  will  hide. 
I,  at  his  board,  raote.  sense  have  found, 
Tlao  at  a  hundred  dinnera  round. 
Tkste,  lewoing,  mirth,  my  western  eye 
Coold  often,  there,  collected  spy : 
And  I  hare  jpne  well  p1eas'd  to  bed, 
RerolTiog  wbat  was  sung  or  said. 

**  And  be,  wIm  entertainM  them  all 
Wkh  oioch  frood  liquor,  strong  and  smaU  ; 
With  Ibod  in  plenty,  and  a  welcome, 
Which  wootd  become  my  lord  of  Melcombe ', 
Whoie  soups  and  sauees  dały  seasonM, 
WhoK  wit  well  tim'd,  and  sense  well  reason'd, 
Ghe  Bwguidy  a  brigbter  stain, 
And  add  new  flavour  to  Champagne — 
Shall  this  man  to  the  grare  desc^d, 
Unown'd,  unhonom^d  as  my  friend  ? 
No:  by  my  d^ty  I  swear. 
Nor  shall  the  vow  be  lo6t  in  air ; 
WhHe  yon,  and  mitljons  such  as  yoii, 
Ak  sonk  for  ever  firom  my  v1ew, 
And  kat  m  kindred-^tarkoŃess  lie, 
This  good  old  man  shall  never  die : 
No  matter  where  1  place  his  name, 
H»  )ove  of  leanuDR  shall  be  fome.** 
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MARINĘ  SOCIETY. 


ADYERTISEMENT. 

The  design  of  the  Marinę  Society  is  in  itself  so 
fandable,  and  bas  becn  porsued  s6  snccessfully 
tor  the  pablic  good,  that  I  thought  it  merited  a 
poUic  adcnowledgment  But,  to  taheoffirom 
the  flatncas  of  a  direct  compliment,  I  bave 
thrcNigfa  the  wllole  poem  loaded  their  institutioti 
with  sacb  reproaches  as  will  show,  I  hope,  in 
the  most  striking  manner,  its  real  ntiiity. 

^f  antheatic  accounts,  it  appears,  that  from  the 
fint  rise  of  tbis  society  to  the  preseot  year  1*762, 
they  have  collected,  clothed,  and  fitted  oat  for 
the  sea  ier?ice,  5452  grown  men,  4511  boys: 
in  all  99<»3  persons:  whom  they  lmve  thus  not 
only  saTed,  in  all  probability,  from  perdition 
and  inbmy,  bot  rendered  them  useful  members 
of  the  eomimmity ;  at  a  time  too  when  their 
coontry  stood  most  in  need  of  their  assistance. 


It  bas  been,  aD  ezamptes  show  it, 
Ibepnmlege  of  erery  poet, 
From  aaeient  down  thitmgh  modem  time, 
To  bid  dead  matter  Uyt  in  rfayme ; 

« Ibk  poem  was  eertainly  wńtten  in  1757;  but 
Ihe  reader  bas  only  to  remember,  that  Apollo  is 
thegodofpraphęcyatwffUaf  ofpoetry.   Mallet 


With  wit  enliren  senaeless  rocks ; 
Draw  repartee  from  wooden  blocks  ; 
Make  buzzards  senators  of  notę. 
And  rooks  harangue,  that  geese  may  yote. 

These  morał  fictions,  fint  design^d 
To  mend  and  mortify  mankind, 
Old  Esop,  as  our  children  know, 
Taught  twice  ten  hundred  yean  ago. 
His  fly,  upon  tlie  chariot  wheel, 
Coold  all  a  statesman'8  merit  feel; 
And,  to  its  own  imporUnce  just, 
Exclaim,  with  Bufo,  *'  What  a  dust !" 
His  horse-dung,  when  the  flood  ran  high, 
In  Coloa*s  air  and  acceot  ery, 
Wbile  tumbling  down  the  tuibid  stream, 
**  Lord  love  us,  how  we  apples  swim  !" 

But  further  instances  to  cite, 
Woald  tire  the  hearen*  patience  quite. 
No :  what  their  ąumben  and  their  wortb» 
How  these  admire,  while  those  hołd  foith, 
From  Hyde-Park  on  to  Clerkenwell, 
Let  clubs,  let  coffee-houses  tell ; 
Where  England,  through  the  world  renown*d,  ^ 
Tn  all  its  wisdom  may  be  foand  s 
While  I,  for  ornament  and  use, 
An  orator  of  wood  produce* 

Why  should  the  gentle  reader  stare  t 
Are  wooden  oraton  so  rare  ? 
Saint  Stephen's  Chapel,  Rafus'  Hall, 
That  hean  them  in  the  pleader  bawi, 
That  hean  them  in  the  psAriot  thander, 
Can  tell  if  such  thiags  are  a  wonder. 
So  can  Saint  Donstan'8  in  the  West, 
When^good  Romaine  harangues  hin  be6t» 
And  tells  his  stańng  congregation, 
That  sober  sense  is  surę  daronation  j 
That  Newton*s  guilt  was  worse  than  treason^ 
For  using,  what  God  gave  him,  reaaoo* 

**  A  poiJpf  all  this  prcfacing  !" 
Smart  Balbos  cńes:  "  eome,  name  the  thingi 
That  such  there  are  we  all  agree : 
What  is  this  wood  ?"  Why— Tybum-tree. 
Herethen  this  reTerend  oak  harangue ; 
Who  makes  men  do  so,  ere  they  hang. 

Patihulum  loqmtur, 

**  Each  thing  whatever,  when  aggrleT'd, 
Of  rigbt  complains,  to  be  reliev'd. 
When  rogues  so  nus'd  the  price  of  wbeat, 
That  few  folks  could  aflbrd  to  eat, 
(Just  as,  when  doctnn'  fees  run  bigh« 
Few  patients  can  afibrd  to  die) 
The  poor  dunt  into  murmun  break  ; 
For  losen  must  have  leave  to  speak : 
Then,  finom  reproaching,  fell  to  mawling 
Each  neighbour-rogue  they  found  forestalling. 
As  these  again,  their  knaves  and  setters, 
Durst  yent  complaints  agamst  their  betten^ 
Whose  only  crime  was  in  defeatimg 
Their  scheme  of  growing  rich  by  eheating  4 
So,  shall  not  I  my  wrongs  relate, 
An  injnr^d  mintst^  of  state  } 
The  ftaisher  of  care  and  pain 
May,  snre,  with  better  grace  complain» 
For  reasons  no  less  strong  and  tme. 
Marinę  Society,  of  you ! 
Of  you,  as  every  carman  knows» 
My  latest  and  most  fotal  foes. 

**  My  property  you  basely  steal, 
Wbicb  eT'n  a  British  ook  can  feet  | 
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Feel  and  reBent !  whaŁ  wonder  then 
It  Bbould  be  felt  by  British  men, 
When  France,  insulting,  dunt  in^ade 
Their  clearest  property  cyf  trade  ? 
For  which  both  nations,  at  tbe  bar 
Of  that  gupreme  tribunal,  war. 
To  sbow  their  reasons  baye  agreed. 
And  lawyers,  by  ten  thousands,  fee'd ; 
Who  now,  for  legał  qairlu  and  puns, 
Plead  włth  the  rhetoric  of  great  guns ; 
And  each  his  clienfs  cauae  maintmns. 
By  knocking  out  th'  opponenfs  brains : 
While  Europę  atl— but  we  adjoum 
This  wtse  digression,  and  return. 

*'  Your  rtiles  and  statutes  have  nndone  me: 
My  Burest  cards  begpn  to  shun  me. 
My  natire  subjects  dare  rebel, 
Those  who  were  bom  for  me  and  Heli :  . 
And,  but  for  you,  the  sconndrel-line 
Had,  every  mother*B  bod,  died  minę. 
A  race  unnumberM  as  unknown, 
Whom  town  or  subuib  calls  her  own; 
Of  yagrant  love  the  yarioas  spawn, 
Fh>m  rags  and  filth,  from  lace  and  lawn, 
SouB  of  ^eet-ditch,  of  bulks,  of  benches, 
Where  peer  and  porter  meet  their  wenches. 
For  neither  health  nur  Bhame  can  wean  ub, 
Fkom  mixing  with  the  midnight  Venua. 

**  Nor  let  tay  cits  be  here  ibrgot : 
Tbey  know  to  Btn,  as  wdl  as  sot 
When  Night  demure  walka  forth,  arrayM 
In  her  thin  negligće  of  shade, 
Late  riBen  from  their  long  regale 
Of  beef  and  beer,  and  bawdy  tale, 
Abroad  the  conftnon-council  sally, 
To  poach  for  gamę  in  lane  or  alley ; 
This  gets  a  son,  whose  first  essay 
WiU  filch  his  fothev'8  till  away ; 
A  daughter  that,  who  may  redre, 
'8ome  few  yean  hence,  with  her  own  sire: 
And,  while  hiB  band  is  in  her  placket, 
The  filial  virtue  picks  his  pocket 
Change-alley,  too,  is  grown  bo  nice, 
A  broker  dares  refine  on  rice : 
With  lord-like  scom  of  marriage-Towi, 
In  her  own  arms  be  cuckolds  ^Krnse; 
For  young  and  firesb  while  be  would  wish  her. 
His  loose  thoogfat  glows  with  Kitty  Fisher; 
Or,  after  nobler  ąnarry  running, 
Prófanely  paints  her  out  a  Gunning. 

'*  Now  these,  of  each  degree  and  sort, 
At  Wapping  droppM,  perhapa  at  court, 
Bred  up  for  me,  to  swear  and  lie. 
To  laugh  at  Heli,  and  Heaven  defy ; 
These,  Tybum^s  regimental  train, 
Who  risk  their  necks  to  spread  my  leign, 
From  age  to  age,  by  right  diTuie, 
Hereditary  rognes,  were  minę : 
And  each,  by  discipline  seyere, 
Improv*d  beyond  all  shame  and  fear, 
From  guilt  to  g^itt  advancing  daily, 
My  constant  friend,  the  good  Old-Bailey, 
To  me  madę  oTer,  late  or  soon; 
I  think,  at  latest,  once  a  noon : 
But,  by  yonr  mterloping  care. 
Not  one  in  ten  shall  be  my  share. 

"  Ere  'tis  too  late  your  errottr  see, 
You  foes  to  Britain,  and  to  me. 
To  me :  agreed — ^But  to  the  nation ; 
I  prove  it  thus  by  demonstratioik 


**  First,  that  there  is  much  good  in  ill. 
My  great  apostle  Mandevile 
Has  madę  most  elear.    Read,  if  you  please^ 
His  morał  fable  of  the  bees. 
Our  rererend  clergy  next  will  own, 
Were  all  men  good,  their  trade  were  gone  ) 
That  were  it  not  for  useful  vice, 
Their  leamed  pains  would  bear  no  price : 
Nay,  we  should  quickly  bid  defiance 
To  iheir  demonstrated  alliance. 

'*  Next,  kingdoms  are  composM,  we  know, 
Of  individuals,  Jack  and  Joe. 
Now  these,  our  sovereign  lords,  the  rabble. 
For  ever  prone  to  growl  and  squabble, 
The  monstrous  many-headed  beast, 
Whom  we  must  not  oflend,  but  feast, 
like  Ceiberus,  Bhould  have  their  sop : 
And  what  is  that,  but  trussing  up  ? 
How  happy  were  their  hearts,  and  gay, 
At  each  return  of  hanging-day  ^ 
To  see  Page  *  swinging  they  admire, 
Beyond  er^n  Madox  *  on  his  wire ! 
No  baiting  of  a  buli  or  bear. 
To  Perry  '  dangling  in  the  air! 
And  then,  the  bcing  drunk  a  week. 
For  joy,  some  Sheppard  >  would  not  6q\ieak ! 
But  now  that  thoBc  good  times  are  o'er, 
How  will  they  mutiny  and  roar! 
Your  scheme  absurd  of  sober  rules 
Will  sink  the  race  of  men  to  mules ; 
For  ever  drudging,  sweating,  broiling. 
For  ever  for  the  public  toiling : 
Hard  mastera !  who,  jnst  when  they  need  'eoit 
With  a  few  thistles  deign  to  feed  'em. 

**  Yet  morę— for  it  is  Beldom  known 
That  fault  or  folly  stands  alone — 
You  next  debauch  their  infmnt-mind 
With  fumes  of  honourable  wind ; 
Which  most  beget,  in  heads  untry'd, 
That  worst  of  human  rioes,  pride* 
All  who  my  humble  paths  fursake. 
Will  reckon,  each,  to  be  a  Blake; 
There,  on  the  deck,  with  arms  a*kiaibo^ 
Already  struts  the  futurę  Bembowj 
By  you  bred  up  to  take  delight  in 
No  earthly  things  but  oaths  and  fightiog. 
These  sturdy  sons  of  blood  and  bkiw^ 
By  puUing  Mounsieur  by  the  noBe, 
By  making  kicks  and  cufis  the  £BshłOQ« 
WUl  put  all  Europę  in  a  passioo. 
The  grand  alliance,  now  qiuulruple. 
Will  pay  UB  borne,  <ju8qu'  au  centuple:' 
So  the  French  king  was  heard  to  ary'*r- 
And  can  a  king  of  Frenchmen  lie  ? 

"  These,  and  morę  mischieiś  I  foreseo 
From  fondling  brats  of  base  degree. 
As  mushrooms  that  on  dunghiUs  rise^ 
The  kindred-weeds  beneath  despise  i 
So  these  their  fellows  will  contemn, 
Who,  in  revenge,  will  ragę  at  them :    ' 
For,  through  each  rank»  what  morę  offends^ 
Than  to  behold  the  rise  of  friends  ? 
Still  when  our  equals  grow  too  graai^ 
We  may  applaud,  but  we  must  hate. 
Tlien,  will  it  be  endor^d,  when  Joba 
Has  put  my  hempen  ribbon  on, 

*  As  these  are  all  peiaons  of  notę,  and  well 
known  to  our  readers,  we  t^ink  any  morę  paftico^ 
lar  mention  of  them  unnecesaryt    Malkt 


ZEPHYll;  OR,  THE  STRATAGEM. 


41 


To  tee  hii  uicieDt  ncamate  Okrod, 
Bj  joa  madę  ŁuAulent  and  pronda 
And  eariy  taught  my  tree  to  bilk, 
PiMB  in  another  all  of  sUk  ? 

**  Yet,  oae  moce  moarnfiU  case  to  pat; 
A  haadńd  ńwiitbs  at  once  yoa  thut! 
Half  Grut>-fltreet,  •Uaie'd  m  en  hour, 
Mist  cane  yoar  ioteipońog  power ! 
If  my  loit  eona  no  longer  steil, 
What  SOD  of  hers  can  earn  a  meal  ? 
Yoa  roin  many  a  gentle  berd, 
Who  Wd  by  beroes  that  die  bard  ! 
Their  brolher-bawken  too !  thatsunf 
Bdv  great  firom  irorld  to  world  tbey-swong; 
And  by  sad  sonaets,  quaver'd  lood, 
Drew  tean  and  bal^nce  from  tbe  crawd  I 

"  Blind  Fielding  too-*a  mischief  on  him  ! 
I  wiab  my  sons  would  raeet  and  stone  bim ! 
Seods  bis  black  stpiadrons  up  and  down, 
Who  dńye  my  best  boys  back  to  town. 
IWy  find  that  traTeUing  now  abroad* 
Tb  ease  licb  rascals  on  the  roady 
Ii  gTowa  a  calliog  mach  unsaib ; 
That  tbere  are  sarer  ways  by  hal^ 
To  wbich  they  ha^e  their  equal  claim, 
Of  earaing  daily  Ibod  and  iame : 
So  down,  at  home,  they  sit,  and  thiok 
How  best  to  rob,  with  pen  and  iok. 

**  Hence,  red-hot  letteis  and  esaays. 
By  the  John  lilborn  of  these  days ; 
Wbo  guarda  bis  want  of  shame  and  seose^ 
With  shield  of  sereniold  impodence. 
Hcnoe  cmrds  on  Pelhaon,  eards  on  Pitt, 
With  moch  abose  and  Uttle  wit. 
Henoe  libels  agamst  Hardwwke  penD*d, 
That  only  burt  wbea  they  oommend ; 
Hence  oft  ascrib*d  to  Fojc,  at  leait 
All  that  defamca  his  oamó-sake  beast. 
Hence  Cloacina  boorly  views 
Unnamber'd  laboars  of  the  Muse, 
That  sink,  where  myńads  went  before. 
And  sleep  within  the  chaos  hoar : 
While  her  bnnm  danghters,  under  ground» 
Are  fed  with  politics  profoond. 
Each  eager  band  a  fragment  snaps. 
Morę  escremeat  than  what  it  wiaps. 

**  These,  singly,  oontributioos  raise, 
Of  casoal  pod^ng  and  of  praisa 
Otfaers  again,  wbo  Ibim  a  gang, 
Yet  take  dne  measorea  not  to  hang» 
In  magasineB  theur  foroea  join. 
By  le^  metbods  to  porlom :  , 

Wbose  weekly,  or  whose  monthly,  feat  is 
Tint  to  deciy,  then  steal,  your  tieatise. 
So  rognes  in  France  peifofm  their  job; 
AsEassinating,  ere  they  rob. 

**  Bat,  this  kmg  nairatiTe  to  ck)se: 
They  wbo  woald  grievances  expose, 
In  sU  good  policy,  no  less, 
Sboald  show  the  methoda  to  redresik 
If  oommerce,  sinking  in  one  scalę. 
By  frand  or  haaard  oomes  to  iail ; 
The  task  is  nsst,  all  statesmen  know  it» 
To  find  another  where  to  throw  it, 
That,  rising  there  in  dne  degrae, 
The  public  may  no  kMer  be. 
Thos  haTing  heard  how  you  in^ade, 
Aad»^  one  way,  destroy  my  trade ; 
That  we  ai  last  may  part  good  fn«nds» 
fiear  how  yon  ftill  may  make  anmlds. 
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"  O  search  this  sinful  town  with  eare : 
What  nambers,  dały  mbe,  are  there ! 
The  fuU-fed  herd  of  money  jobbers, 
Jews,  Christians,  rOgues  alike  and  robbers ! 
Wbo  riot  on  the  poor  man'8  toils, 
And  fatteu  by  a  natł0o*s  spoils ! 
Tlie  crowd  ot  little  kna^es  in  place,' 
Dar  age'B  ebTy  and  disgroce. 
Secret  and  snag,  by  daily  steatth, 
The  bosy  Termin  pick  up  wealth  $ 
Then,  withoot  birth,  contro!  the  great! 
Then,  without  taleirts,  rule  the  state ! 

*'  Some  ladies  to&-*for  some  tbere  are, 
With  shame  and  decency  at  war ; 
Wbo,  on  a  ground  of  pale  threescore, 
Still  spread  the  rosę  of  twenty-^bar. 
And  bid  a  not>brown  basom  głów 
With  purer  wbite  than  lilies  know : 
Wbo  into  vice  intrepid  rosh ; 
Put  modest  whoring  to  the  Uush ; 
And  with  morę  front  eagage  a  trooper 
Than  Jenny  Jones,  or  Lucy  Cooper. 
Send  me  each  mischief-.making  nibbler ; 
Tis  equal,  senator  or  scribbler; 
Who,  on  the  self^same  spot  of  groand, 
The  self-same  bearers  staring  ronnd, 
Abjore  and  join  with,  praise  and  lilame, 
Both  men  and  measares,  still  the  sameu 
Or  serre  oar  ibes  with  all  their  might. 
By  proring  Biitons  dare  not  figfat: 
Slim,  flunsy,  fiddling,  futile  cItos, 
They  paint  the  natioB  €rom  themsetres  j 
Less  aiming  to  be  wiae  than  witty, 
And  mighty  pert,  and  mighty  pretty. 

"  Send  me  each  string — sa^e  green  and  bloe— 
These,  brother  Tower*hiU,  wait  for  yon^ 
Bot,  Lollius,  be  not  in  the  sp||Bcn  $ 
Tłs  only  Artbur*s  knights  I  mean— 
Not  those  of  ok)  renownM  in  fobie, 
Nor  of  the  round,  but  gaming-table ; 
Who,  every  night,  the  waiters  say. 
Break  every  law  they  make  by  day ; 
Ptange  deep  oar  yoath  in  all  tbe  -yiee 
Attendant  upon  drink  and  dice. 
And,  mizing  in  noctumal  bottles, 
DeTour  each  other's  goods  and  chattels ; 
While  from  the  mooth  of  magie  boK, 
With  curses  dire  and  dseadfoł  knoek^ 
They  fliog  whole  tenements  away, 
Fling  time,  heahh,  famę-  -yet  oałlr  it  play ! 
Till,  by  advice  of  qpeoial  fricnds, 
Tlie  titled  dupę  a  sharper  ends  s 
Or,  if  some  drop  of  noble  biood 
Remains,  not  quite  defil*d  to  mad, 
The  wretch,  unpilyM  and  alone, 
Leapi  beadlong  to  the  worid  nnknown !" 


,  ZEPHYR; 

•R.  THJB  STRAIAGJiM. 


Egregiam  Tero  laudem  et  spolia  ampla  refortis^ 
Una  dola  DiT<!im  si  Foemina  victa  duorum  est. 

.Viig. 


ARGUMENT. 


A  oertain  yoong  lady  was  surprised,  on  horseback, 
by  a  Tiolent  storm  of  wind  and  rain  from  the 
south-westj  which  raade  hor  dismount*  soma* 
what  precipitately. 
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OR,  THE  8TRATA6EM. 

Thk  god,  in  whOBe  gay  train  appear 
Thofle  gales  that  wake  ttte  purple  year ; 
Who  lights  up  health,  aod  bloom,  and  graoe 
In  Nature%  and  in  Mira'8  fece; 
To  speak  morę  plam,  the  western  wind, 
Had  seen  this  brightest  of  her  kind: 
Had  seen  her  oft  with  fresh  surpiise ! 
And  ever  with  desiriog  eyes! 
Much,  by  her  ahape,  her  look,  her  air, 
Disting^ishM  from  the  vulgar  fair; 
Morę,  by  the  meaning  aool  that  shines 
Through  all  her  channs,  and  all  refines. 
Bom  to  command,  yct  tum*d  to  please, 
Her  form  is  dignity,  with  eaae ; 
Hien — such  a  band,  and  such  an  ann, 
As  age  or  impotence  might  warm  \ 
Jost  such  a  leg  too,  Zephyr  knows, 
The  Mediolan  Yenos  shows ! 

So  far  he  sees ;  90  far  admires. 
Bach  charm  is  fuel  to  his  fires : 
Bot  other  charms,  and  those  of  price, 
That  fbnp  the  bounds  of  Paradise, 
Can  thoee  an  equal  praise  command ; 
All  turnM  by  Nature'8  finest  band  ? 
Is  all  the  consecrated  ground 
Whh  plumpness,  firm,  with  smoothness,  nrand  i 

The  world,  but  once,  one  Zenxi8  saw, 
A  foolUess  form  who  dar^d  to  draw : 
And  then,  that  all  might  perfect  be, 
All  rounded  off  in  due  degree. 
To  fumish  out  the  matchless  piece, 
Werę  rifled  half  the  toasts  of  Oreece. 
>Twas  Pitt*8  wbite  neck;  'twas  Belia^s  tfaigfa  ; 
'Twas  WaldegFsnre^s  sweetly-brilliant  eye ; 
Twas  gentle  Pembroke's  ease  and  grace, 
And  Henrey  lent  her  ma]den-&ce. 
But  dares  he  hope,  on  British  ground, 
That  these  may  all,  in  one,  be  fbund? 
These  chicily  that  still  shun  his  eye } 
He  knows  not;  but  he  means  to  try.  ** 

Aurora  rising,  fresh  and  gay, 
Gave  promise  of  a  golden  day. 
Up,  jwtth  her  sister.  Mira  rosę, 
Fonr  hours  before  o«nr  London  beauz ; 
For  these  are  still  asleep  and  dead, 
Save  -Arthur^s  sons— -not  yet  in  bed. 
A  rosę,  impearlM  with  orient  dew, 
Had  caught  the  passing  iair-one*s  view ; 
To  pluck  the  bud  he  saw  her  stoop^ 
And  try^d,  behind,  to  heaTe  her  hoop : 
Then,  while  across  the  daisy'd  lawn 
She  tum*d,  to  feed  her  milk-wfaite  fawi^ 
Due  westward  as  her  steps  she  borę, 
Would  swell  her  pettiooat,  before ; 
Would  subtly  steal  his  facis  between, 
To  see — ^what  never  yet  was  seen ! 
"  And  surę,  to  fan  it  with  his  wing, 
No  nine-month  symptom  e'er  canbring: 
Ifis  aim  M  but  the  nymph  to  please, 
Who  daily  coiirts  bis  cooling  breeze." 

Bnt  listen,  fond  believing  maid  ! 
When  Łore,  soft  traitor,  would  persuade, 
Wtth  ałł  the  morhig  skill  and  graca 
Of  pimctis'd  passion  in  his  faae. 


X>read  his  spprooeb,  distnist  your  ppwer-^ 

For  oh !  thm  is  one  shepherd'8  hour: 

And  though  be  long,  his  aim  to  oover, 

May,  with  the  friend,  disguise  the  lorer, 

The  sense,  or  nonsense,  of  his  wooing 

Will  but  adore  you  into  ruin. 

But,  for  those  butterflies,  the  beaux, 

Who  buz  around  in  tinśel-rows, 

Shake,  shake  them  off,  with  quick  diadain: 

Where  insects  settle,  they  will  stain. 

Thus,  Zephyr  oft  the  nymph  assailM : 
As  (rft  his  little  arts  had  failM : 
The  folds  o(  sUk,  the  ribs  of  whale, 
Resisted  still  his  feebte  gale. 
With  these  repulses  yex*d  at  heart, 
Poor  Zephyr  bas  reeoune  to  art : 
And  his  own  weakness  to  sopply, 
Calls  in  a  brother  of  the  sky, 
The  rude  South-west;  whose  mildett  play 
Is  war,  merę  war,  the  Rnasian  way: 
A  tempest-maker  by  bis  trade, 
Who  knowB  to  rayish,  not  persuade. 

The  terms  of  their  aerial  leagne, 
How  first  to  harass  and  fadgne, 
Then,  found  on  some  remoCer  plain. 
To  ply  her  dose  with  wind  and  rain; 
These  terms,  writ  fair,  and  seal'd  and  sign*d, 
Should  Webbe  or  Stokely  wish  to  find, 
Wise  antiqoaries,  who  explore 
All  that  bas  ever  passM— and  more; 
Though  faere  too  tiedions  to  be  told, 
Are  yonder  in  some  cloud  enrolFd, 
Those  floating  registers  in  air: 
So  let  them  mount,  and  lead  them  there. 

The  grand  alliance  thus  agre^. 
To  instant  action  they  proceed ; 
For  *tis  in  war  a  mazim  known, 
As  Prussia*s  monarch  well  bas  sbown. 
To  break,  at  once,  upon  your  fbe. 
And  strike  the  first  preventive  blow, 
With  Toro's  lungs,  in  Toronto  form, 
Whose  very  how  d'  y«  is  a  ttorm, 
The  dread  South-West  his  part  begon, 
Thick  clouds,  extingntshing  the  Sun, 
At  his  command,  f^m  pole  to  pole 
Dark  spreading,  o*er  the  foir-one  roli ; 
Who,  pressing  now  her  fiavourite  steed, 
Adom*d  the  pomp  she  deigns^to  lead* 

O  Mira !  to  the  fiiture  Uind, 
Th'  faisidłous  fbe  is  close  behind : 
Guard,  guard  your  treasura,  while  you  can; 
Unless  this  god  should  be  the  man* 
For  lo !  the  clouds,  at  his  known  caJl, 
Are  closing  round— they  burst  1  they  foJl  Y 
While  at  the  charmer  all  aghast, 
Ue  pours  whołe  winter  in  a  biast: 
Nor  cares,  in  his  impetuoos  mood, 
If  natiYes  founder  oo  the  flood ; 
If  Britaio^s  coast  be  left  as  bare  ■ 
As  he  resolves  to  leave  the  fair. 
Herę,  gods  resemble  humaii  breed; 
The  wońd  be  damnM— so  they  succeed. 

Pale,  trembling,  from  her  steed  she  fledp 
With  ńlk,  lawn,  linen,  round  her  head  ; 
And,  to  the  fawns  who  fed  abore, 
Unveil'd  the  last  reoess  of  love. 


>  The  Tery  day  on  which  the  ieet  under  adminl 
Hawke  was  bknm  into  Tnrbpy.    Mallet* 
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'  Bacb  YOndermg  Ikim  was  seen  to  bound  *, 
Bttch  branchy  deer  oPerl6a|»'d  bis  mound, 
At  agfal  of  tbal  sequefllar'd  glade, 
In  all  rts  ligfat,  in  «U  its  sbade, 
Which  rises  Łbere  ibr  wisest  cnds, 
To  deck  the  tempie  it  defeods. 

Lo!  gestie  tenants  of  tbe  gfOTe» 
For  wfaftt  a  thoHfiand  beroes  strOTc, 
When  Eiurope,  AsU»  both  in  anns, 
Dispated  one  lair  lady'8  chann& 
Tbe  Ymrpreteiidedlieleifieyes^; 
But  thJSy  bdieve  it,  was  the  prize. 
Hiis  ioiis'd  Achilles*  mortal  ire, 
This  strung  bis  Homei^s  epic  lyre ; 
Gmre  to  the  world  La  Mancha's  koight,  ' 

ADd  still  makes  bulls  and  beroes  flght 

Yet,  tboagh  the  distant  conscioiis  Masę 
Hus  aiiy  rape  detighted  views  ; 
Yet  she,  for  bononr  gnides  ber  lays, 
Enjoymg  yet,  disdams  to  pnuse. 
If  Fi«Dcbmen  always  fight  with  odds, 
An  they  a  patteni  tót  the  gods  ? 
Gm  Rnssia,  can  th'  Hongarian  Tanipire^ 
With  wbom  cast  m  the  Swedes  and  empire, 
Oan  Ibur  soch  power^  who  one  assail, 
Deserze  oar  praise,  shontd  they  prevail  ? 
O  migłity  triumph !  highreDown! 
TWo  gods  bave  brought  ooe  mortal  down ; 
Hnw  clubVd  their  ibroes  in  a  sŁorm, 
To  strip  one  belpless  female  form ! 
Strip  ber  staik  naked  ;  yet  confoss, 
Sucb  charms  are  Beauty*s  fairest  dress  ! 

But,  all-insensible  to  blame, 
The  sky-bom  rarishers  od  flame 
Enchanted  at  tbe  prospect  stood. 
And  kiasM  with  rapture  wbat  they  yiew^d. 

Sleek  S ^r  too  bad  done  uo  less ; 

Would  parsuDf:  berę  the  tnith  coofess : 
Nay,  one  brisk  peer,  yet  all-aIWe, 
Woald  do  tbe  same,  at  eighty-fire'. 

Bot  how,  in  ooloors  sofUy-bright, 
Where  strengtb  and  barmony  unitę. 
To  paint  the  limbs,  that  foirer  show 
Tltui  Massalina^s  borrowM  snów ; 
To  pnint  the  rosę,  that,  througb  its  sbade, 
Wtćk  thein,  ooe  buman  eye  sorT«y'd ; 
Wotttd  gracious  Phiebus  tell  me  how, 
Would  be  the  gennine  draught  avow, 
Tbe  Mnse,  a  second  Titian  then. 
To  Famę  might  conseerate  her  pen !  . 

That  Htian,  Natore  gaye  of  old 
Tbe  qpieen  of  beauty  to  behold, 
like  Mira»  oBadomM  by  dress, 
Bot  all  complete  in  nakedness : 
Thea  bade  his  emniating  art 
Thoae  wonders  to  the  worid  impart 
Aroniid  the  mdy  Otaces  stand, 
•*  With  each  a  penea  in  her  band';" 

*  Immemor  berbarwn  qa«s  est  mirata  juveoca. 

Viig. 

<  Et  luit  antę  Helanam,  &C.    Hor. 

4  A  oertam  nńscbieroos  demoo  that  delights 
mach  in  bnmaa  bkiod ;  of  wbom  tbere  ara  many 
sfeories  told  in  Hnngary.     Mallet. 

>  We  belieye  there  is  a  mistake  in  tbós  reading ; 
for  the  person  best  informed  and  mest  coocefoed 
assnres,  that  it  should  be  oniy  seventy-fiTe.  Mallet. 

*  This  ttne  is  supphed  to  perfect  thci  sense  and 
ihymCi 


Each  heightening  stroke,  each  happy  linę, 

Awakes  to  life  the  form  di^ine ; 

Till,  rais*d  and  roonded  erery  cbarm, 

Xad  all  with  yooth  immortal  warm, 

He  sees,  scarce  crediting  his  eyes, 

He  sees  a  brighter  Yeous  rise ! 

But,  to  the  gentle  roader'8  cost, . 

His  pencil,  with  his  life,  was  lost : 

And  Mira  must  contented  be. 

To  live  by  Ramsay  and  by  me. 
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Mark  it,  Cesario,  it  is  true  and  plain. 

The  spinsters  and  the  knitters  in  tbe  Siin,    [bones. 

And  the  free  maids  that  weave  their  thread  with 

Do  use  to  chant  it.     It  is  silly  sooth. 

And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  love, 

Like  the  old  age.  Shaksp.  Twetfth  Night 

Far  in  the  windnugs  of  a  rale, 

Fast  by  a  sheltering  wood, 
The  safe  retreat  of  Health  and  Peace, 

An  humble  cottage  stood. 

There  beauteous  Emma  flourish*d  fair, 

Beneath  a  mother^s  eye  j 
Włiose  only  wish  on  Earth  was  now 

To  see  ber4>le8t,  and  die. 

The  softest  blosh  that  Naturę  spreads 

Gave  colour  to  her  cheek : 
Sucb  orient  eolour  smiles  througb  Heaven, 

When  Temal  mornings  break.  ^ 

Nor  let  the  pride  of  great  ones  scom 

This  charmer  of  the  plains : 
That  Sun,  who  bids  their  diamonds  blaze. 

To  paint  our  lily  deigns. 

Long  bad  she  fllPd  each  yoiith  with  love, 

lEkch.  maiden  with  despair; 
And  thougb  by  all  a  wooder  own'd, 

Yet  knew  not  she  was  fair. 

Till  Edwin  came,  tbe  pride  of  swains, 

A  sonl  devoid  of  art ; 
And  firom  wbose  eye,  serendy  miid»  . 

Shone  forth  the  feeKng  beart 

A  mutual  flame  was  quickly  caught: 

Was  quickly  too  reveal'd: 
For  neither  bosom  lodg'd  a  wish, 

That  Yirtue  keeps  canceal'd. 

Wbat  happy  hours  of  bome-felt  bliss 

Did  love  on  both  bestow ! 
But  bliss  too  mighty  long  to  last, 

Where  Fortune  prores  a  foe. 

His  sister,  who,  Kke  ISarf  forin'd, 

like  her  in  mischief  joy'd. 
To  work  them  harm,  with  wicked  skill^ 

Each  darker  art  employ^d. 

The  fother  too^  a  sordid  mań, 

Who  loyejMr  pity  knew, 
Was  all-onfeeling  as  the  clod, 

From  whence  his  riches  grew. 
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loDg  had  he  seen  their  seeret  flame, 
And  seen  it  long  uninoT*d:, 

Then  with  a  father^s  irowii  ai  last 
Had  ffternly  disapproy'd. 

In  Edwin's  gentle  heart,  a  war 
Of  diiTering  passions  sŁrove : 

Hit  heart,  tbat  durst  not  disobey, 
Yet  could  not  ceaae  to  loTe. 

DenyM  her  ught,  he  oft  behind 
The  spreadiog  hawthorn  crept. 

To  snatch  a  głance,  to  mark  the  spot 
Where  Emma  walkM  and  wept. 

Oft  too  on  Stanemore*s  wintry  waste, 
fieneath  the  moon-light  shade, 

In  stghs  to  pour  bis  softenM  soal, 
The  midnight-monmer  stray*dl 


His  cheek,  where  bealth  with  beauty  glow*dy 

A  deadly  pale  o^ercast : 
So  fades  the  finesh  roae  in  its  prime, 

Before  the  northem  blast 


Tbe  parents  now,'  with  late  remone^ 
Hung  6'er  his  dying  bed ; 

And  weafy*d  Heayen  with  fraitless 
And  fruitless  sorrows  shed* 


"  Tls  past*»  he  cry'd— "  but  if  your  sonb 

Sweet  mercy  yet  can  move, 
Let  these  dim  eyes  once  morę  behotd, 

What  they  most  ever  love  !*' 

8be  came ;  his  cohi  band  sofUy  toach'dy 
And  batii'd  with  many  a  tear : 

Fast-ialling  o'er  the  primrose  pale, 
So  moming  dews  appear. 

But  oh !  his  sister^s  jealous  carOi 

A  cruet  sister  sfae! 
Forbade  what  Emma  came  to  say  $ 

"  My  Edwin,  livc  for  rae  !*' 

Now  homeward  as  she  hopeless  wept 
.   The  chnrch-3raid  patfa  akmg, 
The  blast  blew  oold,  the  dark  owi  tfcreamM 
Her  Iover's  foneral  song. 

Amid  the  falling  głoom  of  night, 

Her  startling  hncy  found 
In  erery  bosh  his  hovering  shade. 

His  groan  in  eyery  sound. 


Alone,  appaird,  thus  had  sbe  pass^d 

The  Yisionary  yale^ 
When  lo !  the  death-bell  smote  her 

Sad  sounding  in  the  gale ! 


Just  then  she  Teach'd,  with  tremUing  step, 

Her  aged  mother^s  door-* 
«  He  's  gone!"  she  cry^d;  «  and  I  shail  see 

Tbat  angel-face  no  moie* 

**  I  feel,  I  feel  tfais  braaking  heart 

Beat  high  against  my  side** — 
From  her  wbite  arm  down  sunk  her  head ; 

She  shivering  sigh*d,  and  dy'd. 


MALLErrS  POEMS. 


EZTRACT  OF  A  ŁBTTBft  mOM  THB  GUKATC  OP 
B0WB8,  IN  YORKiHIBB,  ON  THB  8UBJBCT  OF 
THB  PRBCEOIN6  FOBM. 

TO  lOU  COPFERTHWArrB,  AT  MAaSICK. 
WORTUY  SIR, 

*  *  *  As  to  the  aflair  mentioned  in  youre,  it  hap- 
pened  long  before  my  time.  I  have  therefore  been 
obliged  to  oonsult  my  clerk,  and  another  persoo 
in  the  neighbourhood,  for  the  tmth  of  tbat  mdan- 
choly  event.    The  history  of  it  is  as  folkiws : 

The  family^^name  of  the  young  man  was  Wright- 
sou ;  of  tbe  young  maiden  Ra»Iton.  They  were 
both  much  of  the  same  age  ;  tbat  is,  growing  op 
totwenty.  In  their  birth  was  no  disparity:  Imt 
in  fortunę,  alas  1  she  was  his  inferior.  His  fiither, 
a  bard  old  man,  wbo  had  by  his  toil  acąuired  a 
bandsome  oompetency,  expected  and  reqfltred  that 
his  son  should  many  suitably.  But,  as  amor  Tiocit 
omnia,  his  heart  was  unalterably  fixed  on  the 
pretty  young  creature  already  named.  Tbeir 
courtship,  which  was  all  by  stealth,  unknown  to 
the  family,  continued  about  a  year.  When  it  was 
found  out,  old  Wrightaon,  his  wife,  and  particu- 
laHy  their  crooked  daugbter  Hannah,  llouted  al 
the  maiden,  and  treated  her  with  notable  osd- 
tempt  For  they  held  it  as  a  ma»m,  and  a  rustk 
one  it  is,  "tbat  blood wasnothing  withont  groats." 

The  young  lover  sickened,  and  took  to  his  bed 
about  ShroTe  Tuesday,  and  diod  the  Sunday  seveii- 
night  alter. 

On  the  last  day  of  his  illness,  be  desired  to  see 
his  mistress.  She  was  civilly  received  by  tbe  mo- 
ther,  wbo  bid  ber  welcome — when  it  was  too  late. 
But  her  daugbter  Hannah  lay  at  his  back  i  to  cnt 
them  off  from  all  opportunity  of  esćhanging  tbeir 
thoughts. 

At  her  return  home,  on  bearing  the  beli  toU  out 
for  bis  departure,  she  screamed  aloiid  that  ber 
heart  was  bur&t,  and  expired  some  moments  alter. 

The  then  curate  of  Bowes'  inserted  it  in  hb 
register,  that  tbey  both  died  of  love,  and  were 
buńed  in  the  same  grave,  March  15, 1714.     I  am« 

DEAR  SfR, 

Youis,  &c» 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LADY  ANSON. 

ADDRBSSED  TO  HER  PATHER,  1761. 

O  cROWN*D  with  honour,  blest  with  lengtb  of  days» 
Thou  whom  th4  wise  rcvere,  the  worthy  prą  iii* ; 
Just  guardian  of  tbose  laws  thy  voioe  explain*d. 
And  meriting  all  titles  thou  hast  ^in^^* 
Though  still  the  lairest  from  Heaven*s  bounty  flow; 
For  good  and  gieat  no  monarch  can  beitow': 
Yet  thus,  of  healtb,  of  famę,  of  irtends  possest. 
No  fortunę,  Haidwickc^  is  sinoerely  Uest. 

*  Bowas  ia  a  smali  Tillage  in  YoriEshńre,  where  in 
former  times  the  earłs  of  Richmond  baid  a  castk. 
It  stands  on  the  cdge  of  that  va«tand  mountaónous 
tract,  named  by  the  neigNbouring  people,  Slsoie- 
morę;  which  is  always  esposed  to  wind  and  wear 
ther,  dotolate  aad  soKtaiy  tbroogbiMt  Gamd. 
Brit. 
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M  hnman-kind  are  9008  of  sorrow  born : 

The  great  must  suffer,  and  the  good  ińust  moiirn. 

For  ny,  can  Wi9dom'8  self,  what  late  was  thine, 
Gui  Fortłtude,  witboot  a  si^ch,  redgn  ? 
Ah,  no !  when  Lorę,  when  ReasoD,  hand  id  hand, 
Cer  tbe  cdd  nn  consenting  moumers  stand, 
The  firmest  heart  dissolres  to  wften  here : 
And  Fiety  applaiids  tbe  falling  tear. 
Thoae  saered  drops,  by  Tirtuoas  w^kneas  shed, 
Adom  tbe  liTmg,  while  they  gracf^  the  dead : 
Ffom  ieoder  thoagbt  their  80U|i;e  unblamM  they 

draw, 
By  Heaven  appnnr>d,  and  true  to  Natafc's  law. 

When  his  lo^d  child  the  Roman  could  not  sare, 
Immortal  Tdlly,  from  an  early  gnre  ■, 
Ko  commoo  forms  his  home-felt  passion  kept: 
The  sagę,  the  patriot,  in  the  parent,  wept 
And  O  by  grief  ally'd,  aa  join^d  in  famę, 
The  same  thy  loa,  thy  sorrows  are  the  same. 
Sbe  wbom  tbe  Muses,  whom  the  Łoves  deplore, 
ET^n  she,  thy  pride  mań  pleasure,  is  no  morę : 
Tn  bkmD  of  yeara,  in  all  ber  tirhie^s  bloom, 
liNt  to  thy  hopes,  and  silent  in  the  tomb. 

O  season  mark'd  by  mourning  and  despair, 
Thy  Uasts,  how  fiital  to  the  young  and  fair } 
For  Temal  freshness,  for  the  balmy  breeze, 
Hiy  tainted  winda  come  pregnant  with  disease: 
SidL  Natnre  sunk  befbre  the  mortal  breatb, 
lliat  icatter'd  ferer,  agony,  and  death ! 
What  {nserals  bas  thy  cruel  rarage  spread  ! 
What  eyes  have  flow*d !  what  noble  bosoms  bied! 

Here  let  Reflection  Ax  ber  8ol>er  view : 
O  think,  who  suffer,  and  who  sigh  with  yoo. 
See,  rudely  snatch^d,  in  all  ber  pride  of  charms, 
Bright  Granby  from  a  youthful  hu8band's  arms ! 
In  dimes  far  djstant,  see  tbat  husband  moum ; 
His  anna  rerers^d,  his  recent  laarel  tom  ! 
Behold  again,  at  Fate^s  imperious  cali, 
in  ooe  dnead  instant  blooming  Lincoln  iall  1 
See  hor  loY^d  lord  with  apeechIcM  anguish  bend ! 
And,  mising  tears  with  his,  thy  nobłett  fiiend, 
lliy  Fdham,  tum  on  HeaTen  his  streaming  eye: 
Again  in  her,  be  sees  a  brother  die ! 

Awl  he,  who  kng,  unsbaken  and  serene, 
Had  death,  in  each  dire  ferm  of  teriour,  aeen, 
Through  woilds  unknown  o'er   unknown  oceans 

tost. 
By  hifve  sabdued,  now  weepa  a  ooosort  lost: 
Now,  sunk  to  fondness,  all  the  man  appean. 
His  front  dejected,  and  his  sonl  in  tears ! 

Yet  morę :  nor  thou  the  Muse*s  foioe  disdałn, 
Who  Ibodly  tries  to  soothe  a  father^s  pain — 
Let  thy  calm  eye  sunrey  the  suffering  hall : 
See  Idngdoms  round  thee  verging  to  their  fali! 
What  spring  had  promisM  and  what  autumn  yields, 
Tbe  bread  of  thousaoda,  raTishM  finom  their  fields ! 
See  youth  and  age,  tb*  ignoble  aod  the  great, 
S^ept  to  one  grare,  in  one  promiscuous  fate ! 
Hear  Europę  groan !  bear  all  her  nations  moum ! 
And  be  a  private  wound  with  patience  borne. 

Thfaik  too :  and  reason  will  confirm  the  thought : 
Thj  cares,  for  ber,  are  to  their  period  brougbt 
Yei,  she,  fiair  pattera  to  a  failing  age, 
With  wit,  chastis*d,  with  sprigbtly  temper,  sagę: 

■  Tnilia  died  about  the  age  of  two  and  thirty. 
She  is  celebrated  for  her  filial  piety ;  and  for  hav- 
ing  added,  to  tbe  usual  graces  of  her  sex,  the  morę 
acoooiplishiDenU  of  knowladge  aod  polita  let- 
Mallet. 


Whom  each  endearing  name  eonld  reeommend, 
Whom  all  became,  wife,  sister,  daoghter,  fnend, 
Unwarp*d'  by  folly,  and  by  vice  mistain'd, 
The  prize  of  virtue  has,  for  ever,  gain^d  \ 
From-life  escap'd,  and  safe  on  that  calm  shora 
Where  sin  and  pain  and  errour  are  no  more» 
She  now  no  change,  nor  yon  no  fear  can  feel  i 
Death,  to  her  famę,  has  fb^d  th'  etemal  aeal ! 


ji  FUNERAL  hymn: 

Yb  midnight  shades,  o*er  Naturę  apread ! 

Dumb  silence  of  the  dreary  hour  1 
In  boDOur  of  th'  approaching  dead, 
Around  your  aw^l  terrours  pour. 

Yes,  pour  around. 

On  this  pale  ground, 
Thnmgfa  all  this  deep  surroundłng  gloooi, 

The  sober  thought, 

The  tear  nntaught, 
Those  meetest  moumera  at  a  tomik 

Lo  I  as  the  sorplic*d  train  draw  near 

To  this  last  mansion  of  mankind, 
The  slow  sad  beli,  the  sable  bier, 
In  holy  musings  w  rap  the  mind ! 
And  wkile  their  beam, 
Witb  trembling  stream, 
Attending  tapers  fiedntly  dart ; 

Each  mouldering  bonę, 
Each  sculptur'd  stone, 
Strikes  mute  instroctioti  to  the  heart ! 

Now,  let  the  saered  organ  blow, 
With  solemn  pause,  and  sounding  slow? 
Now,  let  the  roice  due  measare  keep, 
In  strains  tbat  sigh,  and  words  that  weep; 
Till  all  the  Tocal  current  blended  roli, 
Not  to  depress,  bot  lift  the  soaring  soul. 

To  lift  it  in  the  Maker^s  praise, 

Who  first  inibrm^d  our  frame  with  breath: 
And,  after  some  few  stonny  days, 

Now,  gracious,  gives  us  o*er  tu  I>efl(th, 

No  king  of  fears, 

In  him  appears, 
Who  sbuts  the  scenę  of  human  woes } 

Beneath  his  shade 

Securely  laid, 
The  dead  alone  fmd  true  repose. 

Tben,  while  we  mingle  dust  witli  dust; 

To  One,  supremely  good  and  wise, 
Raise  haHehi)ahs  (  God  is  just. 
And  man  most  happy,  when  he  dies ! 
His  Winter  past, 
Fiair  Spring  at  last 
Recdres  him  on  her  ftowery  shore ; 
'   Whero  Pleasure^s  rosę 
Inunortal  blows. 
And  fin  and  sorrow  are  od  moro  ! 


r 


TO  JUt/RJ. 

FROM  THB  COUNTRr. 


At  this  tatę  bonr,  the  world  lies  hu8b'd  bełoir, 
Nor  is  one  breath  uf  air  awalra  to  blow. 


46 


MALLETS  POEMS. 


Now  walks  mute  Midnight,  darlding  o'er  the  plain, 
Rest,  and  soft-footed  Silence,  in  his  traio. 
To  bless  the  cottage,  and  renew  the  swain. 
These  all-asleep,  me  alł-awake  they  find ; 
Nor  rest,  nor  silence,  cbann  the  lorer^s  mind. 
Already,  I  a  tbousand  tonnents  prove, 
The  thousand  tonnents  of  divided  love : 
The  rolling  thought,  impą^ient  in  thó  breast  j 
The  fluttering  wish  on  wing,  that  will  not  rest ; 
Desire,  whose  kindled  flames,  undying,  gplow^ 
Knowledge  of  distant  bliss,  and  present  woe; 
Unhush'd,  nnsleeping  all,  with  me  they  dwel1» 
Children  of  absence,  and  of  lovnig  well ! 
These  pale  the  cfaeek,  and  cloud  the  cheerless  eye, 
Swell  the  swlft  tear,  and  heave  the  frequent  figh: 
These  reach  the  heart,  and  bid  the  bealth  decline ; 
And  these,  O  Mira  !  these  are  tnily  minę. 
She,  whose  sweet  smile  woold  gladden  all  the 
gTOve, 
Whose  mind  is  muńc,  and  wbose  looks  are  lorę ; 
She,  gentle  power !  ▼ictorioas  softness ! — She, 
Mira,  ts  fer  fhmi  hence,  fnm  love,  and  me; 
Yet,  in  my  erery  thought,  her  ferm  I  find, 
Her  looks,  her  words — her  world  of  charms  com- 
Sweetness  is  her'8,  and  unafFected  ease ;   [bin'd ! 
The  native  wit,  that  was  not  tatight  to  please. 
Whatever  sofŁly  animatcs  the  face, 
The  eye*s  attemper*d  fire,  the  winning  grace, 
Th*  unstudy*d  smile,  the  blush  that  nature  warms^ 
And  all  the  graceful  negligence  of  charms  ! 
Ha !  while  I  gazę,  a  thousand  ardours  rise ; 
And  my  fir^d  bosom  flashes  from  my  eyes. 
Oh  !  melting  mildness  !  miracle  of  charms  ! 
Receive  my  soul  within  those  fbiding  arms ! 
On  that  dear  bosom  let  my  wishes  rest — 
Oh  !  softer  than  the  turtle^s  downy  breast  1 
And  see !  where  LoTe  himself  is  waiting  near ! 
IJere  let  me  ever  dwell — for  Heaven  is  here  ! 


A  WINTER^S  DAY. 

Wtimif  Dl  A  BTAtS  OF  MEŁAMCBOŁY. 

Now,  gkomy  soul !  look  out — now  comes  thy  tum ; 
With  thee,  behold  all  rarag^d  nature  moum. 
Hail  the  dim  empire  of  thy  darling  night, 
That  spreads,  slow-^hadowing,  o'er  the  TanąuishM 

light 
Look  out,  with  joy  ;  the  ruler  of  the  day, 
Faint,  as  thy  hopes,  emits  a  glimmering  ray : 
Already  eziPd  to  the  ntmost  sky, 
Hither,  oblique,  he  tum*d  his  clouded  eye. 
Lo !  iióm  the  Hmits  of  the  wintery  pole, 
Mountainous  clouds,  in  rude  confusion,  roli : 
In  dismal  pomp,  now,  hovcring  on  their  way. 
To  a  sick  twilight,  they  redooe  the  day« 
And  hark  !  imprisonM  winds,  broke  kosę,  arise. 
And  roar  their  haughty  triumph  through  the  skies. 
While  the  driTen  clouds,  o^ereharg'd  with  floods  of 

rain, 
And  mmgled  lightning,  burst  upon  the  plain. 
Now  see  sad  Earth — like  thine,  her  altei^d  stajte, 
Like  thee,  she  moums  her  sad  reverBe  of  Fate ! 
Her  smile,  her  wanton  looks — where  are  they  now  ? 
Faded  her  face,  and  wrapt  in  clouds  her  brow  ! 

No  more,  th'  ungratefiil  verdure  of  the  plain ; 
No  more,  the  wealtii>«rownM  laboun  of  the  swatn; 


These  scenes  of  bliss,  no  more  upbraid  niy  l«Łe» 
Tortnre  my  pining  thought,  and  rouse  ray  hate. 
The  leaf-clad  forest,  and  the  tufted  grove, 
Erewhile  the  safe  retreats  of  happy  love, 
Stript  of  their  honours,  naked,  now  appear; 
This  is-^4ny  soul  t  the  winter  of  their  year ! 
The  little,  noisy  songsters  of  the  wing, 
All,  shirering  on  the  bougfa,  forget  to  sing. 
Hail !  rereroid  Silence !  with  thy  awful  brow  ( 
Be  Music's  voioe,  for  ever  mute— >as  now : 
Let  no  intrusiye  joy  my  dead  repose 
Disturb  i^^io  pleasnre  disconcert  my  woea. 

In  this  moss-oo^er^d  ca^em,  hopeless  laid. 
On  the  cołd  clifi^  Tli  lean  my  aching  head  $ 
And,  pleas'd  with  Winter^s  waste,  unpitying^  see 
All  nature  in  an  agony  with  me ! 
Rough,  rugged  rocks,  wet  marshes,  ruin'd  towen, 
Bare  trees,  btown  brakes,  bleak  heaths,  and  rushy 

moors, 
Dead  floods,  huge  cataracts,  to  my  pleas'd  eyes — 
(Now  I  can  smile  !) — in  wild  disorder  rise : 
And  now,  the  various  dreadfulness  combin*d, 
Black  Mclancholy  comes,  to  dozę  my  mind. 

See !  Night's  wbh'd shades rise,  spreading through 
the  air, 
And  the  lone,  hollow  gloom,  for  me  prepare ! 
Hail !  solitary  mirr  of  the  grave  ! 
Parent  of  terrours  !  from  thy  drcary  care  \ 
Let  thy  dumb  silence  midnight  all  the  ground. 
And  spread  a  welcome  borrour  wide  around. — 
Bat  hark  !  a  sudden  howl  invades  my  ear ! 
The  phantoms  of  the  dreadful  hour  are  near. 
Shadowsy  from  each  dark  cavem,  now  combine, 
And  stalk  around,  and  uix  their  yells  with  minę. 

Stop,  flyisg  Time !  repose  thy  restless  wing  ^ 
Fix  here — nor  hasten  to  restore  the  spring-: 
Fix*d  my  ill  fate,  so  fix*d  let  winter  be — 
Let  never  wanton  season  laugh  at  me  ! 


PROLOGUE 


TO 


THE  MASQUB  OF  BRITANNIA, 

SPOEBN  BY  UR,  GARRICK ',  1755,  IV  TOB  CHABACTEE  OP 
A  SAIŁOt,  ronDŁlD  AMD  TAŁKIM6  TO  HIMSELF. 

J7e  enters,  »nging, 
'<  How  pleasant  a  8aik>r*s  life  passe»— '* 

Well,  if  thou  art,  my  boy,  a  little  mellow  ? 
A  sailor,  half  seas  o*er — 's  a  pretty  fellow ; 
What  cheer  ho  ?  Do  I  carry  too  much  sail  ? 

[To  the  pił. 
No — tight  and  trim — ^I  scud  beforc  the  gale — 

[He  siaggersforward,  tfhm.  slops. 
But  sofUy  thougb — the  Tessel  seems  to  heel : 
Steady  !  my  boy — she  must  not  show  her  keel. . 
And  now,  thus  ballasted — what  course  to  steer? 
Shall  I  again  to  sea — and  hang  mounseer  ? 
Or  stay  on  shore,  and  toy  with  Sali  and  Sue — 
Dost  love  'em,  boy  ?^-By  this  right  hand,  I  do ! 
A  well-rigg'd  girl  is  surely  most  inviting : 
There's  nothing  better,  faiifa— sarefiip  and  figbting: 
Fur  shall  we  sons  of  beef  and  freedom  stoop, 
Or  lower  our  flag  to  slayery  and  soup  ? 

■  Some  of  the  lines  too  were  written  by  him. 
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Wbat!  sbsll  these  p«rły-voii8  makesucb  a  racket, 
And  me  not  lend  a  haiid,  to  lace  Łheir  jackcŁ? 
Sdl)  sliall  Old  England  be  your  FrenchmaD^s  batt? 
Wbene^er  be  shoiBes,  we  sboiild  always  cut. 
ru  to  *em,  faith — Avast — ^before  I  go— 
HaTe  I  not  promisM  Sali  to  see  the  sbow  ? 

[PuUs  out  a  play  bitt* 
From  this  mne  paper  we  abail  understand 
Wkal  vofk^  to-night— ru  read  yoor  pńnted  band ! 
Bot,  flnt  feiresh  a  bit— lor  faith  I  need  it-— 
FU  take  one  fogar-plom— aod  then  III  read  it. 

ITakes  some  tobaeco. 
He  rtadt  ikeplap-htU  ofZara,  which  vmu  acUd  (hot 
nenmg, — Ut  the  Tke-atr^-Royal — Drury-Lane—^ 
teiO  be  pretenta-łed  a  tragedy  called 

SARAH. 

Fm  glad  tś  Sarah — Tbeo  our  Sali  may  see 
Her  oaneaake'*  tragedy;  and  as  for  me^ 
FU  sleep  as  aound,  as  if  I  were  at  sea. 

To  9ldek  mil  be  added — a  new  Matqme, 

Zoonds  I  why  a  Mask }  We  saikin  bate  grimaces: 
Ahc/re^4xMrd  all,  we  soora  to  bidę  our  fiuses. 
Rat  wbat  is  berę,  8o  Tery  large  and  plain } 
Bń-ta-Dia — oh  Britania  I— good  agahi—- 
Hozza,  boya !  by  the  Royal  Oeorge  I  swear» 
Tom  Cosen,  and  the  crew,  shaU  straight  l6  there. 
All  free-bom  souls  must  take  Bri-ta-Dia's  part, 
Aod  give  ber  three  roond  cheen,  with  band  and 
heart.  '  [Gomg  off,  he  ttapt, 

I  wis»h  yon  landmen,  thoagb,  woald  leave  your  tricks, 
Yoor  fiictioos,  parties,  and  damoM  politics : 
And,  like  ns,  hooest  tan,  drink,  figbt,  and  sing ! 
Troe  to  youneWes,  yoor  country,  and  your  king ! 


ISSCRIPnON  FOR  A  PICTURE. 

Wrni  no  one  talent  that  deBer^es  apptause ; 
With  no  one  ankwaidnees  tbat  laugbter  draws; 
Who  thinks  not,  but  just  ecboes  what  we  say ; 
A  dock,  al  mom,  wound  op,  to  run  a  day : 
Hb  hmim  goes  in  one  smooth,  simple  strain; 
He  itops:  and, then,  we  wnid  him  up  again. 
StiU  bovering  roand  the  fiur  at  fifty-fonr, 
Uofit  to  lorę,  unable  to  give  o^er ; 
A  Ocihtiy,  that  jnst  ftottem  on  the  wing, 
Awake  to  buz,  but  not  riiye  to  stmg ; 
Briak  wfaere  be  cannot,  backward  where  he  can; 
The  teasing  ^K»t  of  the  departed  mao. 


SONG. 


TO  A  SCOrCH  TUTHE,  MAIT  SCOT. 

Waot  Tbames,  along  the  daisyM  meada» 
ffii  ware,  in  locid  mazes,  kads, 
SSeot,  dofw,  teicnely  fiowing, 
Westth  on  either^shoice  bestowiog : 
Tbere,  in  a  safe,  thougb  smali  retreat, 
Coamt  and  Lorę  hare  fizM  thęir  seat : 
lof^e,  that  counts  his  duty,  pleasure; 
Gontent,  that  kaows  and  hugs  his  treasure. 


Frora  art,  from  jealousy  secure ; 

Ab  iaith  unblam*d,  as  friendship  pure ; 

Vain  opinion  nobly  scoming. 

Yirtue  aiding,  Ufe  adoming* 

Fair  Thames,  along  thy  flowery  sidę, 

May  those  whom  truth  and  reaaon  guid^ 

All  their  tender  J^ours  impn>ving, 

Iive  like  us,  beloTM  and  lońng  1 


TO  MR.  THOMSONi 

ON  HM  lVBŁMHXNO  THB  BSCONO  BDmON  OF  HIS  POBM, 

CAŁŁED  WIMTSa. 

CBAaii'D,  and  instnicted,  by  thy  powerful  song, 
I  baTO,  unjust,  withheld  my  thanks  too  long : 
This  debt  of  gratitade,  at  lengtb,  receive, 
Warmiy  sincere,  'tis  all  thy  friend  can  give. 

Hiy  worth  new  lights  the  poef  s  darken^d  namc^ 
And  shows  it,  blazing,  in  the  brightest  famę. 
Througb  all  thy  vańou8  Winter,  fuli  are  found 
Mag^ficence  of  tbougbt,  and  pomp  of  sound, 
Clear  depth  of  sense,  eacpression^s  beightening  grace. 
And  goodness,  eminent  in  power,  and  place ! 
For  this,  the  wise,  the  knowhig  few,  commend 
With  zeatoas  joy—- for  thou  art  Yirtue^s  friend: 
Ey^n  Age,  and  Thith  seyere,  in  reading  thee^ 
That  Heayen  inspires  the  Muse,  conTinc'd,  agree. 

Thus  I  dare  sing  of  merit,  faiotly  known, 
Fńendless— supported  by  itself  alone : 
For  those,  whose  aided  will  could  iift  tbee  high 
In  fortunę,  see  not  with  Discemmepfs  eye. 
Nor  place,  nor  power,  bestows  the  sight  refin'd; 
And  wealth  enlarges  not  the  uarrow  mind. 

How  could*st  thou  tbink  of  such,  and  write  so 
weU? 
Or  hope  reward,  by  daring  to  excell  ? 
Unskilful  of  the  age !  untaught  to  gain 
Tbose  iayours,  which  the  ^ftwning  base  obtain ! 
A  thousand  shameful  arts,  to  thee  unknown, 
Falsehood,  and  flattery,  must  be  iirst  thy  own. 
If  thy  1ov*d  country  liogers  in  tby  Ueast, 
Thou  must  drive  out  th'  unprofitable  guest: 
Eztinguish  each  bright  aim,  that  k'ndies  there. 
And  centrę  in  thyself  thy  erery  care. 

But  hence  that  ylleness — pleas*<l  to  charm  man- 
kind, 
Cast  each  Iow  tbougbt  of  interest  far  behind: 
Neglected  into  noble  scom — away 
From  that  wom  path,  where  vulgar  poets  stray: 
loglorious  berd  !  profuse  of  venal  lays ! 
And  by  the  pride  aespis*d,  they  stoop  to  praise ! 
Thou,  careless  of  the  statesman'*s  smile  ur  frown, 
Tread  that  straight  way,  that  leads  to  fair  renown. 
By  Yirtue  guided,  and  by  Olory  firM, 
And,  by  reluctant  £nvy,  slow  aidmir^d, 
Dare  to  do  well,  and  in  thy  boundless  mind, 
JBmbiace  the  generał  welfare  of  thy  kind : 
£nrich  them  with  the  treasures  of  thy  thought, 
What  HeaTen  approYcs,  and  what  the  Muse  bas 

tanght. . 
Where  thy  power  fails,  unable  to  go  on, 
Ambitious,  greatly  will  the  good  undone. 
So  shall  thy  name,  througb  ages,  brigbtening  ihine, 
And  distant  praise,  from  woith  unbom,  be  thlnej 
So  shalt  thou,  happy !  merit  Heaven*s  regard. 
And  find  a  glorious,  though  a  late  reward. 


48 


MALLETS  POEMS. 


WILLIAM  AND  MARGARET, 

^WAs  at  the  silent,  folemn  hoar 
When  night  and  morning  nieet; 

In  glided  Margaret^s  grimly  ghost. 
And  stood  at  William*8  feet. 

Her  face  was  like  an  April-morn, 

Clad  in  a  wintry  cloud ; 
And  clay-cold  was  her  lily-hand, 

That  held'  her  Sabie  shroud. 

So  shall  the  fairest  lace  appear, 
When  youth  and  years  are  flown^ 

Such  is  the  robę  that  kings  must  wear,  - 
When  Death  has  reft  their  crown. 

Her  bloom  was  like  the  springing  flower, 

Tliat  sips  the  siWer  dew ; 
The  rosę  was  bndded  in  her  cheek, 

Just  opening  to  the  riew. 

Bat,  1ove  had,  like  the  canker-wonn, 

Oonsum^d  her  early  prime : 
The  rosę  grew  pale,  and  left  her  cheek; 

She  dyM  before  her  time. 

♦*  Awake  !**  she  cry'd,  "  thy  trae-Iove  calls, 
Gome  from  her  midnight-grave ; 

Now  łet  thy  pity  hear  the  mald, 
Thy  ]ove  refusM  to  save. 

"  This  is  the  dnmb  and  dreary  hour, 
When  injur'd  ghosts  complain  $ 

When  yawning  grałeś  give  up  their  dead, 
To  haunt  the  iaithless  ewain. 

«  Bethink  thee,  William,  of  thy  fault, 

Thy  pledge  and  broken  oath ! 
And  giTe  me  back  my  maiden-Tow, 

And  giTe  me  back  my  troth. 

**  Why  did  yoa  promise  love  to  me, 

And' not  thal  promise  keep? 
Why  did  you  swear  my  eyes  were  bright, 
'  Yet  leaye  those  eyes  to  weep } 

"  How  coold  you  say  my  face  was  fair' 

And  yet  that  face  forsake  ? 
How  could  you  win  my  virgin-heart, 

Yet  leave  that  beart  to  break  ? 

**  Why  did  you  say,  my  lip  was  sweet. 

And  madę  the  scartet  pale  ? 
And  why  did  I,  young  witless  maid ! 

Believ*e  the  flattering  tale  ł 

*<  That  face,  alas !  no  morę  is  ftiir, 

Those  lips  no  longer  red : 
Dark  are  my^  eyes,  now  closM  in  death, 

And  every  charm  is  fled. 

'<  The  hungry  worm  my  sister  is ; 

lliis  winding-sheet  I  wear : 
And  cold  and  weary  lasts  our  nigfat, 

TiU  that  lait  mora  appear. 


"  But,  hark !  the  coćk  has  wam*d  me  henoe  $ 

A  loog  and  late  adieu ! 
Come,  see,  false  man,  how  1o#  she  lies, 

Who  dy'd  for  lóte  of  you."    . 

The  lark  sung  loud ;  the  monung  smiPd, 

With  beams  of  rosy  red : 
Pale  William  quak'd  in  erery  Uiteb» 

And  raving  left  his  bed. 

He  by^d  him  to  the  fatal  place 

Where  Margarefs  body  lay; 
And  8tretch'd  him  on  the  groen-grais  tur^ 

Hiat  wrapp'd  her  breathless  clay. 

And  thrice  he  caird  on  Margarefs  name^ 

And  thrice  he  wept  fuli  sore ; 
Then  laid  his  cheek  to  her  cold  gnive, 

And  word  spoke  never  morę ! 


N.  B.  In  a  comedy  of  Fletcher.  called  the  Knigfat 
of  the  Biimiiig  Festle,  old  Aferry-'nłougfat  enten 
repeating  the  feUowing  rerses : 

When  it  was  gn>#ii  to  dark  midmght, 

And  aU  were  fast  aaleep, 
In  eame  Margarefs  grimly  ghost. 

And  stood  at  WilUam's  feet. 

This  was  probably  tlie  beginning  of  some  ballad, 
commonly  known,  at  the  time  when  that  authur 
wrote;  and  is  all  of  it,  I  bełieve,  that  is  any  where 
to  be  met  with.  These  lines,  naked  of  omameot, 
and  simple  as  they  are,  struck  my  fancy :  and, 
bringing  fresh  into  my  mind  an  unhappy  adveii- 
ture,  much  talked  of  formerly,  gave  birth  to  the 
Ibregoing  poem;  wlltoh  was  written  many  years 
ago.     Mallet. 

An  elegant  Lattn  imitation  of  this  ballad  is  printed 
in  the  works  of  Yincent  Bourae*    iV. 


EPITAPH, 

ON  MR.  AIKlfAN,  AKn  HIS  ONŁY  809} ;  WBO 
IHT^KBBD  IN  THft  BAMfi  GRATE. 


WZRIBOrni 


Dbar  to  the  wise  and  good,  disprais^d  by  nonę, 
Herę  sleep  in  peace  the  father  and  the  son: 
By  Tirtue,  as  by  naturę,  close  ally*d,' 
The  painter^s  genius,  but  ^ithout  the  pńde  $ 
Worth  unambitious,  wit  afraid  to  shine, 
Honour*8  elear  light,  and  Frieiidship's  warmth  dirine. 
The  son,  fair-rising,  knew  too  short  a  datę ; 
But  oh,  how  morę  seyere  the  parcnt*s  fate ! 
He  saw  him  tom,  untimely,  from  his  side, 
Felt  all  a  father*^  anguish,  wcpt  and  dyM  I 


EPITAPH  ON  A  YOtTNG  LADY. 

This  humble  grave  though  no  proud  stmcturtt 

grace, 
Yet  Truth  and  Goodness  sanctiiy  the  place : 
Yet  blameless  Yirture  that  adomM  tliy  bloom, 
Lamented  maid  !  now  weeps  npoa  thy  (omh. 


SONG. 


49 


O  sopM  tnm  life !  O  nfe  on  that  calm  ahore, 
Where  sio,  and  pain,  and  passioa  are  no  morę ! 
HHiat  nekir  wealth  could  boy,  nor  power  decree, 
Begud  apfd  Pity»  wait  sincere  on  thee : 
Ii>  \  nft  Remembranoe  drops  a  pious  tear ; 
And  boły  Fnendship  stands  a  monnier  berę. 


SONG. 

TO  A  tCOTCB  TUiri. — THB  ĘfRZM  OF  EmCKMAT. 

Tn  nnUing  mora,  the  breathing  spring,, 
bńte  tbe  tonefiil  biids  to  sing  x 


And  while  they  waible  from  each  spray, 

Łove  melts  tbe  uniTersal  lay. 

Let  us,  Amanda,  timely  wise, 

Ljke  them  impn)ve  tbe  hour  that  fltes  ( 

And,  in  soft  raptures,  waste  the  day, 

Among  tbe  sbsides  of  Endermay. 

For  soon  tbe  winter  of  tbe  year. 
And  age,  lifie's  winter,  will  appear : 
At  this,  tby  living  bloom  must  fiide ; 
As.that  will  strip  tbe  verdant  shade, 
Our  taste  of  pleasure  then  is  o*er  i 
Tbe  featber^d  songsters  loTe  no  morę  : 
And  wben  they  droop,  and  we  decay^ 
,  Adieu  tbe  sbades  of  .Endermay  ^ 
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■IX.— Ul 


J,  M  ABK  Akbnsibb  was  boni  on  the  ninth  of  ^oTember,  1721,  at  Newcastle  npon 

A*  lyoeJ   His  father,  MartE»  was  a  batcher,  of  tlie  presbyterian  sect ;  his  moUier^s  name 

r    was  Mary  Lamsdeiu  ^e  received  the  first  part  of  his  education  at  the  grammar- 

ichooł  of  Newcastle ;  and  was  afterwards  instructed  by  Mr.  Wilson^  who  kept  a  piivate 

aeademy.y 

C  At  the  age  of  e^tećn  he  was  sent  to  Edhibuigh,  that  he  might  qaaliiy  himsdf  for 
the  office  of  a  disseiiting  mimster^and  receiyed  some  assistance  from  the  fund  whieh  the 
dissenters  employ  in  educatmg  young  men  of  scanty  fortunę.  But  a  wider  view  of  the 
worid  opened  other  scenesi  and  pn>oipted  other  hopes :  he  determined  to  study  physic, 
and  repaid  that  coatribiition,  which,  being  receiyed  for  a  difierent  purpose,  he  justly 
thooght  it  dishonourable  to  retain» 

Whether,  when  he  resolved  not  to  be  a  dissenting  minister-  he  ceased  to  be  a  dis- 
senter,  t  koow  not  He  certainly  retained  an  unnecessary  and  outrageous  zeal  for  what 
he  called  and  thought  liberty ;  a  zeal  which  sometimes  disgoiseb  from  the  world,  and 
not  rarely  from  the  mind  which  it  possesses,  an  enyious  desire  of  plundermg  wealth  or 
degrading  greatness ;  and  of  which  the  imroediate  tendency  is  innovation  and  anarchy, 
an  impetuous  eagemess  to  subyert  and  conibund>  with  very  little  care  what  shall  be 
established. 

Akenside  was  one  of  those  poets  who  haye  felt  yery  early  the  motions  of  genius>  and 

one  of  those  students  who  haye  yery  early  stored  their  memories  with  sentiments  and 

images.    Many  of  his  perfbnnances  were  produced  in  his  youth ;  ^d  his  greatest  work, 

1 1    The  Pleasures  of  Imagiuation,  appeared  in  1744»^  I  haye  heard  Dodsley,  by  whom  it 

'     was  pablished,  relate,  that  when  the  copy  was  oiOfered  him,  the  price  demanded  for  it, 

which  was  an  hnndred  and  twenty  pounds,  being  such  as  he  was  not  inclined  to  giye 

precipitately,  he  carried  the  work  to  Pope,  who^  haying  looked  into  it,  adyised  him  not 

to  make  a  niggardły  offer ;  for  *'  tłiis  was  no  eyery-day  writer/' 

C   In  1741  he  went  to  Leyden,  in  pursuit  of  medical  Imowledge ;  and  three  years  aftec- 

wards  (May  16,  1744)  became  doctor  ofphy  sic,  haying^  accordmg  to  the  custom  of  the 

Dotdi  uBiyersities,  publbbed  a  thesis  or  dissertation«  i  The  subject  which  he  chose  was 
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The  Original  Und  Growth  of  the  Human  Fcetus ;  in  which  he  is  said  to  bare  departe^ 
withgieatjudgmenty  from  the  ojMoion  then  established^  and  to  ha^e  delirered  tfaal 
which  has  been  sińce  confiimed  and  received. 

Akenside  was  a  young  man,  waitn  with  every  notion  that  by  natnre  or  accideot  had 
been  connected  with  the  soui^  of  liberty,  and,*  by  an  eccentricity  which  such  di^MMi* 
tions  do  not  easOy  aToid,  a  loWr  of  contradicdon,  and  uo  friend  to  any  thing  established. 
He  adopted  Shaflesbury*s  foolish  assertion  of  the  efficacy  of  lidicnle  for  the  discoyery 
of  trutfa.  For  thb  he  was  attacked  by  Warburton^  and  defended  by  Dyson :  Warfoa> 
ton  afterwards  reprinted  his  remarks  at  the.end  of  his  dedication  to  the  freethinkers* 

The  result  of  all  the  arguments,  which  hare  been  produced  in  a  long  and  eager  dis* 
cussion  of  this  idle  question,  may  easily  be  collected.  If  rldicule  be  applied  to  any  po- 
sition  as  the  test  of  truth,  it  will  then  become  a  qaestion  whether  such  ridicale  be  just ; 
and  this  can  oniy  be  decided  by  the  a{^lication  of  truth,  as  the  test  of  ridicule.  Two 
Ikien,  fearing,  one  a  real  and  the  other  a  fancied  danger,  will  be  for  a  while  eąnally 
exposed  to  the  ineyitable  conseqaences  ef  cowardice,  contemptuous  censure,  and  ludi- 
crous  representation ;  and  the  tnie  statę  of  both  cases  must  be  known,  before  it  can  be 
decided  whose  terrour  is  rational,  and  whose  b  ridiculpus ;  who  is  to  be  pitied,  and  who 
to  be  deq>ised.  Both  are  for  a  while  equally  eiposed  to  langhter,  but  both  are  not 
therefore  eąually  contemptible. 

In  the  reylsal  of  his  poem,  though  he  died-  beibre  he  had  finished  it,  he  omitted  the 
łines  which  had  given  oiocasion  to  Warburton's  objections. 

He  published,  soon  after  his  return  from  Leyden,  (1745)  his  first  coUection  of  odes: 
and  was  impeDed  by  his  ragę  of  patriotism  to  write  a  Teiy  acrimonious  epkdt  to  Puk. 
teney,  whom  he  stigmatiaes,  under  &e  name  of  Curio,  as  the  betrayer  of  his  country.  * 

Being  now  to  li?e  by  his  profesoion,  (ne  fint  oommenced  physician  at  Northampton, 
where  Dr.  Stoodiouse  then  practised,  with  8uch'i;cfmtation  and  success,  that  a  stranger 
was  not  llkely  to  gain  ground  upon  him.  Akenside  tried  the  contest  a  while ;  and,  ha?- 
ing  deafened  the  place  with  damours  for  libierty,  removed  to  Hampstead,  where  he 
resicćsd  *more  tfaan  two  years,  and  then  fixed  himself  in  London,  the  proper  place  for 
a man  of aecomplisłunentslike  his. 

At  London  he  was  kaown  as  a  poet,  but  was  still  to  make  his  way  as  a  physician ; 
and  would  perhaps  ha^^e  been  reduced  to  great  ex]gences,  but  that  Mr.  Dyson,  with  an 
ardour  of  friendship  that  has  not  many  examples,  allowed  him  three  hundred  pounds  a 
year A^hus  supported,  be  adtranced  gradually  in  medical  reputation,  but  never  attained 
any  great  extent  of  practice,  or  eminence  of  populaiity./  A  physician  in  a  great  city 
neems  to  be  the  merę  plaything  of  fortunę ;  hb  degree  of  reputation  is,  for  the  most 
part,  totally  casual :  &ey  that  ^nploy  him  know  not  his  excellence ;  they  that  reject 
him  know  not  his  deficience.  By  any  acute  observer,  who  had  looked  on  the  transac- 
tions  of  the  medical  world  for  half  a  century,  a  ^eiy  curious  book  might  be  written  oa 
the  Foitnne  of  rbysictans]^ 

Aken^de  appears  not  toTiaTe  been  wanting  to  his  own  success :  he  placed  himself  in 
Tiew  by  aU  the  common  methods ;  he  became  a  fellow  of  the  Royal  Society ;  he  ob- 
tained  a  degree  at  Cambridge ;  and  was  admitted  into  the  college  of  physicians ;  he 
wrote  litde  poetry,  but  pubUshed,  from  time  to  time,  medical  essays  and  obseryalions ; 
he  became  physidan  to  St.  Thomaś*s  Hospital ;  he  read  the  Gubtonian  Łectures  m 
Anatomv ;  but  began  to  give,  for  the  C^uniao  Lecture,  a  history  of  the  xem9l  of 
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lettBiog,  fioBi  whidi  he  soon  desbted ;  aml,  io  convenatioD,  be  Teiy  eageriy  forced 
himself  into  notkę  by  fm  ambitious  ostentation  of  ekgance  and  literaturę. 

His  Discourse  on  the  Dysentery  (1764)  was  conaidered  as  a  very  conspicuous  speci- 
mea  of  Łatinity,  wbich  entitled  him  to  tbe  same  height  of  place  among  tbe  scliolars,  as 
he  possessed  before  among  tbe  wits ;  and  be  migbt  perbaps  bave  risen  to  a  greater 
elemtion  of  charactery  but  that  bk  studies  were  ended  witb  his  life,  by  a  putiid  fever, 
June  S3y  1770^  in  tbe  forty-nintlfyear  of  bis  age. 

Akbnsidb  is  to  be  considered  as  a  didactic  and  lyric  poet."  His  great  work  is  The 
Pieaaiiret  of  Imaginati<m;  a  performance  wbich,  publisfaed  as  it  was,  at  tbe  age  of 
twenty-tfaiee,  raised  espectations  that  were  not  very  amply  satisfied.  It  bas  undoubtedly 
a  jost  daira  to  yery  particular  notice,  as  an  example  of  great  felicity  of  genius,  and 
nnoommoo  am|ditttde  of  aoąuisitions,  of  a  young  mind  stored  with  images^  and  much 
eserdsed  in  combming  and  comparing  them. 

With  the  phflosophical  or  religious  tenets  of  tbe  autbor  I  baTe  nothiag  to  do ;  my ' 
bosiacw  is  with  his  poetry.  The  subject  is  well  cbosen,  as  it  incłudes  all  iraages  that 
can  stifte  or  piease,  and  tbus  comprises  every  species  of  poetical  delight.  The  only 
dificidty  is  in  the  choice  of  examples  and  Ulustrations ;  and  it  is  not  easy  iu  snch 
esuberanee  of  matter  to  find  the  middle  p<Hnt  between  penuiy  and  satiety.  Tbe  parts 
seem  artificiałly  disposed,  with  sufficient  cc^erence,  so  as  that  they  cannot  change  their 
l^aces  withont  injuiy  to  the  g^ieral  design. 

His  knages  are  d^played  with  soch  laxurianoe  of  expression,  that  they  are  liidden, 
like  Botler's  Moon,  by  a  veii  of  l^t;  they  are  fbrms  fantasticałly  lost  under  saper- 
Auty  of  cfaress.  Pars  mimma  est  ^Ma  puelia  sui.  The  words  are  mułtiplied  till  the 
aense  is  hardly  perceiyed-;  attention  deserts  the  mmd,  and  settles  in  the  ear.  The 
leader  wanders  through  die  gay  diffusion,  sometimes  amazed,  and  sometimes  deiighted, 
baty  after  many  tumings  in  tbe  flowery  labyrinth,  comes  out  as  he  went  in.  He  re- 
maiked  litde,  and  laid  hołd  on  nothmg. 

To  his  venification  jastioe  reąuires  that  praise  should  not  be  denied.  In  the  generał 
labiication  of  hb  lines  he  is  perbaps  superior  to  any  other  writer  of  I4ank  Terse ;  his 
Bow  b  smooth,  and  his  pauses  are  musical;  but  the  concatenation  of  his  verses  is  com- 
■only  too  long  continued,  and  the  fiiU  dose  does  not  recur  with  sufficient  freąuency, 
The  sense  is  carried  on  thtough  a  long  intertexture  of  complicated  clauses,  and,  as 
^  nothing  is  distingujshed,  nothing  is  remembered. 

Hie  exeraption  which  blank  yerse  affords  from  tbe  necessity  of  closing  the  sense  with 
the  couplet  betrays  luxuriant  and  actiye  minds  into  such  self-indulgence,  that  they  pile 
upon  image,  ornament  upon  ornament,  and  are  not  easily  persuaded  to  close  the 
at  alL    Blank  verse  wili  tlierefore,  I  fear,  be  too  often  fouud  in  description 
exabenint,  in  argument  loquacious,  and  in  narration  tiresome. 

His  dicticm  is  oertainly  poetical  as  it  is  not  prosaic,  and  elegant  as  it  is  not  vulgar. 
He  B  to  be  commended  as  bairing  fewer  artifices  of  disgust  than  most  of  hb  brethrcn 
of  the  blank  song.  He  rarely  either  recalls  old  pbrases,  or  twbts  hb  metre  into  harsh 
hiTecsioas.  The  sense  however  of  hb  words  b  strained ;  when  **  he  views  the  Ganges 
from  Alpine  hei^ts;^'  that  b,  from  mountains  like  the  Alps.  And  the  pedant  surely 
Bitnxiei(bnt  when  was  Mank  verse  without  pedantry  ?)  when  he  teUs  how  ^planets 
ałiolM  the  stated  round  of  Tune." 

U  b  generaDy  known  to  the  readers  of  poetiy  that  he  intended  to  revise  and  augment 
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this  work,  bot  died  before  he  had  completed  his  design.  Ute  reformed  work  as  he  left 
ity  and  the  additions  which  he  had  madę,  are  very  properly  retained  in  tbe  iate  col- 
lection.  He  seems  to  ha^e  somewhat  contracted  his  difiusion ;  but  i  know  not  whether 
he  has  gained  iu  closeness  what  he  has  lost  in  splendour.  In  the  additional  book^  th» 
Tale  of  Solon  is  too  long. 

One  great  defect  of  his  jpoćm  is  very  properly  censured  by  Mr.  Walker,  imkss  it 
niay  be  said,  in  hb  defence,  that  what  he  has  omitted  was  not  properly  m  his  pian. 
**  His  picture  of  man  is  grand  and  beaatiful,  but  unfinished.  The  immortality  of  the 
soul,  which  is  the  natural  conseąueiloe  of  the  appetites  and  powers  she  is  invested  witfa, 
is  scarcely  once  hinted  throughdut  the  poem.  This  deficiency  is  amply  supplied  by  tfae 
masterly  pencil  of  Dr*  Young ;  who>  like  a  good  philosopher,  has  invincibly  prored  the 
uniuortality  of  man,  from  the  grandeur  of  his  conceptions,  and  the  meann^ss  and 
miseiy  of  his  state ;  for  this  reason,  a  few  passages  are  selected  from  the  Niglit 
Thoughts,  which,  with  those  from  Akenside,  seem  to  form  a  complete  view  of  the 
powers,  situation,  and  end  of  man.''    £xercises  for  Improvement  in  Elocution,  p.  66. 

His  otker  poems  are  now  to  be  oonsidered ;  but  a  short  consideration  ymU  dispatch 
them.  It  is.  not  easy  to  guess  why  he  addicted  himself  so  diligently  to  lyric  poetiy, 
baTing  neither  the  ease  and  airiness  of  the  Ughter,  nor  tlie  vehemence  and  ele?ation  of  i 
the  grander  ode.  When  he  lays  his  ill-iated  hand  upon  his  haip,  his  former  poweisi 
seem  to  desert  him ;  he  has  no  longer  his  luxurianoe  of  expres8ion,  nor  variety  of 
unages.  His  thoughts  are  cold,  and  his  words  inelegant  Yet  snch  was  his  love  o{ 
lyrics,  that  liaying  wiitten  with  great  Yigour  and  poignancy  his  EfŃstle  to  C«rio,  he 
Iransformed  it  afterwards  into  an  ode  disgraceiul  only  to  its  anthor. 

Of  his  odes  nothing  ńivoarable  can  be  said ;  th^  sentiments  commonly  want  forcej. 
Baturę,  or  novelty;  the  diction  is  sometimes  harsh  and  uncouth;  the  stanzas  iU-con4 
structed  and  unpleasant,  and  the  rhymes  dissonant,  or  unskilfuUy  disposed^  too  distanff 
from  each  other,  or  arranged  with  too  little  regard  to  estabhshed  use,  and  therefora 
perplexing  to  the  ear,  which  in  a  short  composition  has  not  time  to  grow  familtar  widl 
an  innovation. 

To  examine  such  compositbns  singly  cannot  be  required ;  they  have  doobtless  br^ter\ 
and  darkerparts:  but,  when  they  are  once  found  to  be  generally  duli,  all  fiirtherl 
labour  m^  be  spared ;  for  to  what  use  can  the  work  be  cpti^i^lAH,^^ygi  wUj  uot  brl 


ADYERTISEMENT 


TO  THS 


FIRST  EDtTION,  1772. 


"^IWs  Tolimie  coDtiiiis  a  complete  coUection  of  the  poems  of  tfae  late  Dr.  Akenside,  either  re% 
printed  from  tfae  original  editioosy  or  fiuthfuUy  pnbluhed  from  copies  which  had  been  prepared  by 
hioMelf  for  poblication. 

Hut  tbe  principal  poem  shoold  appeario  8o  disadyantageous  a  state,  may  reqaire  tome  expIanatioD« 
The  first  pnblicatioii  of  it  was  at  a  Tery  early  part  of  tłie  author^s  life.  That  it  wanted  revttiqn  and  cor- 
lectioD,  be  was  soffidently  sensible ;  bot  so  qaiek  was  the  demand  for  seyeral  snccessi^e  repnblications, 
tfaat  in  aoy  of  the  intenrals  to  have  completed  the  whole  of  his  corrections  wasutterlyimpossible;  and 
yet  to  ba¥e  gone  on  firom  time  to  time  making  forther  improyements  in  e^ery  new  edition,  wonld  (hd 
tbooght)  baTe  had  tfae  appearance  at  least  of  abnsiog  the  favoar  of  the  pablic.    He  cfaose  therefore 
to  continoe  fbr  some  time  reprinting  it  without  alteratlon,  and  to  forb^u*  publishing  any  correctiontf 
or  improTements  nntil  he  shonld  be  able  at  once  to  give  them  to  tlie  public  complete.    And  witłi 
tbis  fiew  be  went  on  for  seyeral  years  to  review  and  correct  the  poem  at  his  leisnre ;  till  at  length 
fae  fbnnd  the  task  grow  so  mnch  itpon  his  hands,  that,  despairing  of  eyer  being  able  to  execate  it  saf* 
fidently  to  his  own  satisfaction,  he  abandoned  the  purpose  of  correcting,  and  resolvcd  to  write  the 
poen  over  »4iew  upon  a  somewhat  different  and  an  enlarged  pbui.    And  in  the  execution  of  this 
design  be  had  nade  a  constderable  progress.    What  reason  there  may  be  to  regret  that  he  did  not 
fi?e  to  execate  tfae  whole  of  it,  will  best  appear  from  tbe  perasal  of  the  plan  ttself,  as  stated  in  the 
generał  argument,  and  of  the  parts  which  he  had  execnted,  and  which  are  here  pnblished.    For  the 
peiBon  %  to  whom  he  intmsted  the  disposal  of  his  papers,  wonld  have  thought  himself  wanting  as 
wd  to  tbe  service  of  the  pnbllc,  as  to  the  famę  of  his  friend,  if  he  had  not  prodnced  as  mnch  of  the 
work  as  appeared  to  hare  been  prepared  for  pnblication.    In  (his  light  be  considered  the  entire  first 
and  second  books,  of  which  a  few  coples  had  been  printed  for  the  nse  only  of  the  aathor  and  certain 
friends :  abo  a  very  considerable  part  of  the  third  book,  which  had  been  transcribed  in  order  to  its 
being  printed  in  the  same  manner :  and  to  these  is  added  the  mtrodaction  to  a  subse^uent  book, 
wfaidi  in  the  roanoscript  is  caDed  the  foorth,  and  which  appears  to  ha?e  been  composed  at  the  time 
wfaen  the  aathor  intended  to  comprise  the  whole  m  fonr  books ;  bnt  which,  as  he  had  afterwards  de- 
tennined  to  distribute  the  poem  into  morę  books,  might  perhaps  morę  properly  be  callcd  the  last 
book.  And  this  is  all  that  is  executed  of  the  new  work,  which,  althongh  it  appeared  to  the  editor  too 
TafamUe,  even  io  its  hnperfect  state>  to  be  withholden  from  the  public,  yet  (he  conceives)  takes  ui 
bj  noch  too  smali  a  part  of  the  original  poem  to  supply  its  place,  and  to  supereede  the  re-publica- 
of  it.    For  which  reason  both  the  poems  are  mserted  in  this  coUection. 
Of  odes  the  aatbor  had  designed  to  make  np  two  books,  consisting  of  twenty  odes  each,  in* 
the  serend  odes  which  he  had  before  pnblished  at  different  times. 

'.  The  right  hononrableJeremiab  Dyson  j  by  nhom  this  adyertisement  was  writtea. 
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The  Hymn  to  tbe  Ntiadi  ii  reprinted  from  the  ńxtii  ▼olame  of  DiMefś  yHactShańtBf  willi  a 
lew  correctioDs  and  the  addition  of  Boam  notes.  To  the  imcriptions  taken  from  the  nme  TofaiBe 
tiiree  new  inscriptions  are  added ;  the  la«t  of  wfaich  is  the  oniy  instance  wherem  liberty  has  beea 
taken  of  inserting  any  tfaing  in  this  coUection,  whidi  did  not  appear  to  haTe  been  intended  by  the 
anthor  for  pablication ' ;  among  whose  papen  no  copy  of  this  was  foond,  but  it  is  printed  from  a 
copy,  wfaich  he  had  many  yean  sińce  given  to  the  aditor. 

llie  anthor  of  tbese  poems'  was  boni  at  Newcastle  npon  Tyne*  on  tlie  9di  day  of  Nofonber, 
1721.  He  wai  edacated  at  the  grammar  school  at  Newcastle^  and  at  the  nnivenities  of  Edhibargh 
and  Leyden,  at  the  htter  of  which  he  took  his  degree  of  doctor  in  physic.  He  was  afterwardi 
admitted  by  mandamus  to  the  degree  of  doctor  in  physic  in  the  oniTernty  of  Cambridge ;  elccted 
a  feUow  of  the  royal  college  of  physiciansy  and  one  of  the  physidanfl  of  St.  Thomast  Hospitsl :  and 
npon  the  establishment  of  the  queen*8  hoosehold,  appointed  one  of  the  physidans  to  her  oujesly. 
He  died  of  a  potrid  iever,  on  the  %Sd  day  of  Jnue,  1770y  and  is  bnried  ui  the  parish  churdi  of  8t 
James'8  Westmmster. 

*  In  the  present  edition,  a  few  pteces  are  added,  which  are  Imown  to  be  genome,  and  whid)  certably 
are  no  discredit  to  their  anthor*    But  these  are  all  placed  at  the  end  of  the  Tolume* 
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THE  DESIGN. 

Tnu  are  oertain  powers  tn  hiitnan  naturę  which 
leem  to  hołd  a  middle  place  beiween  tbe  oigans  of 
bodity  leaae  and  the  faeulties  of  mora)  peroepcion: 
thef  bare  beeo  called  by  a  Tery  generał  name, 
Tbe  Fonran  of  Imagination.  Like  the  extemal 
weasa,  tbey  relate  to  matter  and  motioo;  and  at 
tbe  aame  time^  give  tbe  nund  ideas  analogous  to 
thoKof  morał  approbation  and  dislike.  As  tbey 
tn  tbe  fadeti  of  aome  of  the  most  exquiiite  plea- 
mns  witb  which  we  are  accpaainted,  it  bas  natu- 
irally  bappened»  that  men  of  warm  and  senaible 
temperi  batre  sooght  means  to  recall  tbe  delight- 
fd  perceptkna  wbich  tbey  afibrd,  independent  of 
tbeobject  wbich  originaliy  produced  tbem.  This 
^Te  rise  to  tbe  inlitatiTe  or  designing  arts ;  aome 
of  which,  aa  painting  and  seulptnre,  directły  oopy 
tbe  ectcinal  appearancet  which  were  admired  in 
aatare;  otbers,  as  musie  aod  poetry,  bring  tbem 
btek  to  remembraiice  by  signa  unirenaliy  esta* 
bbihed  and  undentood. 

Bot tbese arts,  as  tbey  grew  noce  oonrectand 
deliberate,  were  of  cauTse  led  to  eatend  tbeir  imt- 
tBtinkbeyóad  the  pecoUar  oł]gects  of  the  imagina- 
tive  poira*:  espócially  poetry,  which,  makmg 
«K  of  langnage  aa  the  iastrament  by  which  H 
ioitsies,  it  conaeąnently  becomes  aa  nniimited 
r^nteotatiTe  of  creiy  ipecies  aad  modę  of  being. 


Yetk  as  their  intention  was  ooly  to  espreas  the  ob» 

jccts  of  imagination,  and  as  tbey  still  abound 
chiefly  in  lóteas  of  that  class,  tbey  of  course  retain 
their  otigioal  cbaracter ;  aud  all  tbe  different  piea* 
sures  which  tbey  excite,  are  termed,  in  genonal, 
Pieasurca  of  Imąginatinn- 

The  design  of  the  ibllowing  poem  is  to  gire  » 
Tiew  of   tkes€  in  the  largest  acceptation  of  the 
term ;  to  ihoŁ  wkatater  aur  imagination  feels  fnm 
łke  agreeabU  appearancet  qf  naturę,  and  all  the  «■- 
riout  euiertainment  we  meeł  with  eitAer  m  poetry^ 
pamiingt  wutsiet  ar  anff  of  the  elegant  arts,  mi^ht  ba  . 
deduciSefrom  one  or  other  of  ikote  prindplet  tn  U*  | 
eotutittUion  of  the  human  mnd^  wkick  are  here  estoA 
Wuhed  and  explained.  | 

In  executiug  this  generał  plan,  it  was  necessary 
first  of  all  to  distinguish  the  imagination  irom  oor 
other  faeulties;  auid  in  thc  next  place  to  charac* 
teriae  tbose  original  fonns  or  properties  of  being, 
about  which  it  is  con^^rsant,  and  which  are  by 
Naturę  adapted  to  it  .te  light  is  to  the  eyes,  or 
truth  to  the  understaiiding.  These  properties  Mr. 
Addison  bad  rcduoed  to  the  three  generał  cłasses 
of  greątnesa,  noTelty,  and  l>eauty ;  and  into  tliesa 
we  may  anałyse  every  objecC^  bowever  compłea^ 
wbich,  properły  speał^ing,  is  deligbtful  to  tbe 
imaginationA  But  such  an  object  may  also  in- 
cłnde  many  other  sources  of  pteasure;  and  iti 
ł)eanty,  or  noveIty,  or  grandeur,  will  malce  a 
stronger  impression  by  leason  of  this  concurrence* 
Besideswhicti,  tbe  imitative  arts,  especialły  poetry, 
owe  much  of  tbetr  efiect  to  a  timiiar  exbibition  of 
properties  quite  yorWgn  to  the  imagination,  inso* 
much  tlkat  in  every  łine  of  the  most  appłaoded 
poems,  we  meet  with  eitber  ideas  drawn  Irom  tbe 
eictemał  jfipafis,  or  truths  discovered  to  the  un^f  ^i 
standingj  or  illustratiuns  of  con^psance  andfinal 
causes,  or  above  all  the  rest,  with  circumstances 
firoper  to  awaken  and  engage  tlie  jpassiops.  U 
was  tbereforc  necessary  to  eoumerate  and  exemplify 
these  dilfereot  species  of  płeasore;  especialły  that 
from  the  pAssiobs,  włiicb,  as  it  is  supremę  in  the 
nobłest  wórk  of  łiuman  genius,  so  t>eing  in  some 
particulars  not  a  little  sniprisiog,  gave  an  oppor** 
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tunity  to  enliren  the  di^actic  tarn  of  the  poera,  jjfi^il  Ijfe.  It  is  on  this  aocount  tliat  he  is  so  Ctt«. 
by  introducing  an  allegory  to  account  for  the  ap-  (fi "^^^  point  out  the  benevolent  intentkm  of  the 
pcarance.  ^  ||f\uthor  of  Naturę  in  every  priociple  of  the  humaa 

After  these  parts  of  the  subject  which  hołd  jjponstitution  here  insisted  on|  and  aiao  to  unjte 
chiefly  of  admiration,  or  naturally  varm  and  in- Jjihe  morał  excellencies  of  life  in  the  same  point  of 
terest  the  mind,  a  płeasure  of  a  yery  diATerent  na-^  ^^^  ^ith  th^  merę  exteniai  objects  of  good  taite; 
turę,  that  which  ari^es  fprjm  ridiculey-tattiie  next  thus  recommending  them  in  common  to  oor  oata^ 
♦/^  K«  /.A«e:^«,.«.i      A-.  *T.To :«  4^^  iu..«;i«*:««  ^e  *i,«    y^l  propensity  for  admiriąg  what  is  beautifol  and 

loVcly.  The  sam^  view8  have  also  led  him  to  io- 
troduce  som^  seutiments  which  may  perhaps  be 
looked  upon  as  not  quite  direct  to  the  sabject;  birt» 
sińce  they  bear  an  obviou8  relation  to  it,  the  aa- 
tbority  of  Yirgil,  the  foultless  model  of  didactae 
poetry,  will  best  support  him  in  this  particulan 
For  the  sentiments  themseWes,  he  mika  no  apo» 


to  bo,  cónsidered, .  As  this  is  the  foundation  of  the 
comTc  manoer  in  all  the  arts,  and  has  be<hi  but 
Tery  imperfectly  treated  by  morał  writers,  it  was 
thought  proper  to  give  it  a  partićular  illustration, 
end  to  distini^uish  the  generał  sdurces  from  which 
the  ridiculc  of  Characters  is  derived*  Here  too  a 
changc  of  style  became  necessary ;  such  a  one  as 
tnight  yet  be  conslstcut,  if  possible,  with  the  gene- 
rał taste  of  composition  in  the  serious  parts  o^  the 
Aubject :  nor  is  it  an  easy  task  to  give  aoy  tolera- 
ble  force  to  images  of  this  kilki,  without  nmning 
either  into  the  gigantic  expressions  of  the  mock 
heroiCy  or  the  feimiliar  and  poetical  raillery  of  pro- 
fessed  satire ;  neither  of  which  would  have  been 
proper  here. 

The  materials  of  all  imitation  being  thus  laid 
open,  nothing  now  remained  but  to  illustrate  some 
partićular  pirasuresy  which  arise  either  from  the 
relations  of  differei\t  objects  one  to  another,  or 
from  the  naturę  of  imitatiod  itself.  Of  the  first 
kind  is  that  varioiis  and  complicated  resemblancd 
existing  betwcen  scveral  parts  of  the  materiał  and 
imroaterial  worlds,  which  is  the  foundation  of  me- 
taphor  and  wit.  As  it  seems  in  a  great  medsure 
to  depend  on  the  earlyassociation  pf^our.ideas, 
Imd  as  this  habit  óf  aS3l'liillllg  'Is' the  sounse  of 
many  pleasures  and  pains  in  life,  and  on  that  ac- 
count bears  a  great  share  in  the  influence  of  poetry 
and  the  other  arts,  it  is  therefore  mcntioned  here, 
and  its  efTects  described.  Then  foUows  a  geiieral 
account  of  the  prodnction  of  these  elegant  arts, 
and  of  the  secondary  pleasui^,  as  it  is  called, 
arising  from  the  resemblance  of  thelr  imitations  to 
the  original  appearances  of  Naturę.  After  which, 
the  work  concludes  with  some  reflections  on  the 
generał  conduct  of  the  powers  of  imagination,  and' 
on  their  natural  and  morał  usefulness  in  life. 
,  Gońcem!  ng  the  manner  or  tum  of  composition 
which  prevail8  in  this  piece,  little  can  be  said  with 
propriety  by  the  author.  He  had  two  models; 
that  ancient  knd  sirapłe  one  of  the  first  Grecian 
poets,  as  it  is  refined  by  Yirgii  in  the  Georgics,  and 
the  familiar  cpistołary  way  of  Horace.  This  lat- 
ter  has  several  advantages.  It  admits  of  a  greater 
variety  of  style ;  it  morę  readily  engages  the  ge- 
nerality  of  readcrs,  as  partaking  morę  of  the  air 
Kif  conrersation ;  and,  especiałly  with  the  assist- 
ance  of  rhyme,  leads  to  a  cłoser  and  morę  concise 
expression.  Add  to  this  the  example  of  the  most 
perfect  of  modem  poets,  who  has  so  happily  sip- 
płied  this  manner  to  the  nobl&st  parts  of  pbiloso- 
phy,  that  the  pubłic  taste  is  in  a  great  measure 
formed  to  it  al  one.  Yet,  after  all,  the  subject 
before  us,  tending  cdmost  oonstantly  to  admiration 
and  enthusiasm,  scemed  rather  to  demand  a  morę 
open,  patlictit',  and  figured  style.  This  too  ap- 
peared  morę  natural,  as  the  author's  aim  was  not 
ao  much  to  give  fumiał  procepts,  or  enter  into  the 
way  of  direct  argumentation,  as,  by.exhiliitiiig 
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THE  ARGUMENTi 

The  subject  proposed.  Diificulty  of  traating  ffc. 
poetically.  The  ideas  of  the  divind  mhid,  the 
<)rigln  of  erery  quałity  pleasing  to  the  iniagina- 
tion.  The  natural  variety  pf  oonstitutioo  in  thd 
mindsof  men;  with  its  finał  cause.  The  idea 
of  a  fine  imagination,  and  the  state  of  the  mhid 
in  the  eąjoyment  of  those  pleasures  which  it 
affords.  All  the  primafy  pleasures  of  the  iiila^ 
gioation  result  from  the  perception  of  greatness, 
or  wonderfiilness,  or  beauty  in  objects.  Tlie 
płeasure  from  greatness,  with  its  finał  cause^ 
Płeasure  from  novelty  or  wonderfulness,  with  iti 
flnal  cause.  Płeasure  from  beauty,  with  itś 
finał  Cause.  The  connection  of  beauty  with 
truth  and  good,  apptied  to  the  conduct  of  life 
tnritatlon  to  the  study  of  morał  philoaophy. 
The  difihrent  degrees  of  beauty  in  different  speciei 
of  objects:  colour;  sbape;  natural  ooncretes} 
ycgetables;  animals;  tlie  mind.  Thesublime^ 
the  fair,  the  wonderiiił  of  tłie  mind.  Tbe  coch 
nection  of  the  imagination  and  the  morał  iacnlty^ 
Conclusion* 


the  most  engaging'pro8pects  of  Naturę,  to  enlarge 
and  harmonize  the  imagination,  and  by  thattneans 
insensibly  dispose  the  minds  of  men  to  a  similar 
taste  and  habit  of  thinking  in  relięion,  morab,  and  I  Which  rules  tbe  aoceott  «f  tbe  momg  splierer 


Wmł  wbdt  attractive  charms  this  goodły  fnae 

Of  Naturę  touches  the  conseoting  hearts 

Of  mortal  men ;  and  what  the  pleasing  storts 

Which  beauteotts  imitation  thence  deri^es 

To  deck  the  poefs,  or  the  painter^s  toił ; 

My  Yerse  unfolds.    Attend,  ye  gentle  powen 

Of  musical  delight !  and  while  I  sing 

Your  gifts,  your  honoun,  danoe  arotmd  my  strain 

Thou,  smiłing  queen  of  eirery  tuneful  breast, 

Indułgent  Faney  \  irom  the  fhiitful  banks       •    10 

Of  Avoa,  whence  tfiy  rosy  fingers  cull  ^ 

Fresh  flo^crs  and  dews  to  spi^iMe  on  the  turf ' 

Where  Shakspeare  lies,  be  present:  and  with  the9 

Let  Piction  come,  upon  ber  Tagrant  wingt  ^  t 

Wafting  ten  tbousand  ooIoutb  thrcyogh  tbe  air, 

Which,  by  the  glances  of  ber  magie  eye, 

She  blends  and  shifts  at  will,  throogh  couatless  form 

Her  wild  creation.    Goddess  of  Uie  lyre, 


//.  / 


'  ''  \  ; 
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Wilt  tiiOD,  etamal  Harmony  I  descend  SO 

And  jom  thit  festhre  train  ?  for  with  thee  comes 

Tbe  guide,  tbe  guardian  of  their  love1y  iports, 

Majestic  TYuth ;  and  where  Truth  ddgns  to  come, 

Her  BSter  libetty  will  not  be  iar. 

Be  ptcacut  all  ye  genti,  who  condnct 

The  vaiidering  fbotsteps  of  the  yoathful  bard, 

Nev  to  yoar  sjnings  and  sbades :  wbo  tooch  his  ear 

With  filier  foands :  who  heighten  to  his  eye 

The  bloom  of  Naturę,  and  before  him  tum 

Tbe  gayest,  happiest  attitode  of  things.  30 

Oft  haFe  the  laws  of  each  poetic  strain 
The  cnŁifwerBe  employM  ;  yet  stilt  unsung 
Łay  this  prime  subjecty^^thongh  importing  moft 
A  poett  name:  forfruitless  is  the  attemp^ 
By  duli  obedience  and  by  c^eeping  toil 
/  Obscure  to  oooquer  the  8evere  ascent 
^Of  high  Pamassus.    Natuie^s  kindling  breath 

»•  i' Most  fire  the  choeen  geniusę  Nature*s  hand 

)    -  '  -----      - 
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Most  string  his  nenrcs,  and  imp  his  eagle-wings 
/  Impatient  of  the  painful  steep,  to  soar 
I  l£gh  as  the  summit ;  there  to  breatbe  at  large 
)  Ethereal  air;  with  bards  and  sages  old, 
L^Immortał  sons  of  praise.    These  flattering  scenes, 
To  thts  negleeted  labonr  court  my  song ; 
Yet  not  oncoDScious  wiiat  a  doabtful  task 
^To  paint  the  finest  features  of  the  mind, 
[Aad  to  most  subtle  and  raysterions  things 
\  Gife  colour/  strength,  and  motion.    But  the  lo^e 
Of  Nattifc  and  the  Muses  bida  esplore, 
iThroitgh  secret  paths  erewhile  untrod  by  man, 
S^lie  fitnr  poetic  |Mion,  to  detect 
lUntasted  springifto  drink  inspiring  draughts, 
rAaA  shade  my  temples  with  unfsding  flowers 
}  CalPd  firom  the  lanreate  ya1e*8  profound  recess, 
^Where  nerer  poet  gainM  a  wreath  before. 

From  Heaven  my  strains  begin ;  f rom  HeaTen  de- 
The  flame  of  genins  to  the  human  breast,      [scends 
Aod  hnre  and  beanty,  and  poetic  joy 
And  io^Tation.     Bre  the  radiant  Sun  59 

f^ruig  finom  the  east,  or  *mid  the  rault  of  night 
Tńt  Moon  sttspended  ber  serener  lamp; 
Bre  mountains,  woods,  or  stnsams,  adom*d  the  globe, 
Or  Wisdom  tangbt  the  soót  of  men  ber  lorc ; 
Tliea  IńM  the  almighty  One:  then,  deep  retir^d 
In  hb  nnfathomM  essence,  vtewM  the  forms, 
The  foims  eteraal  of  ereated  things ; 
Tbe  raifiant  Sun,  the  Moon's  nootumal  lamp, 
Tbe  mcmntainsywoods,  and  streams,  the  roli  ing  globe, 
Lj^.  And  Wisdom's  mień  celestia].     From  the  first 
nf  Of  days,  OD  them  bis  love  divine  be  fixM,  *fO 

w    His  admiiatioo?  till  in  time  complete, 
[      What  fa«'admir'd  and  lovM,  bis  vital  smile  <^ 
•  Uoiblded  into  being.     Hence  the  l^reath 
'"^  |lf  Ule  inibrming  each  organie  framo, 
fj  Hence  the  green  «irŁh,  and  wild  resounding  waves; 
C^^ence  fight  and  siiade'altemate ;  warmth  and  cold; 
■■  And  elear  autiironal  skies  and  Tenial  sbowers, 
pr  And  all  the  fair  Tańetyof  things. 
f        Bat  not  altke  to  etery  mortal  eye  79 

r    '^  this  great  scenę  onveiPd.     For  sińce  tbe  claims 
;Of  social  life,  to  different  labouri  nrge 
The  active  powers  of  man  \  with  wise  intent' 
The  hand  of  Natnre  on  pecnliar  minds 
\  Imprints  a  different  bias,  and  to  each 
l>ficrees  its  prorince  in  tbe  common  toil. 
Tó  some  she  tanght  the  fabric*of  the  sphcre, 
The  changeful  Moon,  tbe  cń-cmt  of  tbe  stars, 
Hk  golden  zooes  of  Heaven;  to  Kome  she  gave 
Tp  wdgh  tbe  moment  of  ctemal  tiiings,  89 
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Of  time,  and  space,  and  Fats*8  unbroken  cfaain. 

And  will's  qnick  impulse :  others  by  the  hand 

She  led  o'er  vales  and  moantains,  to  exp1oł'e 

What  healing  virtue  swells  the  tender  reins 

Of  herbs  and  flowers ;  or  what  the  beams  of  mom 

Draw.ibrth,  distilling  from  the  clifted  rind 

In  balmy  tears.    But  anmp,  fn  hij*:hap4łope8 

We{fi,4£g,tin'd ;  some  within  a  finer  mould 

She  wrought,  and  temper^d  with  a  purer  flamei 

To  tbęse  the  Sire  Omnipotenjjmfojds 

The  worTd*s  hanńonious  volume,  thcre  to  read 

The  transcrtpt  of  himself.     On  every  part         101 

They  tracę  the  bńgbt  impreseions  of  his  band : 

In  earth  or  air,  tbe  meadow's  Mi^lg  stores,  ^-»^ 

The  Moon'8  mild  radiance,  or  tRcvirgin's  form 

Blooming  with  rosy  smiles,  they  see  pourtray'd 

That  uncreated  beauty,  which  delights 

The  mind  supremę.    They  also  feel  her  charms, 

Enamonr^d;  they  partake  the  eternal  joy. 

For  as  old  Memmon'8  imageyloiigrĆnown^d 
By  fabling  Nilus,  to  the  qaivering  touch  1 1() 

Of  Titan*s  ray,  with  each  repulsire  string 
Consenting,  sounded  through  the  warbłing  air 
Unbidden  strains;  eten  so  did  Nattirc^s  hand' 
To  certain  species  of  extenial  things,  ^  ^^'^  '*%*,- 
Attune  the  finer  oigans  of  the  mind  :  ^,'■*■*''  ' 

So  the  glad  imputse  of  congenial  powerS^ 
Or  of  sweet  sounds,  or  fair  proportion*d  ibrm, 
The  grace  of  motion,  or  the  bloom  of  light,       ' 
Tbrilkllyough  Tmnrinnfintfti  timder  friimr,    f 
From  nerve  to  nerve:  all  naked  and  aliye      '   120 
They  catch  the  Rpreading  r|tys;  tili  now  tbe  soul 
At  length  disołoses  every  tunefiil  spring. 
To  that  harmonious  movenient  from  without 
Responsive.    Tlicn  the  incxpressive  strain 
Difhises  its  enchantment:  Faucr  dreams 
Of  sacred  fbnntains  and  Elysian  gro%^es. 
And  yales  of  bliss :  the  intellectual  power  * 

Bends  from  his  awfni  throne  a  wondering  ear. 
And  smiles :  the  passions,  gently  Rooth^d  a«ay, 
Sink  to  dlvine  repose,  and  1ove  and  joy  130 

Alone  are  waking ;  loje  and  joy,  serene 
Ab  airs  that  hu  the  summcr>     O!  attend, 
Whoe*er  thou  art,  whora  thcse  delights  can  toucb, 
Wliose  candid  bosom  the  refining  lovc 
Of  Naturę  warms,  O !  listen  to  my  song ; 
And  I  will  guide  thee  to  ber  favourite  walksj 
And  teach  thy  solitude  her  voice  to  hear, 
And  point  her  loveliest  features  to  thy  vif^w. 

Know  then,  whate*er  of  Nature*s  pre^ant  Store^ 
Whate'er  of  mimie  Art^s  reflected  forms  140 

With  love  and  admiration  thus  inflarae 
The  powers  of  fancy,  her  delighted  sons 
To  three  illustrious  orders  have  refisrr^d ; 
Tfaree  sister-graces,  whom  the  painter's  hand, 
nThe  poefs  tongue,  confesses ;  the  sublime, 
TI*he  wonderful,  the  fair,     I  see  them  dawn ' 
1  see  tbe  radiant  risions,  where  they  rise, 
Morę  ]oveły  than  w  hen  Luoifer  displays 
t|Iis  beaming  forehead  through  the  gates  of  mom. 
To  lead  the  train  of  Phoebus  and  the  Spring.  ,  1^0 

Saył  why  was  man  m  DmffTently 'rais^ 
Amid  the  va8t  creation ;  why  ordainM 
Throngh  life  and  death  to^dart  his  piercing  eyel 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  limit  of  his  frame  j 
Bot  that  the  Omnipotent  might  send  him  foith 
In  sight  of  mortal  and  immortal  powersy 
As  on*a  boundless  theatre,  to  run 
The  great  career  of  justice ;  to  exalt 
His  generouB  aim  to  all  dliriner  deeds;  159 
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To  chaM  each  partia]  paipoie  from  his  breast; 
Aod  tfarough  the  mists  of  passton  and  of  ieose, 
And  through  tbe  tossing  tide  of  chance  and  pain, 
jTo  hołd  his  course  unfeulteńng,  while  the  yoice 
/Of  Truth  and  Yirtue,  up  tbe  steep  aacent 
/Of  Naturę,  calls  him  to  his  high  reward,       [bams 
The  applaading  smile  of  Hearen  ?    Elsę  wherdbre 
In  mortal  bosoms  thls  anqueiiched  hope, 
That  breatlies  from  day  to  day  sublimer  things, 
And  inocks  possesnon  ?  wherefore  darta  the  mind, 
With  such  resistless  ardour  to  embrace  170 

Majestic  forms ;  impatient  to  be  firee, 
Spwning  the  gross  control  of  wilful  might; 
Ihtmd  of  the  strong  cootention  of  ber  toils  ; 
Proiid  to  be  daring?  Who  but  rather  tums 
To  Heaven'8  broad  fire  his  unconstrained  vie^, 
Than  to  tbe  glimmering  of  a  waxen  flame  ? 
V  Who  that,  from  Alpine  heigfats,  his  labourmg  eye 
^<6boots  roond  the  widc  horizon,  to  sunrey 
Nilos  or  Ganges  rolling  his  bright  wave 
Through  mountains,  plains,  tłuough  empires  black 
with  shade  t^ 

And  ooBtineats  of  sand ;  will  tum  his  gazę         \ 
\  To  mark  the  windings  of  a  scanty  rill  \ 

That  murmuri  at  his  feet  ?  Tbe  high-bom  soul 
/  DSadains  to  rest  her  heaYen-aspiring  wing 
*j  Beoeath  its  Dative  qaarry.    Tir'd  of  Earth 
;  And  this  diumal  scenę,  she  springs  aloft 

ThrcHigh  fields  of  air ;  pursoes  the  flying  storm ; 
]     Rides  oo  the  Tollied  Ughtmng  through  the  heavens; 
'~  Or,  yok'd  with  whiilwinds  and  the  northem  blast, 
Sweeps  tbe  loog  tract  of  day.   Their  high  she  soan 
The  blue  profound,  and  hoYering  round  the  Sun 
•  Behdds  hidTpisaring  tlie  re(iuBi|lant  stream       198 
Of  light;  beholds  his  unrelenting  sway 
Bend  the  reluctant  planeta  to  atMolve 
The  iated  rounds  of  Time.    Thence  far  effiis^ 
She  darts  her  swiftness  up  the  loa^career  ' 

Of  devious  comets;  through  its  boraing  signs 
Exulting  measures  the  perennial  wheel 
Of  Naturę,  and  iooks  back  on  all  the  stars, 
Wbose  blended  light,  as  with  a  milky  zonę,       200 
Invest  the  orient.    Ńow  amaz'd  she  views 
The  empyreal  waste,  where  happy  spirits  hołd, 
Beyond  this  concave  Heaven,  their  calm  abode  j 
And  fields  of  radiance,  whose  unfading  light 
Has  travell*d  the  profound  suc  thousand  yean^ 
Nor  yet  arriyes  in  sight  of  mortal  things. 
Eren  od  the  barńers  of  the  world  untir^d 
She  meditates  the  eteraal  depŁh  beiow ; 
Tiil  half  recoiling,  down  the  headlong  steep       209 
She  plunges ;  soon  o*erwheIm'd  and  BwaIlow'd  up 
In  that  immense  of  being.    There  her  hopes    , 
Best  at  the~!aled  goal.    For  from  the  birth. 
Of  mortal  man,  tbe  sovereign  Maker  said, 
That  not  in  humble  nor  in  brief  delight» 
Not  in  the  fading  echoes  of  Renown, 
Power's  purple  robes,  nor  Pleasure^s  flowery  lap^ 
The  soul  sboold  find  enjoyment:  but  irom  these 
Tuming  dłsdainful  to  an  equal  good, 
Tlirough  all  the  ascent  of  things  eolarge  her  vięw, 
Till  every  bound  at  length  should  di8u>pear,    220 
And  infinite  perfection  close  the  scenet 

Cali  now  to  miód  what  high  capacious  powers 
Ue  fbided  up  in  man ;  faOw  far  beyond 
The  praise  of  mortals,  may  the  etemal  growth 
Of  Naturę  to  perfection  half 'divine,  x 

£xpand  the  blooming  soul  ł  What  pity  then 
Should  8loth*s  unkindly  fogs  depress  to  Earth 
Her  tender  blossom  i  cboke  the  streanw  of  life^ 
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I  And  blast  her  ąiriiig !  Far  otherwise  destgnM 
I  Almjghty  Wisdom;  Nature*6  hapjpy  rares  229 

l/The  obedient  heart  lar  othcrwise  incline. 
/Witness  the  sprightly  joy  when  aught  unknown 
l|  Strikes  the  ąuick  sense,  and  wakes  each  acti^e  povff 
'  To  brisker  measures :  witness  the  neglect 
iO(  all  familiar  prospects,  thougb  beheld 
With  transport  once ;  the  fund  attentire  gazę 
Of  young  astonishment;  the  sober  zeal 
Of  age,  commenting  on  prodigious  tliingi. 
For  soch  the  bounteous  providence  of  Heaven» 
In  every  breast  unplanting  this  desire  24Ó 

Of  objects  new  and  strange,  to  uiige  os  oo 
With  unremitted  labour.to  pursue 
Those  sacred  stores  that  wait  the  ripenmg  soul, 
In  Truth*s  eahaustless  bosom.    What  need  woid^ 
Topaintitspower?  For  this  tbe  daring  yoath 
Bre^ks  from  his  weepmg  mother^s  anzioua  anns^ 
In  fbreign  climes  to  rove :  the  pensiye  sagę, 
Heedless  of  sleep,  or  midnight'8  harmful  damp, 
Hangs  o'er  the  ńckly  taper;  and  uotir'd 
The  vir^n  foUows,  with  encbanted  step,  23tf 

Hic  mazes  of  some  wild  and  wondrous  tale, 
From  mom  to  eve ;  unmindfui  of  her  form, 
UnmindAil  of  the  happy  dress  that  stole 
The  wishes  of  the  youth,  when  every  maid 
With  envy  pin'd.    Hence,  finally,  by  night   ^ 
The  yillage-matroii,  round  the  blazing  heartliy  ) 
Suspends  the  infant-auilieDce  with  ber  taks,     .      j 
Breathing  astonishment !  of  witohing  rhymes,  YPji 
And  eńl  spirits ;  of  the  death-bed  cali  I  v  '. 

Of  him  who  robb*d  the  widów,  andclerooiM     260^'^ 
The  orphan's  portion ;  of  unquiet^6uls 
Risen  from  the  graye  to  ease  the  heayy  gnilt 
Of  deeds  in  life  coDoealM  $  of  shapes  that  walk 
At  dęad  of  night,  and  dank  their  chains,  and  waie  ^ 
The  torch  of  Heli  around  the  murdercr^s  bed.    . 
At  every  solemn  pause  the  crowd  recoil 
Gazing  each  other  speechless,  and  eongealM 
WHh  shivering  sighs  $  till  eager  for  tbe  eveiit, 
Around  the  beldame  all  erect  they  hang,  fi$9 

Each  trembling  heart  with  giateful  terrour8queUU 

Butlo!  discksM  in  all  her  smiling  pomp, 
Where  Beauty  onwaid  moving  clahns  the  Terse 
Her  charms  inspire:  the  freely-Aowing  verse 
In  thy  immortal  praise,  O  form  diviiie, 
Smootbs  her  mellifloent  stream.  Thee»  Bean^,  tbe6 
The  regal  dome,  and  thy  enlivening  ray 
The  mossy  roofs  adore:  thou,  better  Sunl^ 
For  ever  beamest  on  the  enchanted  heart     / 
Love,  and  harmonious  wonder,  and  delight 
Poetic    BrightestprogenyofHeaTen!     '         280 
How  sball  I  tracę  thy  features?  where  select 
The  roseate  hues  to  emułate  thy  bloom  ? 
Hastę  then,  my  song,  through  Nature*s  widc  acpense^    ^ 
Hastę  then,  and  gaUier  all  her  comełiest  weałtb, 
Whate'er  bri^t  spoils  the  florid  earth  colitains, 
\lliate*er  the  waters,  or  the  liquid  air. 
To  deck  thy  loyely  labour.    Wilt  thou  fly 
With  laughing  Autunm  to  the  Atlantic  isles, 
And  rangę  with  him  the  Hesperian  field,  and  see 
Where*er  his  fingera  touch  the  froitful  grove,    ^ 
The  branches  shoot  with  gold ;  where*er  his  step 
Marks  the  glad  soil,  the  tender  clusters  grow 
With  purple  ripeness,  and  inyest  each  hiU 
As  with  the  blushes  of  an  ereniiig  sky  } 
Or  wilt  thou  rather  stoop  thy  yagrant  plume, 
Where  gliding  through  his  daugfater*s  konour*ft 

shades, 
The  smooth  Peneiis  firom  hif  glassy  fiood 
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faieclHjurBW»eąl  Tempe*^  pleasant  acene  ? 
Fair  Tempe !  hannt  beloT'd  of  8ylvaii  powen,  299 
.  Of  Mym^  and  Pauns ;  where  in  the  golden  age 
They  play'd  in  lecret  oa  the  shady  brink 
Wi^  andeat  Pam^  whiic  round  their  chorał  steps 
-^(tang  HoumilS  genial  Gales  with  constant  band 
anwer^d  bloamna,  odours,  sho«er*d  kmbroual 

dews, 
Attd  Spriog^s  Elysian  blootn.    Her  floweiy  atore 
To  thee  nor  Tempe  ahall  refiue }  nor  watch 
Of  wioged  Hydra  guard  Hesperian  fruits 
¥nm  thy  frcśe  spoU.    O  bear  then,  unreproY^di 
Tby  imiling  treasures  to  the  green  receas 
Wbere  ypong  Dtone  itays.  •  With  sweeteal  airs 
Eotke  ber  IbrUi  to  lend  ber  angel-finm  31 1 

For  Beattty'8  boooar'd  image.    Hitber  tam 
Thygraoefalfbotsteps;  rathery  gentle  maidy 
hidiDetbypolirii'dfbrebead:  letthyeyes 
BSase  the  mildness  of  tbdir  azure  dawo  | 
And  may  the  £unuag  breezes^Waft  aade 
Thy  radiant  iocks :  dJscło«łn|f,  as  it  bends 
Woh  airy  softness  fiom  the  maible  neck, 
The  cheek  fiur-bloomiog,  and  the  rosy  lip»       319 
Where  vinning  amiles  and  pleasures  sweet  aa  love, 
With  sanctity  and  wiadom,  tempering  blend 
Their  soft  allarement    Then  the  pleasing  force 
Of  Natiue,  and  her  kind  parental  care 
WgrtEier  Vd  ang :  then  all  the  enamoar^d  yoath, 
Włth  eaeh  admiring  Tirgin,  to  my  lyre 
SbouM  throng  attentiYe,  while  I  poin|  on  high 
Where  Beaaty's  living  image,  like  the  mom 
That irakea in  Zephyr^s arma  the  b]j)||uDgMay,    ' 
}  Mores onward ;  or aa  Yenos,  wtaen ueiGSod 

igent  on  the  pearly  car,  and  smirdt  330 

Frefefipom  the  deep,  and  oonscioua  of  ber  form. 
To  see  the  Tritom  time  their  Tosfllshellay 
Aod each penUean  siater  of  th^Mod 
With  hmd  aeSlafan  attend  her  o'er  the  waves, 
To  seek  the  Idalian  bover«    Ye  smiling  band 
Of  yootfas  and  viiigins,  idio  through  all  the  masę 
Of  yoang  deaire  with  rival-stepa  pursue 
Thb  chann  of  boauty ;  if  the  pleasing  toil 
Cao  yield  a  moments  reapite,  bither  tum 
Yoar  fiifiNarable  ear,  and  tmst  my  woida.        340 
I  do  not  mean  to  wake  the  gloomy  form 
Of  Sopendtua  dseaB'd  in  Wiadom^ft  gart>, 
To  dampyDor  tender  bopea;  I  do  not  mean 
To  bid  tbe  jealous  thonderer  fire  the  heavetta, 
Or  ihapes  infernal  rend  the  groaning  Eaith 
To  fii^  yon  fitom  yoar  joya :  my  cheerful  aong 
With  better  omens  calla  yon  to  the  field, 
Pleas^d  with  yoar  generoaa  ardoar  in  the  chaae. 
And  wann  like  yoo.    Then  tell  me,  ibr  ye  know, 
Does  Beautyerer  4aign  to  dvell  where  bealtb 
ia<i  aK^rt  use  are  straugcrs  ?  Is  ber  cluirtn     351 
"Cdof^d  fal  aagfat^  irHose  moat  pecuUar  cnds 
Aie  lamę  and  fruitleas  ?  Or  did  Natnre  mean 
This  pleasing  cali  the  herald  of  a  lie ; 
To  hide  the  shame  of  discord  and  disease. 
And  catch  with  fair  hypocrisy  tbe  beart 
Of  idle  futh  ?  O  no !  with  better  caiea 
The  indolgent  motłier,  oooscio«is  bow  infirm 
Her  o&pring  tread  the  paths  of  good  and  ill. 
By  this  łUustrioas  image,  in  each  kind  360 

Stilł  moat  iUostrious  where  the  object  hojda 


The  Uoom  of  iięctar'd  froitage  ńpe  to  senae, 
Anid  every  chann  of  animated  thinga, 
Aie  only  pledgea  of  a  atate  ainoere, 
The  integrity  and  order  of  their  frame, 
When  all  ia  well  withm,  and  every  end 
(Accomplish^d.  Thus  waa  Beauty  seut  from  Hcavenii 
The  lovely  miniatreas  of  truth  and  good 
In  thia  dark  world :  for  truth  and  good  are  one^ 
And  Beanty  dwells  in  tbem,  and  they  in  her» 
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Its  utiTe  powera  most  perfect,  ^  by  thia 
IDitmes  the  headstrong  impulse  If  des^^ź  * 
fAod  wictifies  his  ch<nce.  Tbe  ^eneróus  glebę  •. 
Wbow  bosom  smilea  with  yenlpre,  thtt/ćlear  tract' 
Of  streama  d^icioaa  to  the  tbinty  soufy 


(With  like  participation.    Wberefore  then, 
O  sona  of  £aith  !  woald  ye  disaol^e  the  tie  ? 
O  wberefore,  with  a  raah  impetuoos  aim, 
Setk  ye  thoae  flowery  joya  with  wbich  the  hand 
Of  laviah  Fancy  painta  each  flatteiing  scenę     36^ 
Where  Beauty  aeema  to  dwell,  nor  once  inqnire 
Where  is  the  sanction  of  etemal  truth, 
Or  where  tbe  aeal  of  undeceitfal  good. 
To  8ave  yoar  search  from  folly  ! .  Wanting  these^ 
Lo !  Beauty  withers  in  your  Yoid  embrace. 
And  with  the  glittering  of  an  idiot'a  toy- 
Did  Fancy  mock  your  tows.    Not  let  the  gleam 
Of  youthfiil  hope,  that  shines  upon  your  heaita. 
Be  chill'd  or  donded  at  tbis  awful  task. 
To  leam  the  kire  of  ondeoeitful  good,  390 

And  truth  etemal.    Thongb  the  poiaoDooa  cbarma 
Of  baleful  Superstitkm  guide  tbe  feet    •> 
Of  serrile  nambers,  through  a  dreary  way 
To  their  abode,  throagh  deaerts,  thorns,  and  mires 
And  leave  tbe  wretched  pilgrim  all  forlom 
To  muae  at  last,  amid  the  ghoatly  gloom 
Of  graYoa,  and  boary  vaulti,  and  cloi8ter'd  oells; 
To.walk  with  spectrea  throagh  the  oddnight  shade, 
Anid  fi>  tbe  acreaming  owPa  aocuraed  aong 
Attune  the  dreadfiil  workmga  of  bia  beart ;       400 
Yet  be  not  ye  dismay*d.    A  gentler  star 
Your  loTcly  search  iłluminea.    From  the  grove 
Where  Wiadom  talkM  with  ber  Athenian  sons, 
Gould  my  ambitious  band  intwine  a  wreath, ' 
Of  Piato*8  olive  with  the  Mantuan  bay. 
Then  sbould  my  powerful  yerse  at  ouce  diapell 
Those  monkisb  horroara :  then  in  light  dirtno 
\Disclose  the  Elysian  proapect,  where  the  steps 
K)f  those  wbom  Naturę  ctaanńa,  through  blooming 

Through  fragrant  mountaina  and  poetic  streams, 

'Amid  the  train  of  sages,  heioea,  barda,  41 1 

]Led  by  their  wing^  Genioa  and  the  choir 

Of  laureird  Science,  and  harmoniotta  Ait, 

Proceed  e^ulting  to  tbe  etemal  sbrine, 

Where  Truth  conapicaoua  with  her  sister-twins, 

The  undivided  partners  of  ber  sway, 

With  Good  and  Beauty  reigns.^  O  let  not  us, 

luird  by  luzurious  Pleaaare'»  langoid  strałn, 

Or  crouching  to  tbe  irowna  of  Bigot^rage, 

O  let  us  not  a  moment  pause  to  join  490 

That  godlike  baod.    And  if  the  gracious  power 

Who  first  awaken*d  my  untutor^d  song, 

WUl  to  my  iniocation  breathe  anew 

The  tunefiil  spirit  j|  then  throu^  all  our  patha,  * 

Ne*ef  shall  the^ound  of  this  devoted  lyre 

Be  wantiog;  whether  on  tbe  rosy  mead, 

Wlien  Summer  smtles,  to  wam  the  melting  hcait 

Of  Luxury's  allurement;  whether  firm 

Againśt  the  torrent  and  the  atubbora  hill 

Tq  urge  bold  Vlrtoe*9  unremitted  nerve,  430 

And  wake  the  strong  diWnity  of  soul 

That  couąuersCbance  and  Fate;  or  wbeCher  struck 

For  soands  of  triumpb,  to  proclaim  her  toils 

Upon  the  lofty  sammit,  mund  ber  brow 

To  twise  the  wreath  of  inoorroptive  piaise  i 
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To  tracę  her  hal1ów*d  light  througli  futurę  worlds, 
And  bless  Heayen'8  image  in  the  heart  of  man. 
-,■    Thus  with  a  faithful  aim  have  we  presam'dy 

Whether  tn  vast,  majestic  pomp  arra7'd»  440 

Or  dreSŁ  for  pleasing  wonder,  or  sereoe 
In  Beautjr^g  rosy  smile.     Tt  now  remains, 
Through  various  being^s  fair-proportion'd  tcale, 
To  traoe  the  rising  lustre  of  her  charms, 
From  their  first  twiligbt,  shioing  furtb  at  length 
To  fuli  meridian  splendour.     Of  degree 
The  least  ^d  lowliest,  ia  the  effusive  warmt^ 
Of  eolours  mingling  with  a  random  blaze,  • 

Doth  Beauty  dwell.     Then  higher  in  the  linę 
And  variatioo  of  determłn'd  shape,  450 

Where  Truth't  etemal  measures  mark  the  bound 
Of  circle,  cabe,  or  sphere.    The  third  aacent 
Unites  this  Taried  aymmetry  of  parta 
^Włth  colour^s  bland  alłuremęnt;  as  the  pearl 
Shinea  in  the  ooQcave  of  its  azure  bed. 
And  painted  shells  indent  their  Bpeckled  wreath* 
Then  morę  attractiTe  rise  the  blooming  forms 
Through  wbich  the  breath  of  Naturę  bas  infu8'd 
Her  genial  power  to  draw  with  pregnant  veins 
*  Nutritious  moisture  from  the  bounteous  Eaith) 
In  fruit  and  seed  proliiic:  thus  the  flowem        461 
Their_purple  honours  with  the  spring  resume; 
And  thus  the  stately  tree  with  autumn  bends 
With  blushing  treasures.    But  morę  loYely  still 
Is  Nature'8  charm,  where  to  the  iuU  consent 
Of  oomplićated  members  to  the  bloom 
Of  colour,  and  the  Tital  change  of  growtb, 
life^TTioly  flame  aml  piercing  sense  are  given. 
And  active  n^otion  speaks  the  temper^d  soul: 
So  moves  thel>ird  of  Juno;  so  the  ste6d  470 

With  rival  ardour  beats  thie  dusty  plain. 
And  faithful  dogs  with  eager  airs  of  joy 
Salute  their  fellows.    Thus  doth  Beauty  dwell 
There  most  conspicuous,  eren  in  outward  shape, 
Where  dawns  the  high  e3qpressiQn  of  a  mind: 
By  steps  conducting  onr  enraptuHd  seorch 
To  that  etemal  origin,  whose  power, 
Through  all  the  unbounded  symmetry  of  thingi, 
like  rays  effuleing  from  the  parent  Sun, 
This  endless  mucture  of  her  charms  diffus^d.     480 
Mind,  mind  alone,  (bear  witness,  Eartb  and  UeaTen! ) 
The  living  iguntains  in  itself  con^ins' 
Of  bąauteogs  and  sublime :  here  band  in  band. 
Sit  parambunc  ibe  oraces*;  here  enthroo'd, 
Celestial  Yenus,  with  diyinest  ain, 
InTites  the  soul  to  neyer-^Eiding  joy. 
Łook  then  abroad  through  Naturę,  to  the  rangę 
Of  planeta,  suns,  and  adamantine  spheres, 
"Wheeling  unshaken  through  the  void  immense ; 
And  speak,  O  man !  does  this  capacious  scenę 
With  half  that  kindling  majesty  diiate  491 

Thy  strong  ooncq>tion,  as  when  Brutus  raee 
Refulgent  from  the  strake  of  Cssar's  ftite, 
Amid  the  crowd  of  patriots ;  and  his  arm 
Aloft  extending,  like  etemal  Jove 
When  guilt  brings  down  the  thunder,  caird  aloud 
On  TuUy's  name,  and  shook  his  crimson  stecl) 
And  bade  the  father  of  his  country  hail  ? 
For  lo !  the  tyrant  prostrate  on  the  dust. 
And  Borne  again  is  free !  Is  aught  so  fair         ^00 
In  all  the  dewy  landscapes  of  the  spring, 
In  the  bright  eye  of  Hesper  or  the  Mom, 
In  Nature*s  fiiirest  forms,  is  aught  so  fair 
As  virtoous  Fńendship  ?  as  the  candid  biush 
Of  him  wbo  Btriyes  with  fintnne  to  be  just} 


The  graceful  tear  that  streams  for  othen  meB} 

Or  the  mild  majesty  of  pri^ate  life, 

Where  Peaoe  with  ever-blooming  oiive  crowns 

The  gate ;  where  Honour'8  liberał  hands  effose 

Unenried  treasures,  and  the  snowy  wings  510 

Of  Innocence  and  Love  protect  the  acene  } 

Once  morę  search,  undismay'd,  the  dark  profound 

^^hP""  Nftture  Works  in  secret ;  yiew  the  beds 

Of  minerał  treasure,  aiid  the  etemal  rault        '^ 

That  bounds  the  hoary  Ocean ;  tracę  the  fannś   ( 

Of  atoms  moving  with  incessant  change 

Hieir  ełemeotal  round;  behold  the  seeds 

Of  being,  *  and  the  energy  of  lite 

Kindling  the  mass  with  ever-actiye  flame : 

Then  to  the  secrets  of  the  working  mind  580 

Attentiye  turo ;  from  dim  obliTion  cali 

ller  fleet,  ideał  band ;  and  bid  them,  go ! 

Break  tlirough  Ume^s  barrier,  and  o^ertake  the  hoor 

That  saw  the  heavens  created :  then  declare 

If  aught  werc  found  in  those  e<temal  soenei 

To  uiove  thy  wonder  now.    For  what  are  all 

The  forms  which  brate,  unconscious  roatter  wear^ 

GreatnesB  of  bulk,  or  symmetry  of  parts  ? 

Not  reaching  to  the  heart,  soon  feeble  growa 

The  superficial  impulse;  duU  their  charms,      53tf 

And  satiate  soon,  and  pall  the  languid  eyOt 

Not  80  the  morał  species,  nor  the  powers 

Of  genius  and  design ;  the  ambitious  mind 

There  sees  herself :  by  these  coogenial  forma 

Touch'd  and  awaken'd,  with  inteuBer  act 

She  bends  each  nerre,  and  meditates  well-pleas*d 

Her  features  tn  the  mirror.    For  of  all 

The  inhabitants  of  Eartb,  to  man  alone 

Creative  Wiedom  gave  to  lift  his  eye 

To  Tmth'B  etemal  measures ;  thence  to  frame 

The  sacred  laws  of  aotion  and  of  will,    •  541  - 

Disccming  justice  from  uneqnal  deeds. 

And  temperanoe  from  folly.     Bot  beyond 

This  energy  of  Trnth,  whose  dictates  bind 

Assenting  reasoo,  the  benignant  sire. 

To  deck  the  hononr'd  paths  of  just  and  good, 

Has  added  bright  Imagination^s  rays : 

Where  Yirtue,  rising  ^m  the  awful  depth 

Of  lVuth's  mysterious  bosom,  doth  forsake 

The  unadomM  condition  of  her  birth ;  550 

And,  dres8'd  by  Fancy  in  ten  thousand  hoeaii 

Assumes  a  Tarious  featnre,  to  attract, 

With  charms  re8poosive  to  each  gazer's  eye, 

Tlie  hearts  of  men.     Amid  his  mral  walk, 

The  ingenious  youth,  wbom  solitude  inspires 

With  purest  wishes,  from  the  penńve  shade 

Beholds  her  moving,  like  a  Tirgin-muse 

That  wakes  her  1]^  to  aome  indulgent  theme 

Of  harmony  and  wonder:  while  among 

The  herd  of  servile  miuds  her  strenuous  form   560 

Indignant  flashes  on  the  patriot^s  eye. 

And  through  the  rolls  of  memory  appealt 

To  ancient  honour,  or,  in  act  serene, 

Yet  watchful,  raises  the  majestic  sword 

Of  public  power,  from  dark  ambition*s  reach 

To  guard  the  sacred  Tolume  of  the  laws. 

Genius  of  ancient  Greece !  whose  faithful  stepr  x\ 
Well-pleas'd  I  follow  througli  the  sacred  paths 
Of  Va^»i*«»  •^  f>f  gyifiif^  -  nune  di^ine 

htroicdeeSrad  fair  dciires !  5*70 

O !  let  the  breatW>f  thy  estended  praise 
Inspire  my  kindln!|  bosom  to  the  height 
Of  this  uutempted  theme.    Nor  be  my  thoughtą 
Presumptnous  clounted,  if  amid  the  calm 
<  >  That  sooibes  this  veroal  erening  into  spulea. 
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i  fteal  impatient  from  tbe  sordid  haunts 

Ot  Strife  and  Iow  Ambition,  to  attend 

Tbj  sacred  preseoce  In  the  syl^n  sha^j^ 

By  tbeir  małignaot  footsieps  iie*cr  profanM. 

Dfsceod,  pioptious !  to  my  fa^'oarM  eye;        580 

Soch  in  thy  mień,  thy  warm,  exalted  air, 

As  wben  rh«  Persian  tyrant,  foilM  and  stun^ 

With  shame  and  de«penitioa,  gnashM  his  teeth 

To  see  thee  rend  the  pageants  of  his  throne ; 

Aad  ai  tbe  ligfatnmj;  of  thy  lifted  spaar 

CrouchM  like  a  slare.    Brin?  all  thy  martial  spoils, 

Thy  pałms,  thy  laurets,  thy  triamphal  songs, 

Thy  niiilmf  band  of  arts,  thy  godlike  sires 

Of  ciril  wisdom,  thy  heroic  youth  589 

Warm  from  the  schools  of  glory.     Guide  my  way 

"niroofrfa  lair  Lyc6i]m'8  walk,  the  green  retreata 

Of  Academus  and  the  thymy  valc, 

Wbere,  oft  enchantcd  wiST^ocratic  Bounds, 

nisus  pure  de^olT^d  bis  tunefal  stream 

In  fentler  marmurs.    From  the  bloominc:  storę 

Of  these  aospicious  fields,  may  I  unblam^d 

Transplaot  some  liying  blossoms  to  adom 

My  nańre  clime :  while  fiir  above  the  flight 

Of  Faney*!  plamę  aspiring,  I  unlock 

The  iprioga  of  ancient  Wisdom !  while  I  join    600 

Thy  name,  thrice  honour^d  t   w^h  the^Jjpmortal 

pratM 
f^^Mtnrc,  while  to  my  compatriot  youth 
I  point  the  high  enunpte  of  thy  sons, 
And  toae  Ip  Atttc  themes  the  British  lyre. 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 

Tn  fieparation  of  the  works  of  imagioation  from 
pbiksophy,  the  cause  of  t^ieir  abuse  a^pong  the 
moderos.  Prospect  of  tlieir  re-union  under  the 
influence  of  public  libeity.  Enumeration  of  ac- 
cidental  pleasons,  which  increase  the  efliect  of 
objecti  dclightfal  to  tbe  imagination.  The  plea- 
ionss  of  sense.  Farticular  circamstances  of  the 
miód.  Discof^ery  of  tnith.  Perception  of  con- 
tmanee  aiid  design.  Emotion  of  the  passion. 
Ali  the  natufal  paasioos  partake  of  .a  pleasing 
Koflitjoa  i  with  tbe  finał  cause  of  .this  constitu- 
tion  ilioflrated  by  an  allegorical  yision,  and  ex- 
cmplified  in  fonow,  pity,  t^rrour,  and'  indigna- 


IOF  all-devourin^  N'ght     As  long  immurM 
In  nmm-tide  darkness  by  the  glimmering  lamp, 
Each  Muse  and  each  fair  Science  pm'd  away 
The  sordid  hours:  while  foni,  barbartan  banda 
Their  mysterirs  prafenM,  unstrung  the  lyre, 
And  chain'd  Ibe  soaring  pinton  down  to  Earth. 
At  last  tbe  MTises  roso,  and  ApnmM  their  bont^s, 
And,  wiidly  warbling,  3oatter'd,  as  thcy  flew,       20 
Their  blooming  wreaths  from  fairValciusa'»  bowers 
To  Arno^s  myrtle  border,  and  the  shore 
Of  soft  Parthenope.     But  still  the  ragę 
Of  dire  Ambitioa  and  gigantic  Power, 
From  public  ai..*  >  and  iVom  tbe  busy  walk 
Of  civil  Commcrce,  drore  the  bolder  train 
Of  ponetrating  Science  to  the  ccils, 
IWhere  stndious  Ease  consumes  the  silent  hour 
bn  shadowy  searchc^s  and  unfruitlii]  care. 
Thus  from  their  guardians  tom,  the  tender  arts 
Of  mimie  Fancy  and  barmonious  Joy,  dl 

To  priestly  domination  and  the  last 
Of  lawless  courts,  their  amiable  toil 
Fopthree  inglorious  aces  have  resign*d, 
In  Tain  reluctant :  and  ToTquato'8  tongue 
Was  tun*d  for  slarish  pseans  at  the  throne 
Of  tinsel  pomp  t  and  RapbaePs  magie  hand 
EiTusM  its  fair  creatton  to  enchant 
The  fond  adoring  herd  in  Lat'an  ftintfs 
To  blind  belief ;  while  on  their  prostrate  necks  40 
The  sable  tyrant  plants  his  heel  secnre* 
But  no  w,  bchold !  the  rądiant  era  dawns,    - 
When  Freedom^s  ample  fabric,  fix'd  at  length 
For  endless  years  on  AIbion's  happy  shore 
In  fuli  pToportion,  onee  morę  shall  estćnd 
To  all  ^e  kindred  powers  of  social  bliss 
A  common  mansion,  a  parental  roof. 
There  shall  the  Yirtues,   there  shall  Wi4dom*8 

train,  t 

Their  long-lost  friends  rejoining,  as  of  old, 
Embrace  tbe  smiliog  family  of  Arts,  50 

The  Muses  and  tbe  Oraces.    Then  no  morę 
Shall  Vice,  distracting  their  delicioas  gifts 
To  aims  abhonr*d,  with  high  distaste  and  scom 
Tum  from  their charms  the philosophiK^eye, 
The  patriot-bosom ;  then  no  morę  the  patba 
Of  public  care  or  intellecŁual  toil, 
Alone  by  footsieps  hau^bty  and  severe 
In  gloomy  state  be  trod :  the  barmonious  Mus6^ 
And  ber  persua»ve  sisters,  then  sliall  plant 
Their  sheltering  laurels  o'er  the  black  ascent,     60 
And  flcatter  flowers  along  the  rtigged  way. 
Arm'd  with  the  lyre,  already  have  we  dar'd 
To  pierce  dtrine  Pbilosophy^s  retreats, 
And  teach  the  Muse  ber  lorę ;  already  strore 
Their  long-divided  honours  to  unitę, 
While  tempering  this  dcep  argument  we  sang 
Of  Tmth  and  Beauty.     Now/the  same  glad  las! 
Impeads ;  now  urging  our  ambitious  toil. 


Wnu  shall  the  laurel  and  the  vocal  string 
lenone  their  bonoais  ?  When  shall  we  behold 
Tbe  tnoeful  toogue,  the  Promethean  hand, 
A^ńre  to  aadent  praise  ?  Alas !  ^w'faint,  ^ 
Bom  ikiw,  tbe  dawn  of  Beauty  and  of  Truth  « 
Braks  tbe  rehictaot  shades  of  P"*^ifi  ntf^* 
Which  yet  involTe  the  natioos !  Long  the^  gnMUii*d 
Benath  tbe  furies  of  rapadous  Forc|^$ 
Olt  tt  tbe  gloomy  North,  with  iion-swarmt 
Tenpestootts  ponring  from  her  frozen  ca^es,      10 
Holeil  tbe  Italian  shore^  aad  swept  the  works 
Of  libeity  aad  Wildom  down  tbe  golf 
VOL  XIV. 


e  hasten  to  rccount  the  Tarious  spnngs 
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adventittoas  pleasure,  which  adjmn 
leir  grateiul  influence  to  the  prime  effect 
Of  objects  grand  or  beanteous,  and  entarge 
Tbe  comprtcated  joy^     The  sweets  of  serse, 
Do  they  not  oft  with  kind  accd^tmi  fluw, 
To  raise  barmonious  Fancy'8  native  charm  ? 
So  while  we  taste  the  fragrance  of  tbe  ruse^ 
Glows  not  ber  blush  the  faircr?  While  we  riew 
Amid  the  noontidc  walk  a  Kmpid  riłl 
Gosh  through  the  trickling  herbage,  to  the  thint 
Of  summer  yielding  the  delicious  draoght  &0 

Of  cool  refreshmenlj  </er  tbe  mossy  briuk 
F 


66 


AKENSID£'S  POEMS. 


Shioes  not  fhe  surface  deaKer,  and  tbe  iraves 
With  sweeter  musie  munnur  as  they  flow  ? 

Nor  this  alone ;  tbe  ▼aricNU  lot  of  life 
Cft  finom  extenial  circumstance  assomes 
A  moment*s  disposition  to  rejoioe 
In  those  delights  which  at  a  different#honr 
Would  pan  anheeded.    Fair  the  face  of  Spring, 
Wben  rural  songs  and  odours  wake  the  Mom, 
To  erery  eye ;  but  how  much  morę  to  his  90 

Round  whom  the  bed  of  sickness  long  diffus'd 
Its  roelancholy  gloom !  'how  doul)!^  fair, 
I  Whcn  first  with  fresh-bom  vigour  be  inhales 
I  The  bal  my  breeze,  and  feeTs  the  ^ilessed  Sun 
I  Warm  at  his  bosom,  fiom  the  springs  of  life 
'  Chasing  oppressiye  damps  and  languid  pain  1 
Or  shałl  I  mention,  where  celestial  T^uth 
Her  awfitl  light  disckwes,  to  bestow 
A  morę  majestic  pomp  on  Beauty*8  frame  ?        99 
For  man  Ioycs  knowledge,  and  tbe  beams  of  T^th 
Morę  weicome  touch  his  understanding^s  eye, 
Thau  all  the  blandishments  of  sound  his  ear, 
Than  all  of  taste  his  tongue.    Nor  erer  yet 
The  melting  rainbow*s  vemal-tincturM  hues 
To  me  bave  shone  so  pleaćing,  as  when  fiist 
The  hand  of  Science  pointed  out  the  path 
In  which  the  sun-beams  gleaming  from  the  west 
Fali  on  the  watery  Cloud,  whose  darlcsome  veii 
InvoWes  the  orient ;  and  that  trickling  shower 
Piercing  throiigb  erery  crystalline  conTex         110 
Of  dusteńng  dew-dn^  t6  their  flight  6ppo6*d, 
Recoil  at  length  where  concaTC  all  behind 
tlie  intemal  snrface  on  eacb  glassy  orb 
Repells  their  forward  passage  into  air ; 
That  thence  direct  they  seek  the  radiant  goal 
From  which  their  course  began ;  and,  as  they  stńke 
In  different  lines  the  gazer's  obvious  eye, 
>  Assume  a  different  lustre,  thrąugh  the  brede 
«)  Of  colonrs  changing  from  the  splendid  rosę 
RTo  the  pale  violet's  dejected  huc.  12()| 

^      Or  shall  we  tonch  that  kiud  access  of  joy,  ' 

That  springs  to  each  fair  object,  whtie  we  traoe 
Thioogh  all  iU  fabric.  Wi»dQ)ą's  f  rtf«»l  ^jm 
Bisposing  every  part,  and  gaining  stiU 
By  means  proportionM  her  benignant  ^d  ? 
Speak,  ye,  the  pure  delight,  ^hose  favour'd  steps 
The  lamp  of  Sciepce  through  the  jealous  maże 
JJf  Naturę  guides,  when  haply  you  reveal 
Her  secret  honoars:  whether  in  the  sky,  129 

The  beauteoos  laws  of  light,  the  central  powers 
That  wheel  the  pensile  planets  round  the  ycar; 
^Vhethor  in  wonders  of  tbe  rolling  deep, 
Or  the  rich  fruits  of  all-sustaining  eatth, 
Or  fine-adjusted  springs  of  life  aud  sense, 
Ye  scan  tbe  counsels  of  their  auŁhor's  hand. 
What,  when  to  raise  the  raeditated  sceue, 
The  flame  of  passion  through  the  stmggling  sonl 
Deep-kindJed,  shows  across  that  suddoi  t>laxe 
The  object  of  its  rapture,  vast  of  size, 
With  flercer  colours  and  a  night  of  shade  ?        140 
^-*^  What  ?  Hke  a  storm  from  their  capacious  bed 
The  sounding  seas  o*erwheIming,  when  the  might 
Of  these  ernptions,  working  from  the  depth 
Of  roan*s  strong  apprehension,  shakes  his  frame 
£ven  to  the  bose;  from  every  naked  sense 
Of  pain  or  pleasure  dissipating  all 
Opinion*8  feeble  coverings,  and  the  veil 
Spun  from  the  cobweb  foshion  of  the  times 
To  bidę  the  ieeling  heart  ?  Then  Naturę  speaks      i 
V   Her  genoine  lariguage,  and  the  words  of  men,  150 1 
^  Big  with  tbe  Tery  motion  of  their  souls, 


Declare  with  what  aocnmalated  force  . 
The  impetnous  nenre  of  passion  urges  oq 
Tlie  natire  weight  and  energy  of  things. 

Yet  morę :  her  honours  where  nor  beauty  claims 
Nor  shows  of  good  the  thirsty  sense  allure, 
From  FiBS8ion*8  power  alone  our  naturę  hoMs 
Essential  pleasure.    Passion^s  fierce  ill«.pse 
Rouzes  the  mind*s  whole  fabńc ;  with  suppliet 
Of  daily  impulse  keeps  the  elastic  powers         160 
Intensely  poł8'd,  and  pdishes  anew 
By  that  ooUision  all  the  fine  machinę: 
Elsę  rust  would  rise,  and  foulness,  by  degreet 
E^umbering,  choke  at  last  what  Heareo  design*d 
For  ceasekn  motion  and  a  round  of  toil. 
— But  say,  does  every  passion  thus  to  man 
Administer  delight  ?  That  name  indeed 
Becomes  the  rosy  breath  of  Love ;  becomes 
The  nułiant  smiles  of  Joy,  the  applauding  hand 
Of  Admiration :  but  tbe  bitter  shower  I 'O 

That  Sorrow  sheds  upon  a  brother*s  grav^ 
But  the  dumb  palsy  of  noctumał  Fear, . 
Or  those  oonsuming  fires  that  gnaw  the  heait 
Of  panting  Indignation,  find^irą  there 
To  move  delight? — Then  listen  while  my  tongue 
The  unalterd  will  of  Heaven  with  faithful  awe 
Rereals ;  what  old  Harmodius,  wont  to  teach 
My  eariy  age ;  Harmodius,  who  had  weigh^d  - 
Within  his  learned  mind  whate^er  the  scbools 
Of  Wisdom,  or  thy  lonely-whispering  yoioe,       1  SO 
O  faithful  Naturę !  dictate  of  tbe  laws 
Wliicb  govem  and  support  this  migfaty  frame 
Of  uniTersal  being.    Oft  the  hours 
From  mom  to  eve  have  stolen  unmark'd  away^ 
While  mute  attention  hung  upon  his  lip«, 
As  thus  the  sagę  his  ąwfiil  tale  began. 
'    *'  Twas  in  the  windmgs  df  an  ancient  wood, 
When  spotless  youth  with  solitude  resigns 
I  To  sweet  philosophy  the  studioos  day, 
What  time  pale  Autumn  shades  the  silent  eve^  190 
Mosing  I  rov'd.    Of  good  Imd  evil  mnch. 
And  much  of  mortal  man  my  thought  reroWd ; 
When  starting  fuli  on  Fancy's  gushing  eye 
The  moumful  image  ofParthenia's  fite, 
lliat  h<Mr,  O  long  belov*d  and  kmg  dq>1or*d  ! 
When  biooming  youth,  nor  gentlest  Wisdom^  arts. 
Nor  Hymen's  honours  gathei^d  for  thy  brow, 
Nor  all  thy  Iover's,  all  thy  fatber's  tears 
AyaiPd  to  snatch  thee  finom  the  cruel  grare; 
Thy  agonizing  looks,  thy  last  farewell  200 

Struck  to  tbe  inmost  feeling  of  my  soul 
As  with  the  hand  of  Death.    At  tmoe  the  sbade 
Morę  horrid  nodded  o*er  me,  and  the  winds 
With  hoarser  moimuring  shook  tbe  brancbes.  Daik 
As  niid night  storms,  the  scenę  of  human  things 
Appcar'd  befbre  me ;  deserts,  buming  sands, 
Where  tbe  parch'd  adder  dies;  the  frazen  sonthy 
And  Desolation  blasting  all  the  west 
With  rapine  and  with  murder:  tyrant  Power 
Heie  sits  enthtx)n'd  with  blood  $  the  balefol  chnnns 
Of  Superstitłon  there  iniect  tbe  «kies,  S 1 1 

And  tum  the  Sun  to  horrour.    Gracious  HcaTen  { 
What  is  the  life  of  man  ?  Or  cannot  thesi^ 
Not  these  poctents  thy  awful  will  tuflice  } 
That,  propagated  thus  beyond  their  scope, 
They  rise  to  act  their  cruelties  anew 
In  my  aiBicted  bosom,  thus  decreed 
Hie  unirersal  sensitire  of  pain, 
The  wretched  heir  of  evils  not  its  owa ! 

<*  llius  I  impatient;  when,  at  once  «l!ut'd,  S 
Ą  fl^shing  torrent  of  celestial  day 
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JhnttflinmglitbesbftdowyToid.  With  stów  docent 
A  pqĘf^  ckmd  came  floating  through  the  sky, 
Ani  pon*d  at  iength  within  the  circiio;  trees* 
Hong  óbTKKis  to  my  ▼iew ;  till  opening  wide 
Its  Joadort^  a  morę  tban  haman  form 
£iiieij!tli^lean'd  majestic  o*er  my  head,    * 

.  Aod  DBCant  thnnder  sbook  the  conscious  grore. 

1  Then  melted  mto  air  thć  liąuid  ukllM,  " 
Tben  all  the  shintng  rision  stood  reveaVd.         230 
A  wreath  of  palm  hit  ample  forehead  bonnd. 
And  o*er  his  shoalder,  mantling  to  his  knee, 
Flo»*d  the  transpatent  robę,  around  his  waist 
Golfected  włth  a  radiaot  zonę  of  gold 
EUiereal :  there  in  mystic  signs  eDgrav'd, 
I  read  his  oflice  high,  and  sacred  name, 
Genloi  of  haman  kind.    AppalPd  I  gaz*d 
Hie  godiike  pretience;  for  athwart  his  broir 
Displeasore,  temper'd  witb  a  mild  concem, 
ŁnokM  doirn  rcloctant  on  me,  and  his  words    240 
Łike  disUnt  thmiderB  broke  the  mnrmarin^  atr. 

**  *  Yainarethy  thoughts,  Ochiłdof  mortal  birth! 
And  impotent  thy  tongue.    Ts  thy  short  span 
Capacioos  of  this  nnirersal  firame  ? 
'  ItiT  wisdom  aU-eufBcient?  Thoo,  alas ! 
Bosi  tbo«i  aspire  to  judge  hetween  the  Lord 
Of  Natnie  and  his  worl^?  to  Hft  thy  Toice 
Against  the  sorereign  order  he  decreed, 
Ail  good  and  lorely  ł  to  blaspheme  the  bąnds 
Of  tendemess  innate,  and  social  love,  250 

Hofiest  of  thiogs !  by  which  the  generał  orb 
Of  btthig.  aa  by  adamantine  links. 
Was  drawn  to  perfeet  onion,  and  snstainM 
Pimm  everiasting  ?  Hast  thon  felt  the  pangi 
Of  Boftpning  sorrow,  of  indignant  zeal 
So  grierous  to  Łhe  soal,  as  thence  to  wish 
The  ties  of  Natnre  broken  from  thy  firame ; 
That  so  thy  selfish,  unrelenting  bnirt 
Might  cease  to  monm  its  lot,  no  longer  then 
The  vretched  heir  of  evib  not  its  o«n  ?  260 

O  frir  bcnevolence  of  generons  minds ! 

0  nan  by  Natore  form*d  for  all  mankind !' 

**  He  spoke ;  abashM  and  silent  I  remainM, 
As  oooscious  of  my  tongite^s  offinice,  and  aw'd 
Belbre  his  presence,  though  my  secret  sonl 
Disdahfd  tfae  jmputatioD.    On  the  ground 

1  fis*d  my  eyes;  till  from  his  airy  cooch 

He  9toop*d  sttb!ime,-aiid^^totiching  wlth  his  band 
]f y  daazliag  forehead,  <  Raise  thy  sight/  he  cry^d, 
'  And  let  thy  sense  cooTince  thy  erring  tongue.' 

**  I  loQk'd,  and  1o !  theformef-  scenę  was  chang^d ; 
Tor  Yodant  alleys  and  surrounding  troes,         272 
i   I A  solitary  prospeet,  wide  and  wild, 
j>  lKn<hM  oo  my  aenstes.    *Twas  an  hQ|M  pile     V 
i  lOf  UDs,  with  many  a  sbaggy  forest  mix'd,  \ 

I  IWith  many  a  ttbteclifT  and  gtittgiipg  strcam.       \ 


That  flowery  lcvel.    On  the  ri^er^s  brink 
I  s^yM  a  fiiir  payilion,  which  diffusM 
Its  floating  umbrage  'mid  the  siWer  shade 
Of  osiers.     NowUTe  western  Sun  rereaPd 
Between  two  parting  clifis  his  golden  orb. 
And  pour'd  across  the  śhadow  wthe  hills. 
On  rocks  and  iioods,  a  yellow  stream  of  light 
That  cheerM  the  solemn  scenę.  My  listening  powen 
Werę  aw'd,  and  every  thought  in  silence  hung. 
And  wondering  expectation.    Then  the  Toice    301 
Of  that  celestial  power,  the  mystic  show 
Oeclaring,  thus  my  deep  attention  calPd. 

*' '  Inhal^itantB  of  Earth,  to  whom  is  gi^en 
Hie  gracions  wa3^  of  Providence  to  leam, 
Receive  my  sayings  with  a  stedfast  ear — 
Know  then,  the  sovereign  spirit  of  the  world, 
Though,  self-collected  from  etemal  time, 
Within  his  own  deep  essence  he  beheld 
The  bounds  of  tnie  felicity  complete  j  310 

Yet  by  immense  benignity  inclin*d 
To  spread  aroond  him  that  primeral  joy 
Which  fin'd  himself,  be  raisM  his  plastic  ann. 
And  sounded  through  the  hollow  depth  of  space 
The  strong,  creative  mandate.    Straight  arose 
Tbese  heavenly  oii»,  the  glad  abodes  of  life 
EflTusire  kindled  by  his  breath  divine 
Through  endless  forms  of  being.     £achjnhal*d 
From  him  its  portion  of  the  vita1  flame, 
In  measure  such,  that,  from  the  wide  complex 
Of  co-existent  orders,  one  might  rise,  321 

One  order,  alUinTolving  and  entire. 
He  too  beboldmg  in  the  sacred  light 
Of  his  essential  reason,  all  the  shapes 
Of  swift  contingence,  all  successire  ties 
Of  action  propagated  through  the  sum 
Of  possible  existence,  he  at  once. 
Down  the  long  serics  of  eyentful  time, 
So  fix'd  the  dates  of  being,  so  disposM, 
To  every  living  sool  of  every  kind 
The  field  of  motion  and  the  bour  of  rest, 
That  all  conspirM  to  his  supremę  design. 
To  univennl  good :  with  foli  accord 
Answering  the  mighty  model  he  had  chosen, 
The  best  and  fairest  of  unnumber^d  worlds» 
That  lay  from  ever]asting  m  the  storę 
Of  hłs'diTine  conceptions.    Nor  content. 
By  one  exertion  of  creatire  power 
His  goodness  to  reveal ;  throngh  every  age, 
Through  e\'ery  moment  up  the  tract  of  time,    340 
His  parent-hand,  with  ever-ncw  increase 
Of  happiness  and  yirtue,  bas  adom'd 
The  vast  harmooious  irame :  his  parent  band, 
From  the  mutfe  shell-fish  gasping  oo  the  shore. 
To  men,  to  angels,  to  celestial  minds, 


^    ^ ^.  _^.^„ For  ever  lends  the  generations  otf^  ( 

iAkft,iecnmbdK'^%thehangingridg9,  •  I  To  higher  scenes  of  being ;  while  8upply'd    j 

I  The  brawu  «ooSwaT*d;  while  ever-trickTHigspringtf  From  day  to  day  with  his  enlivening  breath^ 
I  WishM  from  the  naked  roots  of  oak  and  j»ine  ^  7   Tnferlor  orders  in  snccession  rise 
I  Theenmblmgsoil;  aiidBtilIatevery;fan       280 

I     1Xiva  the  steep  windmgs  of  the  ^hannePd  rock, 

i    leuiuiumrii^  rash^d  the  conrregated  floods 

L#1thhoaaeriaiiQdatMm;  tmattast 

Kfky  nadiM  a  gnssy  plain,  which  from  the  skirts 

f^  Of  diat  high  desert  spraad  ber  Terdant  lap. 


Aad  dmk  tfae  gnahmg  moisture,  where,  coniln^d 
h  one  smooCh  cmrrent,  o^er  the  lilied  TsJe 
Cfearef  tfaan  glass  ii  flow>d.    Antumnal  spoils, 
Inumaat  sprn^ng  to  the  rayiof  mom, 
Bloh^d  oV  tha  cliffs,  whose  half-encifcliog  mound 
Atiiiagb»atheitiecnck»e'd  291 


To  fili  the  void  below.    As  flame  ascends, 
As  bodtes  to  their  proper  centrę  move, 
As  the  poisM  ocean  to  the  attracting  Mooo 
Obedient  swells,.  aQd  e^ery  headlong  stream 
DerolYcs  its  winding  waters  to  the  main ; 
So  all  things which  hare  lifo  aspire  toGod. 
The  Sun  of  being,  boundless,  unimpaiiMT 
Centrę  of  soulo  ł  Nor  does  the  faithful  ▼oice 
Of  Natmre  cease  to  prompt  their  eager  steps 
Aright ;  nor  is  the  care  of  HeaTon  witfiheld 
From  granting  to  the  task  proportion'd  aid ; 
That  in  their  statioos  all  may  per9evere 
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To  climb  the  asocnt  of  heing,  and  approach 
For  cver  nearer  to  the  life  divine. 

"  *  That  rocky  pile  tliou  secst,  that  yerdant  lawn 
Fresh  waterM  from  the  moantains.     Lei  the  scenę 
Paint  in  thy  fancy  the  prinieval  seat 
Of  man,  and  vhere  the  will  supremę  ordaio*d 
His  maiis'«on,  that  parilion  fatt  difiusM 
Along  the  shady  brink ;  in  this  recesi;^ 
To  wear  the  appointcd  season  of  his  yoatb» 
Till  riper  hours  should  open  to  his  toU 
The  high  communion  of  superior  minds, 
Of  consecrated  heroes  and  of  gods. 
Nor  did  the  Sire  Omnipotent  forget 
His  tender  bloom  to  cherish ;  nor  withbeM 
Celcstial  footsteps  frora  his  greeu  abode. 
Oft  froro  the  radiant  honouni  of  his  throne, 
He  sent  whom  most  he  lov*d,  the  80vereign  fisiir, 
The  efflaeuce  of  his  glory,  whom  he  plac*d 
Defore  his  eyes  (br  ever  to  behold ;  380 

1*he  goddess  from  whose  inspiration  flows 
The  toil  of  patriots,  the  delight  of  friends ; 
Without  whose  work  divine,  in  Heaven  or  Earth, 
Nou^ht  lovely,  nonght  propitious  comes  to  ]mi8s. 
Nor  hope,  nor  praise,  nor  hononr.     Her  the  sire  * 
Gave  it  in  charge  to  rear  the  blooming  mind, 
The  fulded  powers-ta^open,  to  direct 
The  growtb  luKuriSht-of  his  young  desires. 
And  from  the  laws  of  this  majestic  world  389 

,  To  teach  him  what  was  good.     As  thus  the  nymph 
łler  daily  carc  attended,  by  her  side 
With  constant  steps  her  gay  companions  stayM, 
t  The  fair  Euphros^ne,  the  gentle  qnecn 
I  Of  smilesT  an^  graceful  g1adness»  and  delights 
i ',  Thnt  cheer  alike  the  hearts  of  mortal  men 
t  And  powers  immortal.    See  the  shining  pair ! 
Behold,  where  from  his  dwelling  now  disclos'd 
Tbey  quit  their  youthful  charge  and  seek  the  skies.* 
'*  I  lookM,  and  on  the  flowery  turf  there  stood, 
Between  two  radiant  forms,  a  smiling  3'outh      400 
Whose  tender  checks  display*d  the  ven»l  floyer 
pf  beauty ;  sweetest  innocence  illum'd 
^  is  bashful  eyes,  and  on  his  polish'd  broir 
te  yoirag  Simplicity.    With  fond  regard 
le  view'd  the  associates, as theirsteps they iiiOT'd; 
•Thti  yonngfif  chief  his  ardent  eyes  detainM, 
With  mild  regret  invoking  her  rttum. 
Bright  as  the  star  of  evening  she  appcar^d 
Amid  tbe  dusky  8oen4*.     Etemai  youth  409 

0'er  all  her  form  its  glowhig  honours  breathM^ 
And  smiles  etemai  from  her  candid  eyes 
FlowM,  like  the  dewy  lastre  of  tłle  mom 
EflfnsiTe  trembling  on  the  placid  waYcs. 
The  spring  of  HeaTen  bad  stied  its  blushiog  spoils 
To  bind  her  sobie  tresses :  f\x\\  diflfusM  . 
Her  yellow  njACtle  floated  in  the  breeze; 
And  in  ber  fiand  she  wav^d  a  living  branch 
Rich  with  immortal  fruits,  of  power  to  calm      418 
The  wrathful  heart,  and  from  the  brightening  eyes 
To  chase  the  cloud  of  8adn<>s8.    Morę  sublime 
The  heavenly  partner  morM.    The  prime  of  age 
Compos'd  her  steps.    The  presence  of  a  god, 
Iligh  on  the  circle  of  her  brow  enthron'd, 
From  each  majestic  motion  darted  awe, 
Deroted  awe  !  till,  cberishM  by  her  lookf 
JBcnerolent  and  meet,  confiding  love 
To  iilial  rapture  softenM  all  the  soul. 
Pree  in  her  graceful  band  she  pois'd  the  sword 
0f  chaste  dominion.    An  heroic  crown 
Display'd  the  old  simplicity  of  pomp  430 

Around  her  bcnoni^d  heiid.    A  n«tron>  robę, 


Wbite  as  thesunshinestreamsthnmgfhTefnal  ćlondiy 

Her  stately  form  invested.     Hand  in  band 

The  immortal  pair  forsook  tbe  enamell'd  green,       4 

Ascendhig  slowly.     Kays  of  limfiid  ligbt 

GIeam'd  round  their  path ;  edestial  loaiids  were 

heaid, 
And  through  the  firagrant  air  ethereal  dewt  j 

Distiird  around  them ;  tilfat  onoe  tbe  ckmdsp 
Disparting  wide  in  midway  sky,  withdrew 
Their  airy  veil,  and  left  a  bright  ezpanse  440 

Of  empyrean  flame,  where  spent  and  drown'dy 
Afflictód  Yision  plung^d  in  vain  to  scan 
What  object  it  involv'd.    My  feeble  eyes 
IndorM  not    Bending  down  to  Earth  I  stood, 
With  dumb  attention.    Soon  a  female  voioe, 
As  watery  murmnrs  sweet,  or  warbling  shndea, 
Witb  sacred  in^ocation  thus  began.  ^— 

"  *  Father  of  gods  and  mortals !  whose  right  arm 
With  reins  etemai  guides  the  moving  hea^ens, 
Bend  thy  propitious  ear.    Behold  weli  pleas^d 
I  seek  to  finish  thy  divtne  decree.  -  451 

With  fr«)uent  steps  I  risit  yonder  seat 
Of  mail,  thy  offspring;  from  the  tender  aeeda 
Of  justice  and  of  wisdom.  to  cvolve 
The  latent  hononra  of  bis  generous  frame  $ 
Till  thy  conducting  hand  shall  raise  his  lot 
From  £arth*s  dim  scenę  to  these  ethereal  walk%    ^ 
The  tempie  of  thy  glory.    But  not  me. 
Not  my  directing  vnice,  be  oft  regnires, 
Or  hears  delighted :  this  eochanting  maid,       46D 
The  associate  thou  hast  given  me,  ber  alone 
He  lovcs,  O  Father !  abseot,  her  he  ctaves; 
And  but  for  her  glad  presence  erer  j<oin'd, 
Rejoices  not  in  minę :  that  all  my  hopet 
This  thy  benignant  purpose  to  AilfiU 
I  deem  uncertain :  and  my  daily  carat 
Unfhiitfiil  all  and  Tain,  uniess  by  thee 
Still  furtber  aided  in  the  work  divine.' 

"  She  ceas'd;  a  yoioe  morę  awful  thns  reply^d. 
'  O  thou !  in  whom  for  erer  I  delight,  A'SO 

Fairer  than  all  the  inhabitants  of  HeaTen, 
Best  image  of  thy  author !  fu  ftom  thee 
B^.  disappointment,  or  distastc,  or  blame; 
Wbo  soon  or  late  shall  eyery  work  iiilfii. 
And  no  resistanoe  find.     If  man  refiise 
To  hearken  to  thy  dictates ;  or,  aliur^d 
By  meaner  joys,  to  any  other  power 
Transfer  the  honours  due  to  thee  alone; 
That  joy  which  he  pursues  he  ne'er  shall  tasCe,        ' 
That  power  in  whom  delighteth  ne'6r  behc^  4SD 
Go  then,  once  morę,  and  happy  be  thy  tott : 
Go  then  1  but  let  not  this  thy  smiling  friead 
Partake  thy  ibotsteps.     Tn  her  stead,  behoU ! 
With  thee  the  son  of  Nemesis  I  send ; 
The  fiend  abhorr^d !  whose  yengeanoe  takes  acoouiit 
Of  sacred  Order^s  yiolated  laws. 
See  where  he  calls  thee,  buming  to  be  gone» 
Fierce  to  exhau8t  the  tempest  of  his  wrsth 
On  yon  devoted  head.    But  thon,  my  ehiłd, 
Control  his  crael  phrenzy,  and  protect  490 

Thy  tender  chai^e ;  that  when  Despair  shall  graip 
His  agunizing  bosom,  he  may  leara, 
l*hen  he  may  leam  to  loTe  tbe  gracioos  hand 
Alone  sufficient  in  tbe  hour  of  ill 
To  sayc  his  feeble  spirit ;  then  confess 
Thy  genuhie  honours,  O  eacelliag  fiur  I  \ 

When  all  the  plagii^  that  wait  the  deadly  will 
Of  this  avenging  demon,  all  the  stonns 
Of  night  infemal,  senre  but  to  display 
Tb^  Wfurgj  of  thy  snpcaipr  chwiai  500 
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WiUi  mildest  awe  trininphMiŁ  ó^er  his  rage» 
And  shioing  clearer  m  the  borrid  gloom.' 

''Herc  oeas'd  tbat  awfiil  voice,  and  soon  I  felt 
Tbe  cloudy  cuitain  of  refreshing  eve 
Was  ckiB'd  oDce  morę,  from  that  immortai^re 
Shehering  my  eye-lidś.    Łooking  up,  I  vi^d 
A  Tast  gigantie  spectre  stridiog  od 
Hiroogh    munnuńng  thunders  and  a  waste  of 

cloads, 
With  dreadful  action.    Black  as  night,  his  brow 
Kdentle^s  frowiis  involv'd.     His  8avage  limbs    510 
With  sharp  impatienoe  violeat  he  writh^d, 
As  throogh  ocmYulsive  anguish ;  and  his  hand, 
Ann*d  wHh  a  8Coq>iQn-lash,  fuli  oft  he  rais'd 
In  madncss  to  his  bosom ;  while  his  eyes 
lUinM  bitter  tears,  and  bellowing  loud  he  shook 
Hie  Toid  with  hoirour.     Slent  by  his  nde 
Tbe  yirgin  came.     No  discomposure  stirr*d 
Her  features.    From  the  glooms  which  hung  around 
No  stain  of  darkness  mingled  with  the  beam 
Of  ber  dhńnc  effulgence.    Now  they  stoop        520 
tJpon  the  river-bank;  and  now  to  haiL«^ 
His  wonted  guests,  with  eager  steps  aavanc'd 
Tbe  uDsuspecting  inmate  ^  the  shade. 

'*  As  when  a  fiimishM  wolf,  th^t  all  night  long 
Had  rang^d  the  Alpinfe  snows»  fiy  chance  at  mora 
Seet  from  a  cliflf  incumb^t  o*er  the  smoke 
Of  some  lone  Tillage^  Irneglected  kid 

I  That  itrays  along  the  wild  for  herb  or  spring ; 

^  Dovn  from  the  winding  ridge  he  sireeps  amain» 
Aad  thinks  he  tcafs  him :  so  with  tcnfold  ragę, 
Tbe  monter  sprung  remoneless  on  hb  prey.     53] 
Amaz*d  tbe  strippling  stood :  with  panting  breast 
Teebly  he  pour^d  tbe  lamentable  wail 
Of  hdpteo  coDsternation,  struck  at  once, 
And  rooted  to  the  ground.    The  oueen  beheld 
Hii  terroor,  and  with  looks  of  tenuerest  care 
Ad^ancM  to  saTe  him.    Soon  the  tynnt  felt 
Her  avfiil  power.    His  keen,  tempestuous  arm 
Hung  nerreless,  nor  descended  where  bis  raj^e 
Had  simM  tbe  deadly  blow :  then  dumb  retir^d 
With  suUen  mncour.     Ło!  the  sovran  maid      541 
Tolds  with  a  motber*s  arms  the  fainting  boy, 
IW  life  rekindles  in  bis  rosy  cheek ; 
Then  grups  his  hands,  and  cbeers  him  with  ber 
tongoe. 
"  'O  wake  thee,  rouse  thy  spirit !  Sfaall  the  spite 
Of  fon  tormentor  tt^  appal  tiiy  heartj 
Wtulę  I,  thy  friend  and  guardian,  am  at  hand 
To  reacoe  stnd  to  heal  ?     O  let  thy  soul  \ 

(Bemember,  what  the  will  of  Heaven  ordaina 
h  crer  good  for  all ;  and  if  for  all,  i     550 

1Ven  gmd  for  thee.    Nor  only  by  the  warmth 
Aad  soothing  sunshine  of  delightful  things 
Dd  minds  grow  np  and  flonrisb.    Od  niisled 
8y  that  Uand  light,  tbe  young  unpractis^d  ylewi 
Of  reann  wander  through  a  fatal  road, 
?ar  fkan  th«r  nadre  aim ;  as  if  to  lie 

f  Inglorioos  In  tbe  fragnmt  shade,  and  wait 

I  Tbe  nft  aooess  of  ever-cłrcling  joys, 
Werę  all  the  end  of  bdng.    Ask  thyself, 
Tbis  pieasing  enour  <lid  it  nerer  luU  560 

Tky  wishes?  Uaa  thy  constant  heart  ielus'd 
Tbe  ślk«^  fetters  of  delicioos  ease  ? 
Or  vhen  dirine  Eaphrosyne  appear^d 
(Withm  tbis  dwelling,  dki  not  thy  desires 
'Haag  hr  bekm  tbe  measure  of  thy  fate^ 
WUeh  I  reveal*d  before  thee  ?'and  thy  eye9^ 
ImpstSeot  of  my  counsels,  tura  away 
Ta  dónk  the  soft  effuskn  of  ner  smiles^ 


Know  then,  for  this  the  ever!asting  sire 

DepriTes  thee  of  ber  presence,  and  instead^       570 

O  wise  and  still  benerolent !  ordains 

Tbis  horrid  yisage  hither  to  parsuc 

My  steps ;  that  so  thy  naturę  may  disccrn 

Its  real  good,  and  what  alone  can  save 

Thy  feeble  spirit  in  this  hour  of  ill 

From  fblly  and  despair.     O  yet  bclovM  f 

Let  not  this  headlong  terrour  qaite  o^en^helra 

Thy  scatferM  powers ;  nor  fatal  deein  the  ragę 

Of  this  tormentor,  nor  his  proitd  assault, 

While  I  am  here  to  vindicate  thy  toil,  58(l> 

Above  the  geneious  question  of  ttiy  arm. 

Brave  by  thy  fears.  and  in  thy  weakness  strtmg, 

This  hour  he  trinmpbs ;  but  confrunt  his  migUt^ 

And  dare  him  to  the  combat,  theu  with  case 

DisarmM  and  queird,  his  fiercene<»  he  resigni 

To  łx)ndage  and  to  scora :  while  thus  inur^d 

By  watohful  danger,  by  unceasing  toil, 

The  iromortal  mind,  superior  to  his  fate, 

Amid  the  ootrage  of  extomal  things. 

Firm  as  the  solid  base  of  this  great  world,         590- 

Kests  on  his  own  foundations.     Blow,  ye  winds ! 

Ye  wave8 !  ye  thunders !  roli  your  tempest  on ; 

Shake,  ye  old  pillars  of  the  maible  sky ! 

TiU  all  its  orbs  and  ali  its  worlds  of  ńre 

Be  loosen'd  from  their  seats  j  yet  still  serene, 

The  unconquer*d  mind  looks  down  upon  the  wreck ; 

And  erer  stronger  as  the  etorms  adrance, 

Firm  through  the  closing  min  hołds  his  way, 

Where  Naturę  calls  him  to  the  destinM  goal.' 

**  So  spake  the  goddess ;  while  through  all  her 
frame  600 

Celestial  raptures  flow^d,  in  erery  word, 
In  every  motion  kindling  warmth  divine 
To  seizc  who  listen'd.     Yehement  and  swifkj 
As  lightning  fires  the  aromatic  shade 
In  Ethiopian  fields,  the  strippling  felt 
Her  inspiration  catch  his  fervid  soul. 
And  starting  from  his  languor  thus  exclaim'd : 

^  '  Then  let  tbe  trial  come  !  and  witness  thou» 
If  terrour  be  upon  me ;  if  I  shrink 
To  meet  the  storm,  or  faulter  in  my  strength 
When  hardest  it  besets  me.    Donotthink        611 
That  I  am  fearful  and  infirm  of  soul, 
As  late  thy  eyes  beheld :  for  thou  hast  chan^rM 
My  naturę ;  thy  commanding  Toice  bas  wak'd 
My  languid  powers  to  bear  me  boldly  on, 
Where*er  the  will  divine  my  path  ordains 
Throogh  toil  or  peril:  only  do  not  thou 
Foi-sake  me ;  O  be  thou  for  ever  near, 
That  I  may  listen  to  thy  sacred  Toice, 
And  guide  by  thy  decrees  my  constant  feeL      6'JO 
But  say,  for  ever  are  my  eyes  bercft  ? 
Say,  shall  the  fiiir  Euphrosynć  not  once 
Appear  again  to  charm  me  ?  Thou,  in  Heaven  f 
O  Uiou  eternal  arbiter  of  things ! 
Be  thy  great  bidding  done :  for  who  am  I, 
To  question  thy  appointment?  Let  the  frowna 
Of  tbis  avenger  every  mora  o^ercast 
The  cheerful  dawn,  and  erery  eventng  damp 
With  double  night  my  dwelling;  I  will  learo 
To  hail  them  both,  and  unrepining  bear  639 

His  hatefiil  presence :  but  permit  my  tongne 
One  glad  request,  and  if  my  deeds  may  fiud 
Thy  awfiil  eye  propitious,  O  restore 
The  rosy-featuHd  maid,  again  to  cheer 
This  łonely  seat,  and  bless  me  with  her  smiics.' 

**  He  spoke ;  when  instant  ihrougk  the  sabla 
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With  which  that  furious  presence  had  inToH'd 
The  ambient  air,  a  flood  of  radiance  came 
Swiit  as  the  lightning  flash ;  the  mclting  clouds 
Flew  dWerae,  and  amid  the  blue  seFene  640 

Euphrosyn^  appeai^d.    With  sprightiy  step 
The  nymph  alighted  on  the  irrigoous  lawn. 
And  to  her  wondering  andience  thus  began. 

"  <  Lo !  I  am  here  to  answer  to  your  vowf , 
And  be  the  meeting  fbrtunate !  I  come 
With  joyful  tidings  j  we  sliall  part  no  morę— 
Hark !  how  the  gentle  Echo  from  her  celi 
TaHLS  through  the  cMs,  and  murmiiring  o^er  the 

stream 
Repeats  the  accents — we  shall  part  no  morę. 
O  my  delightful  friends !  well  płeasM  on  high  650 
The  father  has  bebeld  yga,  while  the  might 
Of  that  Stern  foe  with  bitter  trial  prov'd 
Yoar  eqaal  doings ;  tben  for  ever  spake 
The  high  decree :  That  thou,  celestial  maid ! 
Howe*er  that  grisly  phantom  on  thy  steps 
May  sometimes  dare  intrude,  yet  never  morę 
Shalt  thon,  descending  to  the  abode  of  mao, 
Alone  eiidure  the  rancour  of  his  arm, 
Or  leave  thy  lov'd  Euphros3nie  behind.' 

"  She  ended ;  and  the  wbole  romantic  scenę  660 
Immediate  vanish'd ;  rocks,  and  woods,  and  rills, 
The  mantling  tent,  aud  each  mysterioas  fonn, 
/  Flew  like  the  pictures  of  a  morning  dream,  J 
^/hen  sunshine  fills  the  bed.    A  while  I  stood 
TerpleacM  and  giddy ;  till  the  radiant  power 
Who  bade  the  yisionary  landscape  rise, 
As  up  to  him  I  tnmM,  with  geotlest  looks 
Prerenting  my  inquiry,  thus  began.        * 

'*  *  There  let  thy  soul  acknowjedge  its  complaint 
How  blind !  how  impious !  There  behold  the  ways 
Of  Heayen's  etemat  destiny  to  man,  671 

For  ever  just,  bene^olent,  and  wise : 
That  Virtue*s  awful  steps,  howe*er  parstied 
JBy  vexing  Fortnne  and  intrusi^e  Pain, 
<  Shoald  never  be  divided  from  her  chaste, 
]  Her  fair  attendant,  Pleasnre.    Need  I  arge 
LThy  tardy  thought  through  all  the  varioo8  roQiid 
Of  this  exi8tence,  that  thy  softening  soul 
At  length  may  learn  what  energy  the  hand 
Of  Yirtue  mingles  in  the  bitter  tide  6B0 

Of  passion,  swelling  with  distress  and  pain 
To  mitigate  the  sharp  with  gracious  drops 
Of  cordial  pleasare  ?  Ask  the  faithfal  youth, 
Why  the  cold  urn  of  her  whom  long  he  loy^d 
So  often  fills  his  arms  ;  so  often  draws 
His  lonely  footsteps  at  the  silent  hour, 
To  pay  the  mournful  tiibute  of  his  tears  ? 
O !  he  will  tell  thee,  that  the  wealth  of  worids 
S1}>ald  ne*er  seduce  his  bosom  to  fbrego  689 

That  sacred  hour,  when,  stealing  from  the  noise 
Of  care  and  enyy,  sweet  remembrance  soothes 
With  Virtue'8  kindest  looks  his  aching  breast. 
And  tnms  his  tears  to  rapture.— Ask  the  crowd 
Which  flies  impatient  from  the  YiUage-walk 
To  climb  the  neighbouring  cliffs,  when  larbdow 
The  cruel  winds  have  horPd  upon  the  coast 
Some  helpless  bark ;  while  sacred  Pity  melts 
The  generał  eyc,  or  Terroar^s  icy  hand 
Smites  their  distorted  limbs  and  horrent  faair; 
I'  While  every  mother  closer  to  her  breast  700 

Catches  her  child,  and  pointing  where  the  waTes 
Foam  through  the  shatter'd  yessel,  shrieks  aloud, 
As  one  poor  wretch  that  spreads  his  piteous  anna 
For  succour,  swallow'd  by  the  roaring  surge, 
As  now  anotlier,  da^hM  against  the  rock. 


Drops  lifeless  down:  O !  deemest  thou  indeed 
No  iunil  endearment  here  by  Natore  giv«n 
To  mutual  terrour  aud  Compas<sion*s  tears  ł 
No  sweetly^meldng  softness  which  attracts, 
O^er  alb^at  edge  of  pain,  the  Mcial  powers       710 
To  this^eir  proper  action  and  their  end  } 
-*Ask  thy  own  heart;   when  at  the  midpigiitl 
hour,  / 

Slow  through  that  studious  gloom  thy  pausing  ey« 
Led  by  the  glimmering  taper,  moves  around 
The  sacil^  volumes  of  the  dead,  the  soags 
Of  Grecian  bards,  and  recordi  writ  by  Fam^ 
For  Grecian  beroes,  where  the  present  power 
Of  Heaven  and  F^arth  sunreys  the  immortal  page, ' 
Even  as  a  father  błessing,  while  he  reads 
The  praises  of  his  son.     If  then  thy  soul,  7^ 

Spuming  the  yoke  of  these  inglorious  days, 
Mix  in  their  deeds  and  kindle  with  their  flai^te  ; 
Say,  when  the  prospect  blackens  on  thy  Wew, 
When  rooted  from  the  base,  heroib  states 
Moum  in  the  dust,  and  tremble  at  the  frowa 
Of  curst  Ambitiop :  when  Ihe  pious  band 
Of  youths  who  fought  for  fteedom  and  tł>eir  sire^ 
Lie  side  by  side  in  gore ;   when  ruifian  Pride 
Usurps  the  throne  of  Justice,  tums  the  pomp 
Of  public  po«er,  the  majesty  of  nile,  750 

The  sword,  the  laurel,  and  the  purple  robę. 
To  slayish  empty  pageants,  to  adom 
A  tyrant*s  walk,  and  glitter  in  the  eyes 
Of  such  as  bow  the  knee;  when  honouHd  uras 
Of  patriots  and  ofchieis,  the  awfnl  bust 
And  storied  arch,  to  glut  the  coward-ago 
Of  regal  Envy,  strew  the  public  way 
With  hallowM  ruins ;  when  the  Musc's  hafint, 
The  marble  porch  where  Wisdom  want  to  talk 
With  Socrates  or  Tnlły,  jiears  no  morę,  740 

Saye  the  hoarse  jargon  of  cpntentimts  monks, 
Or  female  superstition's  midnight  prayer ; 
When  ruthlęss  Rapine  f(om  the  hand  of  Time 
Tears  the  destroying  scythe,  with  surer  blow 
To  sweep  the  works  of  glory  from  their  base ;  ^ 
Tl  U  Desolation  o'er  thie  grass-grown  street  "^ 
Expands  his  raven-wing8,  and  up  the  wali,  \ 

Where  senates  onoe  the  pricę  of  mooarchs  doomM,  i 
Hisses  the  gliding  snakę  through  hoary  weeds 
That  clasp  the  mouldering  column ;  thus  delacM, 
Thus  widely  mournful  when  the  prospect  thrills 
Thy  beating  bosom,  when  the9>^triot*8  tear       73) 
Starts  from  thine  eyą,  and  thy  eictended  arm 
In  fancy  hurls  the  thunderbolt  of  Jore 
To  fire  the  iropious  wreafh  on  Philip'8  brov, 
Or  dasb  Octayios  from  the  trophied  car^ 
Say,  does  thy  secret  soul  repine  to  taste 
The  big  distress  ?  Or  would^st  thou  than  ezchange 
Those  heart-ennobling  sorrows  for  the  lot 
Of  him  who  sits  amid  the  gaudy  herd  760 

Of  mute  barbarians  bending  to  his  nod. 
And  beait  aloft  his  gold-invested  front. 
And  says  within  bimself — I  am  a  king, 
And  wherefbre  should  the  clamorons  v(Mce  of  wce 
Intrude  upon  nune  ear? — ^The  baleful  dregs 
Of  these  late  ages,  this  inglorious  draught 
Of  8ervitude  and  folly,  have  not  yet, 
Blest  be  the  etemal  ruler  of  the  world  ! 
Defil'd  to  such  a  depth  of  sordid  shame 
The  natiye  honours  of  the  human  soul,  770 

Nor  so  efi^c^d  the  image  of  its  sirey 
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The  oonscious  bosom  with  a  patriof  s  flame ; 
Will  not  Opinion  tell  hidi,  that  to  die, 
Or  stand  the  hazard,  is  a  greater  i  U 
Than  to  betray  bis  country  ?  And  ia  act 
Will  be  not  choose  to  be  a  wretch  ainl  livc  ? 
Herę  vice  begins  then.    From  the  enchantnig  cup 
Whłch  Fancy  holds  to  all,  tbe  unuary  thii-st 
Of  yottth  oft  swalkms  a  Circsean  draught. 


TBE  ABGUMBirr. 

« •      u       •      *u    *       _^      j  ^   That  sheds  a  baleful  tincture  o*cr  ihe  eye 

ncasine  m  obsennng  the  tempert  and  manners  of   r^  p,,..^  ^„  ^  .    ^  .  ^  a\,u^^     ' 


men,  eren  wbere  ricious  or  absurd.  The  origin 
of  vice,  finom  false  r^resentatioos  of  the  fancy, 
produciug  &lae  opioions  cooceming  good  and 
enL  I]iquiry  intoridicale.  The  generał  sources 
of  ridłcnle  in  the  minda  and  characters  of  men, 
emunerated.  Fina!  cause  of  the  sense  of  ridi- 
cole.  The  resemblance  of  certain  aspects  of 
inanimate  things  to  the  sensations  and  properties 
of  the  mind.  Tbe  operations  of  the  mind  in  the 
piodactioo  of  the  works  of  imagination,  de* 
scribed.  The  seoondary  pleasure  firom  imita- 
tkm.  Hie  benevo)ent  order  of  the  world  illus- 
trated  in  the  arbitrary  connection  of  these  plea- 
sares  with  (he  objects  whtch  ezcite  them.  The 
naturę  and  conduct  of  taste.  Coocluding  with 
aa  account  of  the  natural  and  mora]  advantagei 
rcMlting  fiDm  a  sensible  and  well-formed  ima- 
ginatjoiu 
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What  wonder  therefore,  sińce  the  endearing  ties 

Of  passioa  tittk  the  unirersal  kind 

Of  maa  so  close,  what  wonder  if  to  search 

This  commoo  naturę  through  the  variou8  ohange 

Of  sei,  and  age,  and  fortunę,  and  the  ftame 

Of  each  pecaliar,  draw  the  busy  mind 

With  imresisted  charms  ?  The  spacioua  west^  i 

And  all  the  ieemtng  regions  of  the  south         I 

Hołd  not  a  (|ttarry,  to  Uie  curious  fiight  | 

Of  knowledge,  half  ao  tempting  or  ao  fair,       \ 

As  man  to  man.    Nor  only  where  the  smiles  ^ 

Of  Lofe  inyite;  nor  only  where  the  applanse 

Of  cordiaLHonour  turns  the  attentive  eye 

On  ViitnJ*s  graceful  deeds.    Por  sińce  the  courM 

Of  thmgs  eKterna]  acta  in  different  ways 

Od  hmnan  apprehensions,  as  the  band 

Of  Natore  temper^d  to  a  different  frame 

PeeuBar  minds;  so  haply  where  the  powen 

Of  Fancy  neither  lessen  nor  enlarge 

Tbe  hnages  of  things,  but  paint,  in  all 

Thor  gennine  hnes,  the  features  which  they  wore 

la  naturę ;  there  O^łnion  will  be  true. 

And  ActioD  rigU.    For  Action  treads  the  pąth 

la  which  Opinion  says  he  foUows  good, 

Or  flies  from  eril ;  and  Opinion  gires 

Report  of  good  or  evil,  as  the  scenę 

Was  drawn  by  Fancy,  1ovely  or  defbrm'd  s 

Thns  het  report  can  never  there  be  true 

Where  Fancy  cbeats  the  intellectual  eye, 

With  glarmg  colours  and  distorted  lines. 

Is  thae  a  man,  who  at  the  aound  of  Death 

Sees  ghastly  shapes  of  terrour  conjnr*d  up. 

And  Mack  before  him  ;  nought  but  death-oed  groans 

iad  featfol  prayers,  and  plunging  from  the  brink 

Of  ligbt  and  befaig,  down  the  gloomy  atr 

An  unknown  depth  ?  Alas  1  in  such  a  mind, 

If  na  biigfat  fonns  o(exceUence  attend 

The  iittige  of  his  country ;  nor  the  pomp 

Of  ncred  senates,  nor  the  gnardian  Toice 

OfJnrtioeoalierUiroiie^norangfatthAtwnlMs  40 
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Of  Reaaon,  till  no  kmger  he  discerns, 
And  only  guides  to  err.    Then  revel  fortb 
A  furious  band  that  spums  him  from  the  throne ! 
And  all  is  uproar.    Thns  Arobition  grasps 
The  empire  of  the  soul :  thus  pale  Reveoge 
Unsheaths  her  murderous  dagger  j  and  the  hands 
Qf  Lust  and  Rapine,  with  unboly  arts, 
Watch  to  o*ertum  tbe  barricr  of  the  laws 
That  keeps  them  fiom  their  prey :  thus  all 

plagues 
Tbe  wicked  bear,  or  o'er  the  trembłtng  scenę 
The  tragic  Muse  discloses,  under  shapes 
Of  honour,  safety,  pleasure,  ease,  or  pomp. 
Siole  first  into  the  mind.    Yet  not  by  all 
Those  lying  forms  which  Fancy  in  the  braiu 
Eugenders,  are  the  kindłing  passions  driven 
To  guilty  deeds;  nor  Reason  bound  in  chains, 
fTliat  Vice  alone  may  lord  it:  oft  adomM 
With  solemn  pageants,  Folly  mountś  the  throne^ 
And  plays  her  idiotpantics,  Uke  a  ąueen. 
A  thousand  garbs  she  wears;  a  thousand  ways 
She  wheels  łi^r  giddy  empire. — Ło !  thus  far      '70 
With  bold  ądTcnture,  to  Uie  Mantuan  lyre 
I  sing  of  Nature*s  charma,  and  touch  well  pleas*d 
A  stricter  notę:  now  haply  must  my  song 
Uubend  her  serious  measure,  and  rereal 
In  lighter  strains,  how  Folly*s  awkward  arts 
Excite  impetiions  Łaughter^s  gay  rebukc ;  i 
Tbe  sportiTe  province  of  the  coraic  Muse.  / 

See !  in  what  crowds  the  uncouth  fbrms  2dvancer 
Each  would  outstrip  the  other,  each  prevent 
Our  careful  search,  and  ofTfT  to  your  gazę,         80 
Unaak'd,  his  motley  features,    Wait  a  while. 
My  curious  friąnds !  and  let  us  first  arrange 
In  proper  order,  your  promiscuous  throng. 

Behold  the  fbremost  band ;  of  slender  thonght^^ 
And  easy  faith ;  whom  fiattering  Fancy  sootheą 
With  lying  spectres,  in  themseWes  to  view 
niustriotts  forms  of  excellence  and  good, 
That  scom  the  mansioo.    With  exulting  hearts 
They  spread  their  spurious  treaaures  to  the  Sun, 
And  bid  the  world  admire !  but  chief  the  glance  90 
Of  wishful  EnTy  draws  their  joy-bright  eyes. 
And  lifts  willTself-applause  each  lordiy  brow. 
In  numbers  boundless  as  the  blooms  of  spring, 
Behold  thehr  glaring  idołs,  empty  shades 
By  Fancy  gilded  Q*er,  and  then  :*et  up 
For  adoration.    Some  in  Learning's  garb, 
With  formal  band,  and  sable-ciuctur^d  gown, 
And  rags  of  moiildy  voIumes,    ^me  elate 
With  martial  splendour,  steely  pikes  and  swords 
Of  costly  fr^me,  and  gay  Phcenician  robes        100 
Inwrooght  with  flgwery  gold,  assume  the  port 
Of  stately  Yaloar :  listenmg  by  his  side 
There  stands  a  feinale  form ;  to  her,  with  looks 
Of  eamest  import,  pr^pnant  with  amaze, 
He  taiks  of  deadly  deeds,  of  breaches,  storms, 
And  sulphurous  mines,  and  ambush :  then  at  once 
Breaks  off,  and  smiles  to  see  heą-  look  so  pale. 
And  asks  some  wondermg  questioa  of  her  fears. 
Othencfgiftyeriiuenj  hebold, adom'd 


7t 

With  bóly  ensigos,  how  sublime  tbey  inove,      110 

And  bendtng  oft  their  stunotimonious  eyes 

Take  homage  of  the  simple-minded  throng; 

Ambassadoni  of  Heaven !  Nor  much  unlike 

Is  he  whose  vi8agei  in  the  lazy  mist 

That  mantles  every  feature,  bides  a  brood 

Of  politic  conceits ;  of  whispers,  nods. 

And  hints  deep  omeaM  with.nuwieldy  schemes. 

And  dark  portrnts  of  state.    Ten  thousand  morę, 

ProdigiouB  babita  and  tumultuous  tongues, 

Pour  dauntless  in,  and  swell  the  boasiful  band.  ISO 

Then  comes  the  seoopd  crder.  all  who  seek 
The  debt  of  praise,  whcre  watchful  Unbelief 
Darta  throiigh  the  thin  pretence  her  flquinting  eye 
On  8ome  retir^d  appearance,  which  beliei 
The  boasted  virtue,  or  annuls  the  applause 
That  Justice  else  would  pay.    Hcre  side  by  sido 
I  see  two  leaders  of  the  solemn  train 
Approaching :  one  a  female  old  and  grey, 
With  eyes  demure,  and  wrinkle-furrowM  brow, 
Pale  as  the  cheeks  of  Death  ;  yet  still  she  stuus 
I  The  sickcning  audience  with  a  nauseous  tale;    151 
How  many  youths  her  myrtle>chains  have  wom> 
How  many  virgins  at  her  triumphs  pin*d ! 
Yet  how  re8olv*d  she  guards  her  cautious  beart; 
Such  is  her  tenrour  at  the  risks  of  luve. 
And  man^s  seducing  tougae !  The  other  seems 
A  bearded  sagę,  ungentle  in  his  mień, 
And  sordid  all  bis  habit ;  peeyish  Want 
Grins  at  his  heels,  while  down  the  gazing  throog 
He  stalkSf  resoundlng  in  magnific  phrase  140 

The  vanity  of  riches,  tbe  contempt 
Of  pomp  and  power.    Be  prudent  in  your  zealy 
Ye  grave  associates  !  let  the  silent  grace 
Of  her  who  blnsbes  at  the  fond  regard 
Her  charms  inspire,  morę  eloquent  unfold 
The  praise  of  spotless  honour  :  let  the  man 
Whose  eye  regards  not  his  illastrious  pomp 
And  ample  storę,  bnt  as  indulgent  streams 
To  cłieer  the  barren  soil  and  spread  the  fryits 
Of  joy,  let  him  by  juster  measures  fix  150 

The  price  of  riches  and  the  end  of  power. 

Another  tribe  sncceeds ;  deluded  long 
By  Fancy^s  dazzling  optics,  these  bebold 
The  images  of  some  peculiar  things 
With  brighter  hues  resplendent,  and  poartray'd 
With  features  nobler  far  than  e*er  adom'd 
Their  genuine  objects.     Hence  the  f9v-er'd  heart 
Pants  with  delirious  hope  for  tinsel  charms^ 
Hence  oft  obtrusive  on  the  eye  of  Scom, 
Untimoly  Zeal  her  witless  pride  betrays !  16P 

And  serioas  manhood  from  the  towcring  aim 
Of  Wisdom,  stoops  to  emulate  the  boast 
Of  childish  toil.     Bchold  yon  mystic  form, 
BedeckM  with  feathers,  inseots,  weeds,  and  shells  ! 
Not  with  intenser  yiew  the  Samian  sagę 
Bcnt  his  fixt  eye  on  Ueavcn'8  intenser  fires, 
When  first  the  order  of  that  radiant  spene 
SwelPd  his  exulting  thought,  than  this  suryeys 
A  muckworm's  aitrails  or  a  spider^s  fang.  1 69 

Next  him  a  youth,  with  flowers  and  myrtles  crQwn'd, 
Attends  that  virgin  form,  and  blushing  kneels, 
With  fondest  gesture  and  a  suppliaut^s  tongua, 
To  win  ber  coy  regard :  adieu,  for  him, 
The  duli  cngagements  of  the  bustUng  world  ! 
Adieu  the  bick  impertinence  of  praise ! 
And  hope,  and  action  !  for  with  her  alone. 
By  streams  and  shades,  to  steal  these  sighing  hourś, 
Is  all  he  asks,  and  all  that  Fate  can  give  ! 
Jbee  tooy  fticetioMS  Momion,  waodering  hqpe,  \ 
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Thee,  dreaded  censor,  oft  have  I  bebeld  1 80 

Bewiider^d  unawares :  alas !  too  long 

Flush^d  with  thy  coftiic  triumphs  and  the  spoila 

Of  sly  Derisicn !  till  on  every  side 

Hurling  thy  random  bolts,  offended  Truth 

A«tsign'd  thee  here  thy  station  with  the  slaves 

Of  Folly.    Thy  once  formidable  name 

Shall  grace  her  humble  records,  and  be  heard 

In  scoffs  and  mockery,  bandied  from  the  lipa 

Of  all  the  Yengeful  brotherhood  around, 

So  oft  the  paticnt  victims  of  thy  scom.  ISO 

Bnt  now,  ye  gay  !  to  whom  indulgent  Fate, 
Of  all  the  Musc's  empire  hath  assign'd 
The  fields  of  folly,  hither  eacb  advance 
Your  siekłeś ;  here  the  teeming  soil  afTords 
Its  richest  growth.    A  favouritc  brood  appears  | 
In  whom  tbe  demon,  with  a  mother^s  joy, 
Yiews  all  her  charms  reflected,  all  her  caret 
At  fuli  repay'd.     Ye  most  illustrious  band  ! 
Who,  scoming  Reason^s  tamę,  pedantic  rules, 
And  Order^s  ^iilgar  bondagc,  nerer  meant         fiOO 
For  souls  sublime  as  yours,  with  generous  zeal 
Pay  Vice  the  revenince  Yirtue  long  usurp*d. 
And  yield  Defbrmity  the  fond  applause 
Which  Beauty  wont  to  claim  ;  forgive  my  soog, 
That  for  the  blushing  difiidence  of  yoiith, 
It  shuns  the  unequa]  province  of  your  praise. 

Thus  far  Iriumphant  in  the  pleasiiig  gaile 
Of  bland  Imagination,  Folly's  train 
Have  dar^d  our  search :  but  now  a  dastard  kind 
Advance  reluctant,  and  with  faultering  feet       210 
Shrink  from  tbe  gazer's  eye;  enfeebled  hearta 
Whom  Fancy  chilis  with  visionary  fears, 
Or  bends  to  servile  tameness  with  coDceiis 
Of  shame,  of  evil,  or  of  base  defeot, 
Fantastic  and  delusive.     Here  tbe  slave 
Who  dro<^  abash*d  when  suUen  Pomp  sorreya 
His  humblcr  habit ;  here  the  trembling  wTetcb 
UnncrrM  and  struck  with  Terrour's  icy  bolts, 
Spent  in  weak  wailings,  drownM  in  shameful  tears,     i 
At  every  dream  of  danger :  here  subdued         980 
By  frontless  Laughter  and  the  hardy  scorn 
Of  old,  unfeeling  Vice,  the  abject  soul, 
Who  blushing  half  r^igns  the  candid  prAse 
Of  Temperance  and  Honour  \  half  disowns 
A  fireeman's  hatred  of  tyrannic  pride; 
And  hears  with  siekły  smiles  the  Ycnal  montb 
With  foplest  licence  mock  the  patńot^s  name. 

Last  of  the  motley  bands  oo  whom  the  power 
Of  gay  Derision  bends  her  hostile  aim, 
Is  that  where  shameful  Ignorance  presides.       830 
Beneath  her  sordid  banners,  lo !  they  marcb, 
Like  |)lind  and  lamę.   Whate'er  their  doubtful  handr 
Attempt,  Confusion  straight  appears  bchind. 
And  troubles  all  the  work.     Through  many  a  mazc, 
Perplex'd  they  struggle,  changing  erery  patb, 
0'erturning  every  purpose  ;  then  at  last 
Sit  down  dismayM,  ąnd  leave  the  entangled  scenę 
For  Scom  to  pport  with.     Such  then  is  the  abude 
Of  Folly  in  the  mind ;  and  such  the  shapes 
In  which  she  g'ovems  her  pbseąuious  train.         240 

Tlirough  every  scenę  of  ridicule  in  things 
To  lead  tHe  tenour  of  my  deviQU8  lay ; 
Through  ęvery  swift  occasion,  which  the  band 
Of  Laughter  points  at,  when  the  mirthful  sting 
Distends  her  sallying  ncrres  and  chokes  ber  tonguei 
What  were  it  but  to  coimt  each  crystal  drop 
Which  Morning's  dewy  fingers  on  the«blooms 
Of  May  distil  ?  Sufiice  it  to  have  t.aid, 
Whcre'er  the  power  vf  Ridicule  disnlays  S^f 
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Her  quaicit>eyM  risage,  some  incongiroous  form, 
Some  stubboni  dissonance  of  thiugs  oombinM, 
Strikes  oo  the  quick  obserrer:  iivheŁber  Pomp^ 
Or  Pratse,  or  Beaoty,  inix  Łheif  partial  claim 
Wbere  soniid  fashions,  wherc  igooble  deeds, 
Whcre  foul  deformity,  are  wont  to  dwell ; 
Or  whcther  these  with  violation  loath^d, 
loTsde  re^lradcnt  Poinp's  imperious  mień, 
Tbe  charms  of  Beauty,  or  tbc  boast  of  Praise. 

E*  "  we  for  what  fair  cnd,  the  Almighty  Sire 
rtal  bosoms  wakes  this  gay  contempt, 
grateful  stings  of  laughter,  from  disgost 
£dacing  pleasure  ?  Whercfore,  but  to  aid 
Tbe  tardy  steps  of  Reasoii,  and  at  once 
wy  this  prompt  impulsc  urge  us  to  depress 
The  giddy  anns  of  Polly  ?  Though  the  light 
Of  Truth  slow  dawning  on  the  inquiring  mind, 
At  leo!^  unfolds,  through  many  a  subtile  tie^ 
H0v  thcse  uiicouth  di&orders  end  at  last 
In  public  evil !  yet  benignant  Heaven,  269 

CooTcious  how  dim  the  dawn  of  Truth  appears 
To  tbousands:  conscious  what  a  scanty  pause 
Prom  labours  aiid  from  care,  tbe  wider  lot 
Of  humble  life  aifi^rds  for  studious  thought 
Toscan  the  maże  of  Naturę;  therefore  stamp'd 
Tbe  glańng  sceoefl  with  characters  of  scom, 
M  broad,  as  obyious,  to  the  passing  clown, 
As  to  the  1etter'd  sage'8  curious  eye. 
Soch  are  the  yarious  aapects  of  the  mind — 
i  Some  heavenly  genius,  whose  undouded  thoughts 
'  Ątta.m  that  aecret  harmony  which  blends  260 

The  ethereal  spirit  with  its  mold  of  clay  ; 
'b !  teach  me  to  rcveal  Łhe  graleful  charm 
That  searchless  Naturę  o*er  the  sense  of  man 

IDidiises,  to  behold,  in  lifeless  things, 
The  iDexpres6ive  semblance  of  himself, 
Of  thoagfat  and  passion^  Mark  the  sable  wood8| 
That  sh^ip  Sttbiime  yon  oiountain^s  nodding  brow| 
With  whS  religious  awe  the  solemn  scenę 
Commanda  your  stępa  !  as  if  the  rerereod  form 
Of  Minos  or  of  Numa  should  forsake  290 

The  Elynan  seats,  and  down  the  embowering  glade 
Morę  to  yoor  pausing  eye !  Behold  the  expanse 
Of  yoD  gay  landscape,  wbcre  tbe  siWer  clouds 
Fłit  o^GT  the  heaTens  before  the  sprightly  breeze : 
Kow  their  grey  cincture  skirts  the  doubtful  Sun ; 
Nowstreamsofsplendour, through  their  opening  veil 
Efialgent,  sweep  from  off  the  gilded  lawn 
The  aerial  shadows;  on  the  curling  bnx)k, 
And  on  the  shady  margin'8  quivering  ]eaves 
fTitb  qaickesŁ  lustre  glanciog*;  while  you  Tiew  300 
Tbe  prospect,  say,  within  your  cheerful  breast 
Playa  not  the  Uvdy  sense  of  winning  mirth 
With  clouds  and  sonsbine  oi)r:quer'd,  while  the  foupd 
Of  social  coDTersc,  to  the  inspiring  tongue 
Of  jome  gay  nymph  amid  ber  su^«;t  train. 
Mores  all  obsequ':ou8  ł  Whence  is  this  effect, 
This  kindred  power  of  such  diiscordant  things  ? 
Or  fkms  their  semblance  from  that  mystic  tonę 
To  which  the  new-bom  inind's  harmonious  powcnj ; 
At  fiist  were  strung ?  Or  rather  from  the  links  SIO  ' 
Which  artfid  custom  twinee  around  her  frame  ? 

For  when  Łhe  different  images  of  things, 
"Bj  chance  combin^d,  ha^e  struck  the  attentive  soul 
With  deeper  impoise,  or,  connected  long, 
Hare  drawn  her  frequent  eye ;  howe^er  distinct 
Tbe  ejcternal  soeoes,  yet  oft  tbe  ideas  gain 
From  that  coniuiiction  an  etemal  tle. 
And  sympathy  unbrokeii.  (  Let  fbe  mind 
^cieaU  ooe  jpu-^per  of  tbe  various  league^ 


Immediate,  lo !  the  firm  confederates  rise,  ^.    320^ 
And  each  his  former  station  straight  resumesł^ 
One  movement  govems  the  consenting  thnxigX 
And  all  at  once  with  rosy  pleasure  shine,  , 

Or  all  are  saddenM.with  the  glooms  of  carc  \ ' 
'Twas  thus,  if  ancient  Famę  tiie  truth  unfold, 
Two  faithful  needles,  from  the  informing  touch 
Of  tbe  same  parent-stone,  together  drew 
Its  mystic  virtue,  and  at  first  conspir*d 
With  fatal  impulse  quivering  to  the  poler:  329 

Then,  though  disjoin^d  by  kingdoms,  though  the  main 
EolPd  its  broad  surge  betwixt,  and  different  stąrs 
Beheld  their  wakefui  motions,  yet  preserv'd 
The  former  friendship,  and  remember'd  still 
The  alliance  of  their  birth :  whate*er  the  linę 
Which  once  possess^d,  nor  pause,  nor  quiet  knew 
The  surę  associate,  ere  with  trembling  speed 
He  found  its  patb,  and  fix'd  unerring  there.       ^ 
,puch  is  the  secret  union,  when  we  feel 
JA  song,  a  flower,  a  name,  at  once  restore  3G9 

IiThose  long-ccmnected  scenes  where  first  they  mov'd 
The  attention :  backward  through  her  mazy  walka 
Guiding  the  wanton  Fancy  to  ber  scope, 
ITo  temples,  courts,  or  fiefds ;  with  all  tlie  band 
Of  painted  forms,  of  passions  and  designs 
Attcndant :  whence,  if  pleasing  in  itseif, 
The  prospect  from  that  sweet  accession  gains 
Redoubled  influence  o^er  the  listcning  mind. 
By  these  mysterious  ties  the  busy  power 
Of  Memory  her  ideał  train  preserve8  • 

Entire;  or  when  they  woAd  elude  her  watch,  Sbit 
Keclaiips  their  fieeting  footsteps  from  the  waste 
Of  dark  oblivion(  thus  collecting  all 
The  Yarious  forms  of  being  to  present,  - 
Before  the  curious  aim  of  mimie  Art, 
Their  largest  choice :  like  tpring'B  unfolded  blooms 
£xhaling  sweetness,  that  the  skilful  bee 
May  taste  at  wilJ,  from  their  selected  spoils 
To  work  her  dulcetjbod.     For  not  the  espansc  ^   ^ 
Of  living  lakćs  m  summer's  noontide  calm,        359  V 
Reflects  the  borderingshade,  and  sun-bright  heave^«,/ 
With  fairer  semblance ;  not  the  8culptur*d  gold-^^^ 
Morę  fiftithful  keeps  the  graver*s  lively  tracę, 
Than  he,  whose  birth  the  sister  powers  ofArt 
Propitious  view'd,  and  from  his  genial  siar  " 
Shed  influence  to  tbe  seeds  of  fancy  kind ; 
Than  his  attemper'd  bosom  must  preserye 
The  seal  of  Naturę.     Thcre  alone  uuchang'd, 
Her  form  remains.  ^  Tbe  balmy  walks  of  May 
There  breafcfae  perennial  sweets:  the  trembling  chord 
Resounds  for  ever  in  the  abstracted  ear,  57 U 

Melodious :  and  the  virgin's  radiant  eye. 
Superior  to  disease,  to  grief,  and  time, 
Shines  with  upbating  lustre.    Thus  at  length 
EndowM  with  all  that  Naturę  can  bestow, 
The  child  of  Fancy  oft  in  silence  bends 
O^er  these  mixt  treasures  of  his  pregnant  breast, 
With  consciods  pride.     From  them  he  oft  rcsohcs 
To  frame  he  knows  not  what  excelling  things; 
And  win  he  knows  not  what  sublime  reward 
'Of  praise  and  wonder.     By  degrees,  the  miud  380 
Feels  her  young  neiTes  dilate:  the  plastic  powers 
Labour  for  action:  blind  emotions  heave 
His  bosom,  and  with  lorcliest  frenzy  caught, 
From  Earth  to  Heaveii  he  roUs  his  daring  eye, 
From  Heaven  to  !t'arth.  Anon  then  thousand  shapes, 
Likc  spectres  trooping  to  the  wizard's  cali, 
Ffit  swift  before  him.     From  the  womb  of  Earth, 
From  Ocean*s  bed  th^  come :  the  eternal  Hcaveus 
I  Disclose  their  spleudours,  and  the  dark  Abyss 
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Poan  out  her  Urtfai  tmloMnni.    With  fixed  gazę 

He  marks  the  lising  pbantoms.    Kow  coniparea 

Hieirdiflerentforms;  naw  blends  them,  now  di^ides, 

Eolarges,  and  extenuate8  by  tnrns;  393 

Opposes,  ranges  in  fantastic  bands, 

And  infinitcly  varies.    Hitber  now, 

Now  thitber  fluctuates  his  inconstant  aim, 

With  endless  choice  pcrpłex'd.    At  length  his  plan 

Begins  to  open.    Lucid  order  dawns ; 

And  as  frpm  Chaos  old  the  jarring  seeds 

Of  Naturę  at  the  yoice  divine  rcpur'd  400 

Each  to  its  plaee,  till  rosy  Earth  unveil'd 

Her  fragrant  bosom,  and  the  joyftil  Sun 

Sprung  up  the  blue  serene;  1>y  swift  degrees 

Thus  disentangled,  his  entire  design 

Emerges.    Coloors  mtngle,  features  join. 

And  lines  converge:  the  iainter  parts  retire; 

The  fairer  eminent  in  Itght  ad^ance; 

And  every  image  on  its  neighbour  smiles. 

Awhile  he  0tands,.  and  with  a  iather'8  joy 

Coutemplates.    Then  with  Promethean  art,      410 

Into  iti  proper  rehicie  he  breathes 

The  fair  conceptiont;  which,  embodied  thus, 

And  pennanent,  becomes  to  eyes  or  ears 

An  object  a8oertain*d :  while  thus  inform*d, 

The  variou8  organs  of  his  mimie  skill, 

The  consonance  of  sounds,  the  featur'd  rock, 

The  shadowy  picture  and  impassionM  rerse, 

l^yond  their  proper  powers  attract  the  soul 

By  that  expres8ive  semblance,  while  in  sight 

Óf  Nature^s  great  originfl  we  scan  420 

The  lirely  child  of  Art ;  while  linę  by  linę, 

ĄnA  feature  after  feature  we  refer 

To  that  sublime  exemplar  whence  it  stole 

Those  animating  charms.    Thus  beauty's  palm 

Betwizt  them  wavering  hangs :  applauding  love 

Donbts  where  to  choose ;  and  mortal  man  aspires 

To  tempt  creatiye  praise^    As  when  a  oloud 

Of  gathering  hail,  with  limpid  crusts  of  ice 

EnclosM  and  obrioos  to  the  beaming  Son, 

GoUects  his  largo  efiulgence;  straighttbeHearens 

With  eąual  flames  present  on  either  hand         431 

The  radiant  Tisage :  Persia  stands  at  gazę, 

Appall'd ;  and  on  the  brink  of  Ganges  doubts 

^e  snowy-yested  seer,  in  Mithra's  name. 

To  which  the  fragrance  of  the  south  shall  burn. 

To  which  his  warbled  orisons  ascend. 

Soch  Tarious  bliss  the  well-tun'd  heart  enjoys, 
Favoar'd  of  Heaven!  while,  plung*d  in  sordid  cares, 
The  unfeeling  Tulgar  mocl^  the  boon  divine : 
And  harsh  Austerity,  from  whose  rebuke  440 

Young  LoTe  and  smiling  Wonder  shrink  away 

3Abash'd  and  chili  of  heart,  with  sager  frowns 
toodemns  the  fiiir  enchantment    Chi  my  stnun, 
^erhaps  even  now,  some  cold,  fieistidious  judge 
Casts  a  disdainful  eye;  and  calls  my  toil, 
And  calls  the  love  and  beauty  which  I  sing, 
The  dream  of  folly.    Thou,  grave  censor !  say, 
Is  Beauty  then  a  dream,  because  the  glooofis 
Of  dulness  hanc  too  heavy  on  thy  sense,       > 
To  let  her  shine  upon  thce  ?  So  the  man  450 

Whose  eye  ue'er  openM  on  the  light  of  Heaven, 
Might  smile  with  scom  while  raptor^d  vision  tells 
Of  the  gay  colour*d  radiance  flushing  bright 
0*er  alt  creation.    From  the  wise  b^  far 
Such  gross  ilnhaltow'd  pride ;  nor  needs  my  song 
Bescend  so  Iow;  but  rather  now  unfold, 
If  human  thought  could  rea^,  or  words  unfold^ 
By  what  mysterious  fabric  OTthe  mind, 
^1^  deep-felt  joys  and  hannony  of  sound 
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Result  from  airy  motion ;  and  from  shape 
The  Iovely  phantoms  of  sublime  and  lair. 
By  what  fine  des  hath  God  connected  things 
When  present  in  the  mind,  which  in  themselTes    . 
Have  no  connection  ?  I  Sore  the  rising  Sun 
0*er  the  cerulean  coaxpx  of  the  sea, 
With  equal  brlghtnes^  and  with  equal  warmth 
Might  roli  his  fiery  orb ;  nor  yet  the  soul 
Thus  feel  her  frame  expanded,  and  ber  powers 
Exulting  in  the  splendour  she  beholds ;  469 

Like  a  young  oonqueror  moving  throngh  the  pomp 
Of  some  triumphal  day.     When  join'd  at  ere, 
Soft>murmuring  streams  and  gales  of  gentiest  breatk 
Melodious  BfailomehCswakeful  strain 
Attemper,  could  not  man's  disceming  ear 
Throngh  all  its  tones  the  sympathy  pursue; 
Nor  yet  this  breath  diyine  of  nameless  joy 
Steal  throogh  his  reins,  and  fap  the  awaken*d  beart; 
Mi  Id  as  the  breeze,  yet  rapturous  as  the  song. 

But  were  not  Naturę  still  endow'd  at  large  . 
With  all  which  life  requires,  though  unadom*d  480 
With  such  enchantment:  whereforc  then  her  form 
So  exquisitely  fair  ?  her  breath  perfum'd 
With  such  ethereal  sweetneas  ?  whence  her  yoice 
InformM  at  will  to  raise  or  to  depress 
The  impassion'd  soul  ?  and  whence  the  robefof  light 
Which  thus  inyest  her  with  morę  loyely  pomp 
Tban  fancy  can  describe !  Whence  but  from  thee, 
O  source  divine  of  eyer-flowing  love,  -^ 

And  thy  unmeasur^d  goodness  ?  Kot  conteot^ 
With  eyery  food  of  life  to  nourisb  man. 
By  kind  illusions  of  the  wondering  sense 
Thou  mak^st  all  naturę  beauty  to  his  eye^ 
Or  musie  to  his  ear:  well  p1eas'd  fac  seans 
The  goodty  prospect ;  and  with  inward  smiles 
TVeads  the  gay  yerdure  of  the  painted  plain  ; 
Beholds  the  azure  canopy  of  Heayoc-' 
And  liying  lamps  that  oyer-arch  his  hea# 
Wtth  morę  than  regal  splendour;  bends  his  eara 
To  the  fuli  choir  of  water,  air,  and  c^rth; 
Nor  heeds  the  pleasing  errour  of  his  tbought,    Sdff 
Nor  doubts  the  painted  green  or  azure  arcb, 
Nor  question8  morę  the  music'8  mingling  soouds 
Than  space,  or  motion,  or  etemal  time ; 
So  sweet  he  feels  their  influence  to  attract 
The  fixed  soul ;  to  brighten  the  duli  glooms 
Of  care,  and  make  the  destin^d  road  of  life 
Delightful  to  his  feet.    So  fables  tell, 
The  adyenturous  hero,  bound  on  hanł  exploits, 
Beholds  with  glad  surprise,  by  secrct^spelb 
Of  some  kind  sagę,  the  patron  of  his  toils»         510 
A  yisionary  paradise  disc]06'd 
Amid  the  diU>ious  wild :  with  streams,  and  shade% 
And  airy  songs,  the  enchanted  landscape  smiles^ 
Cheers  his  long  labours,  and  renews  his  frame. 

What  €hen  is  taste,  but  these  interna!  poweis 
Actiye,  and  strong,  and  feelingly  aliye 
To  each  fine  impulse  ?  a  disceming  sense 
Of  decent  and  sublime,  with  quick  disgust 
From  things  deform*d,  or  disarrang'd,  or  gross 
In  species  ?  This,  nor  gems,  nor  stores  of  gold,    520 
Nor  purple  s^te,  nor  culture  can  bestow ; 
But  God  alone  when  fint  his  actire  hand 
Imprints  the  secret  bias  of  the  soul. 
He,  mighty  parent !  wise  and  just  in  all, 
'^ree  as  the  yital  breeze  or  light  of  Heayen, 
JReyeals  the  charms  of  Naturę,    Ask  the  swaia 
jWho  joumies  homeward  from  a  summer  day^s 
iLong  labour,  why,  foigetful  of  his  toiU  /*  ' 

J  yind  due  repose,  he  Łoiten  to  behold  .   ^ 
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NOTES  TO  PLEASURES  OF  IMAGINATION.    BOOK  I. 


IV  ranhine  gleuning  m  throagh  amber  clouds, 
O^er  dl  the  westein  tky ;  fali  soon,  I  ween,      591 
Hb  nide  expres8ioa  a]iid'uiitutior'd  ain, 
Bcfond  tbe  power  of  language,  will  unfbld 
Tlw  form  of  beanty  smiling  at  h»  heart, 
Hoir  kmly !  bow  oommanding !  But  thoiigh  Heavea 
Id  cwoy  breast  hath  sown  these  early  sopds 
Of  \ote  and  admiratioii,  yet  in  rtaOf 
Withont  ^r  Caltare'!  kind  parental  aid, 
WHhoat  enlireniiig  suns,  and  genial  sbowen^ 
ind  tMter  from  tbe  blast,  hi  vain  we  faope     540 
Tbe  tender  plant  sbonld  rear  its  blooming  bead, 
Or  yieM  tbe  banrest  pTonii8'd  m  Ha  tpring. 
Nor  yet  will  every  aotl  wHb  eqaal  stores 
Kepay  tbe  tłller'8  laboor;  or  attend 
H«  will,  obaequioasy  wbetber  to  produce  ^  ^ 

Tbe  olive  or  tbe  larnel.    Different  minda 
locKae  to  difiierent  objacts :  one  punnea 
i  The  vast  alone,  tbe  wonderfol^  the  wild  ; 
Anotber  ńgba  for  barmony,  and  grace,       ^    549 
ind  gentlest  beaoty.    Hence  when  lightninl  fires 
The  areb  of  Hea^en,  and  thunden  rock  tbe  gronnd, 
WbcBluriooawhiriwinds  rend  tbe  bowling  air. 
And  Ocean,  groaning  from  its  loweat  bed,    s 
Heana  bis  tempestuous  billows  to  the  sky ;  / 
Amid  the  mtghty  uproar,  while  below 
The  natians  tremble,  Sbakspeare  looka  abroad 
Flmn  some  higb  cli£^  superior,  and  enjoys 
Hie  ełemental  war.    But  Waller  longs, 
Ali  on  tbe  margin  of  some  flowery  stream. 
To  ipread  bis  careleas  limba  "amid  tbe  cool       560 
Of  piaotane  sbades,  and  to  the  listening  deer 
The  Ule  uf  sl^ted  tows  and  1ove*s  disdain 
Rfsoond  soft-warbling  all  tbe  ]tve-Iong  day: 
Conseating  SSephyr  sighs ;  the  weeping  rill 
Mds  in  bis  plaint,  melodious ;  mute  the  gTOves; 
And  bill  and  dale  with  alt  tbeir  ecboes.  moum. 
S^  and  so  various  are  the  tastes  of  men. 
^vh !  Uest  of  Heaven,  whom  not  the  languid  songs 
Of  LDxary,  the  syren !  not  tbe  bribes 
Of  nrdid  Wealth,  nor  all  tbe  gaudy  spoils        570 
Of  pageant  Hooonr,  can  seduce  to  leaTe 
Those  erer-blooming  sweets,  which  lirom  the  ttore 
Of  Naturę  iair  Imagination  culls 
To  chaim  tbe  enlrven'd  soul !  What  though  not  all 
Of  moitał  oflbpring  ean  attain  tbe  beigbts 
Of  e&vied  life ;  thougb  only  few  passess 
Piltrician  treasures  or  imperial  state ; 
Yet  Natnre^s  care,  to  all  ber  children  juRt, 
Vith  ricber  treasures  and  an  ampler  state, 
Eodowi  at  large  wbaterer  happy  man  580 

Will  deign  to  nae  them.    His  the  city'8  pomp, 
Hk  nual  bonOnra  his.    Wbate'er  adorns 
Theprinoeły  dome,  tbe  oolumn  and  the  arch, 
llie  breatbmg  marbles  and  tbe  scnlptui^d  gold, 
Beyoad  the  prood  poasessoHs  narrow  claim 
Hii  tnnefni  breast  enjoys.    For  him,  the  Spring 
Ustib  ber  dews,  and  from  tbe  silken  gem 
IMjl^^leaTes  onfolds :  for  him,  tbe  hand 
OFM&Sm  tingea  erery  fertile  branch  589 

Witb  bleoming  gold,  and  blushes  like  the  mon). 
Sacb  paasing  bour  sbeds  tribtite  from  her  wiDg;8; 
And  sdll  new  beamies  meet  his  lonely  walk, 
Aod  lores  unfelt  attract  him.     Not  a  breeze 
?1ies  o'er  tbe  meadow,  not  a  cloud  imbib<» 
Tbe  setting  Son^s  efinlgence,  not  a  strain 
Apoi  all  tbe  tenants  of  tbe  warbling  sbade 
Ascendi,  bot  whence  his  bosom  can  partake 
frmh  pleasnre,  unreprov'^    Nor  theoce  partakes 
Ynb  ptoBsare  ooly :  fbr  Uie  aUentive  ound, 
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By  this  barmoiiious  action  on  ber  power^'  / 
Becomes  berself  harmonious :  wont  so  oft 
In  ootward  things  to  meditate  the  charm 
Of  sacred  order,  soon  she  seeks  at  borne 
To  6nd  a  kindred  order,  to  esert 
Withh)  berself  this  elegance  of  lorę, 
This  iair  inspir^d  dełight:  lier  temper'd  powers 
Refine  at  lengtb,  and  every  passion  wears 
A  chast^,  miider,  morę  attractiTe  mień. 
But  if  to  ampler  prospects,  if  to  gazę 
On  Nature*s  form,  where,  negligent  of  all 
These  lesser  graces,  she  assumes  tbe  port 
Of  that  eternal  majesty  that  weigh'd 
The  world'B  foundations,  if  to  these  the  mind 
£xalts  her  daring  eye ;  then  mightier  far 
Will  be  the  cbange,  and  nobler.   (Would  the  forma 
Of  servile  custom  cramp  her  generous  powers  ? 
Would  sordid  połicies,  tbe  barbarous  gruwth 
Of  ignorance  and  rapine,  bow  her  down 
To  tamę  pursuits,  to  indolence  and  fear  ? 
Lo !  she  appeals  to  Naturę,  to  the  winds  620 

And  rolling  wavc8,  the  Sun^s  unwearied  coorse , 
The  elements  and  seasons:  all  declare 
For  what  the  eternal  Maker  bas  ordain*d      • 
e  powers  of  man :  we  feel  within  ourseWesj 
is  energy  divine :  be  tells  tbe  heart,  / 

e  m&nt,  be  madę  ns  to  bebold  and  lorę 
What  he  bebolds*  and  lores,  the  generał  orb 
Of  life  and  being ;  to  be  great  like  him,\ 
fBeneficent  and  active.    Thus  the  men  i  629 

jWhom  Nature'8  works  can  cbarffi*,  with  God  himSelf 
jHold  coflVerse ;  gl^w  famlllar,  day  by  day, 
;  Wtti)  his  cońceptions,  act  upon  his  plan ; 
<And  form  to  his,  the  ręlish  of  tbeir  souls. 
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NOTES  ON  TJIE  THREE  BOOKS 
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PLEASURES  OF  lAfAGlNATION. 


NOTES  ON  BOOK  I. 

Vca.  151.  Say,  why  was  num,  &c.]  In  apologiz- 
ing  for  the  frequent  negligences  of  the  sublimest 
authorB  of  Greece,  "Those  godlike  geniuses,'' sa3ra 
Longinns,  "  were  well  assured,  that  Naturę  luid  not 
intended  man  for  a  low-spirited  or  ignoble  being : 
but  bringing  us  into  life  and  the  midst  of  this  wide 
univerBe,  as  before  a  multitude  assembled  at  some 
bercMC  solemnity,  that  we  might  be  spectators  of  aU 
ber  magnificence,  and  candidates  high  in  emnlation 
for  the  prize  of  glory ;  she  has  therefore  impłanted 
in  our  souls  an  inextinguisbab1e  love  of  every  thing 
great  and  exalted,  of  erery  thing  which  appeani 
dmue  beyond  our  comprebension.  Whence  it 
comes  to  pass,  that  even  the  whole  world  is  not  an 
object  sufficient  for  the  dcpth  and  rapidity  of  bu- 
man  imagination,  which  often  sallies  forth  beyond 
tbe  limits  of  all  that  surrounds  us.  Let  any  mafi 
cast  his  eye  throngh  the  whole  circle^of  our  exisi- 
ence,  and  considcr  how  espccially  it  abounds  in  ex- 
cellent  and  grand  objects;  hc  will  soon  acknow- 
ledge  for  what  enjoyments  and  pursuits  we  were 
destined.  Thus  by  the  very  propensity  of  naturo 
we  are  led  to  admire,  not  little  cprings  or  sballow 
1  riTulets,  boweyer  elear  and  ddicious,  but  the  Nil^ 


TO  AKtNSlDE'S  POEMS. 

the  Rhine,  tlie  DaBu1>e,  and,  much  morę  than  all» 
the  Ocean,  ts,c"  Dionys.  Longin,  de  Subiim.  § 
xxiv. 

Ver.  202.  The  empyreal  tDasłe.'\  "  Ne  se  peut*il 
point  qu'il  y  a  un  grand  espace  au  dela  de  la  region 
des  etoiles  ?  Que  se  soitle  cie]  empyr^e,  ou  non,  tou- 
joun  cet  esipace  immeose  qui  environne  toute  cctte 
rpgi<m,  pourra  etre  rempli  de  bonheur  et  de  gloiie. 
n  pourra  etre  ooncu  oomme  Tocean,  oh.  se  rendent 
les  fleuves  de  toutes  les  creatures  bienheureuses, 
qtiand  elles  seiont  yenues  It  Icur  perfection  dans  łe 
systeme  des  etoiles."  Leiboitz  dans  la  Theodic^ 
part.  i.  §.  19. 

Ver.  204.  Whose  unfading  lighł,  &*<:.]  It  was  a 
notionof  the  great  Mr.  Huygcns,  that  there  may 
be  fixed  stara  at  siicb  a  distance  from  our  solar 
system,  as  that  their  light  sbould  not  have  had 
time  to  reach  ns,  eTen  from  Ute  creation  of  tbe 
world  to  this  day. 

Ver.  234 the  negleci 

Of  all  familiar  prospecU,  &c.]  It  is 
here  8a*^d,  that  in  consequence  of  the  )ove  of  no- 
Ve1ty,  óbjects,  whicb  at  first  were  highiy  delightful 
to  the  mind,  lose  that  eflect  by  repeated  attention 
to  tbem.  But  the  instance  of  habit  is  opposed  to  this 
observation;  for  Merę,  objects  at  first  distasteful 
are  in  time  rendered  entirely  agreeable  by  repeated 
attention. 

The  difBculty  in  this  case  will  be  remoTed,  if  we 
eonsider,  that  wheą  objects,  at  first  agreeable,  lose 
that  influence  by  frequently  recurnng,  the  mind  is 
whoHy  pałatćj  and  tbe  perception  inwluntary  ;  but 
liabit,  on  the  other  band,  generally  supposes  choice 
Mad  acthity  accompanying  it:  so  that  the  pleasiire 
arises  here  not  from  the  object,  .but  from  the  minds 
€ontaout  determination  of  its  own  activity;  and, 
eonseąuendy,  increascs  in  proportion  to  the  fire- 
qucncy  of  that  determination. 

It  will  still  be  urged,  perhaps,  that  a  famlliarity 
with  disagreeable  objects  renders  tHem  at  length 
acceptable,  even  when  there  is  no  rpom  for  the 
mind  to  retolze  or  act  at  all.  In  this  case,  the  ap- 
pearance  must  be  accounted  for,  one  of  these  ways. 

l'he  pleasure  from  habit  may  be  mercly  nega- 
tive.  The  object  at  first  gave  uneasiness :  this  un- 
easiness  graduaily  wears  ofT,  as  the  object  grows 
familiar :  and  the  mind,  finding  it  at  last  entirely 
removed,  reckons  its  situation  really  pleasurable, 
compared  with  what  it  had  experienced  bcfore. 

The  dislike  conceived  of  the  object  at  first,  might 
be  owing  to  prejudice  or  want  of  attention.  Con- 
seąuently  the  mind,  bcing  necessitated  to  review  it 
ofien,  may  at  length  perceire  its  own  mistake,  and 
be  reconciled  to  what  it  had  lookcd  on  with  a^^er- 
sion.  In  which  case,  a  sort  of  instinctive  jiistice 
naturally  leads  it  to  make  amends  for  the  injury, 
by  running  toward  tbe  other  extremc  of  fondness 
and  attachment. 

Or,  lastly,  though  the  object  itself  sliould  always 
eontinue  disagreeable,  yct  circumstances  of  plea- 
sure or  good  fortunę  may  occur  along  with  it 
Thus  an  associatiou  may  arise  in  the  mind,  and  the 
object  never  be  remembered  without  those  plcasing 
circumstances  attending  it ;  by  which  nic^us  the 
disagreeable  impression  which  it  at  first  occa?>ioned 
will  in  time  be  quite  obliterated. 

Ver.  240 tMs  deare 

Of  objects  new  and  strange ]  These 

tw:o  ideas  areoften  confounded ,  though  it  is  eyidcnt  |      '  This  the  Atheniansdid  in  a  particular  maimert 
the  merę  nocelły  of  aa  object  in^kes  it  agreeable,  I  hj  the  wor^  tuiknMyttB^Cą  tukkM/B^»6im. 


even  whcre  the  mind  is  |X)t  affected  witb  tbe  l€«st 
degree  of  roonder:  whereas  wmder  indecd  always 
impUes  novelty,  being  never  excited  by  ooiamon  or 
weil-known  appearances.  But  the  pleasure  in  botb 
cases  is  explicable  from  the  same  finał  causa,  the 
acquisition  of  knowledge  and  enlargement  of  onr 
views  of  naturę :  on  this  accouut,  it  is  natural  to 
trcat  of  them  together.         i 

Yer.  374.  trułh  and  good  are  one. 

And  heauty  dtetUs  m  th^m,  &^]  "  Do 
you  imagine,"  says  Socrates  to  Aristippus,  ''  that 
what  is  good  is  not  beautiful  ?  Have  you  not  ob« 
senred  that  these  appearances  always  coincidc? 
Yirtue,  for  instance,  in  the  same  respect  as  to 
which  we  cali  it  good,  is  ever  acknowledged  to  be 
beautiful  also.  In  the  characters  of  men  we  al- 
ways *  join  the  two  denominations  together.  llie 
beauty  of  human  bodies  oorrespoods,  in  like  man* 
ner,  with  that  economy  of  parts  which  constitutes 
them  ffood ;  and  in  every  circumstance  of  life,  the 
same  Aject  is  constantly  accounted  both  beautiful 
and  good,  inasmuch  as  it  answers  the  purposcs  for 
wliich  it  was  designed."  Xenophont  Memorab. 
Socrat  1.  iii.  c.  8. 

This  excellent  obsenratioo  bas  been  illustrated 
and  «xtcnded  by  the  noble  restorer  of  ancient  phi- 
losophy  $  (see  the  Characteristics,  toI.  ii.  p.  330 
and  422,  and  voI.  iii.  p.  181.)  Andanotbcr  inge- 
nious  author  has  particularly  shown,  that  it  boldi 
in  the  generał  laws  of  Natui-e,  in  the  works  of  art, 
and  the  conduct  of  the  sciences ;  (Inquiry  into  tbe 
Origłual  of  our  Ideas  of  Beauty  and  Yirtue,  Tk«at. 
i.  §  S. )  As  to  the  connection  betwecn  heauiy  and 
truth,  there  are  two  opinions  conceming  it.  Some 
philosophers  assert  an  independent  and  inrariable 
law  in  Naturę,  in  consequence  of  which  "  all  ra- 
tj<mal  beings  must  alike  perceive  beauty  in  some 
certain  proportions,  and  deformity  in  tbe  Contrary.'* 
And  this  necesbity  bcing  supposed  tbe  same  vith 
that  which  commands  the  assent  or  dissent  of  tbe 
understanding,  it  foUows  of  coursc  that  beauty  is 
founded  on  the  uniyersal  and  unchangeable  law  of 
truth. 

But  otbers  there  are,  who  believe  heauty tó\ie 
merely  a  relaUTc  and  arbitrary  thing ;  that  iodeed 
it  was  a  bene\'olent  provision  in  Naturę  to  anncx  so 
delightful  a  sensation  to  those  objects  which  are 
besi  and  most  pejfect  in  themselteSf  that  so  we  mighfc 
be  eugaged  to  the  choice  of  them  at  once,  and  with- 
out staying  to  infer  their  m^uinest  from  their 
stracture  and  effects ;  but  that  it  is  not  impossible, 
in  a  physical  sense,  that  two  beings,  of  equa]  ca- 
pacities  for  truth,  sbould  perceiTe,  one  <^  them 
beauty  and  the  other  d^omuty,  in  the  same  propor- 
tions. And  upon  this  supposition,  by  that  truik 
which  is  always  connected  with  beauty,  notbing 
morę  can  be  meant  than  the  confonnity  of  any  ob- 
ject to  those  proportions  upon  which,  afier  careful 
examination,  the  beauty  of  that  species  is  ibund  to 
depend.  Polycletus,  for  instance,  a  famous  an- 
cient sculptor,  from  an  accurate  mensuration  of 
the  8everal  parts  of  the  most  perfect  human  bodies^ 
deduced  a  canon  or  system  of  proportions,  wbich 
was  the  rule  of  all  succeeding  artists.  Suppose  a 
statuę  modelled  according  to  this :  a  man  of  mera 
natural  taste,  upon  looking  at  it,  without  catering 
into  its    proportions,  confesses  and   admires  ita 
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IcoM/y;  whereis  a  profeasor  of  the  art  applies  his 
measnres  to  tbe  bcad,  the  neck,  or  the  hand,  and, 
trithout  atteading  to  its  beauty,  pronounces  tbe 
Yoriunansbip  to  bejtui  and  łrue. 

Ver.  492.  j4s  when  Brutus,  &c.]  Cicero  hinuielf 
describes  this  fect — Caesare  interfecto  —  statam 
ementum  sAtó  extollen8  M.  Brutus  pugionem,  Ci- 
eeranem  nooiinatini  exclamavit,  atque  et  recupe- 
tam  Ubertatem  est  gratulatos.  Ge.  Philipp.  ii. 
\^ 

Yer.  548.  H^kere  Virłuef  rUing  fnm  the  mtful 
depłh 
Of  TfutlCs  mysteriout  botom,  Sec]  Ac- 
cordittg  to  the  opinion  of  tboee,  who  assert  morał 
obUgmtiim  to  be  foonded  on  an  immutable  aj^uni- 
versal  law  ;  and  that  whicb  is  usually  caflp  the 
aura^  s^mse^  to  be  determinod  by  the  peculiar  tem- 
per of  the  ima^ination  and  the  earliest  aasociations 
of  ideaa. 

Yer.  591.  I^c^mr*]  The  tchool  of  Aristotle. 

Yer.  599.  Jeademus.]  Tbe  school  of  Plato. 

Yer.  594.  ILiftnu.'\  Otie  of  the  rivers  on  which 
Athens  waa  ntuated.  Plato,  in  some  of  his  finest 
dialogrnes,  lays  the  scenę  of  the  conTersation  with 
Socraiei  on  its  banka. 


IIOTES  ON  BOOK  II. 

Vcr.  19.  At  Ust  tke  Muset  rosę,  &&]  Aboutthe 
ja«e  of  Ho^h  Capet,  ibunder  of  the  third  race  of 
f  mch  king$,  the  poets  of  Prcwence  were  in  high 
RpntatioB  ;  a  aort  of  strolling  barda  or  rbapsodists, 
wbo  «ent  aboot  the  <^rts  of  princbs  and  noble- 
mea*  artertaining  thraTat  festiTabwith  musie  and 
poetry.  Tbey  attempted  both  tbe  epic,  ode,  and 
ntire ;  acd  abounded  in  a  wild  and  fantastic  Tein 
of  iable,  paitly  allegorical,  and  partly  foonded  on 
traditioiiary  legenda  of  the  Saiacen  wan.  These 
irere  the  radiments  of  Italian  poetry.  But  thetr 
taste  and  oomposition  must  haTe  been  exŁreineły 
baibaraoa,  as  we  may  jodge  by  tbose  who  folłowed 
the  tom  oif  their  iable  in  much  poliier  times ;  such 
as  Boindo^  Bernardo,  Taaso>  Ariosto,  &c 

Yer.  21.  FoZc/tMo.]  Tbe  famous  retreat  of  Fran- 
eiMo  Petrareha,  the  fisther  of  Italian  poetry,  and 
his  nistreas  Laura,  a  lady  of  Avignoa. 

Yer.  92.  Amo.'\  The  river  which  nins  by  FIo- 
nnce,  the  birth-place  of  Dante  and  Boccaeio. 

Yer.  23.  Partkenofte.^  Or  Naples,  the  birth-place 
4rf  SannasaiOL  The  great  Torquato  Tnmo  was  bom 
at  Sorrento,  in  tbe  kingdom  of  Naples. 

Ibid.  tkeraąe 

OJ  dire  amłutiom,  &€.]  This  relates  to  the 
crad  wan  among  the  republics  of  Italy,  and  abo- 
■liaable  poltties  of  its  little  princes,  about  tbe  fif- 
leenth  century.  These  at  last,  in  conjunction  with 
the  p^nJ  power,.entireIy  extłnguished  tbe  spirit  of 
iibcrty  in  that  country,  and  established  that  abuse 
of  the  fine  arts  which  bas  been  sińce  prppagated 
owrall  JSoiope. 

Yer.  30.  Thufrom  thtir  guerdians  tont,  tke  tender 
mit,  &c.]  Nor  were  they  only  losers  by  the  sepa- 
Ation.  For  philosophy  itself,  to  use  the  words  of 
a  nsble  phtlósopher,  *'  being  thus  serered  by  ths 
sprightly  arts  and  sciences,  must  confequently 
pow  dronish,  insipid,  pedantic,  iiseless,  and  di- 
■lectły  <^>posite  to  the  real  koowledge  and  practice 
«f  ths  world."    InsMOucb  that  >*  a  gentlemaD," 


says  another  excelleut  writer,  "  cannoteasity  bring 
himself  to  like  so  austere  and  ungainly  a  form :  so 
greatly  is  it  changed  finom  what  was  once  the  de- 
light  of  the  finest  gentlemen  of  antiquity,  and  their 
recreation  after  the  hurry  of  public  affairs !"  From 
this  eondition  it  cannot  be  recovered  but  by  uniting 
it  once  morę  with  the  works  of  imagination ;  and 
we  have  had  tbe  pleasure  of  obserring  a  vcry  great 
progress  madę  towards  their  union  in  Fjigland 
włthin  these  few  years.  It  is  hardly  possible  to 
conceirc  thcm  at  a  grcater  distance  from  each 
other  than  at  tbe  Revolution,  when  Locke  stood  at 
the  head  of  one  party,  and  Dryden  of  the  other. 
But  the  generał  spirit  of  iiberty,  which  bas  erer 
sińce  been  growiog,  naturally  invited  our  men  of 
wit  and  gcnius  to  improre  that  influence  which  the 
arts  of  persuasion  ga^e  them  ińtb  tbe  people,  by 
applying  them  to  subjects  of  importance  to  society. 
Thus  poetry  and  ełoquence  became  considerable; 
and-  philosophy  is  now  of  course  obliged  to  borrow 
of  their  embellishments,  in  order  eren  to  gain  andi- 
ence  with  the  public 

Yer.  157.  Brom  Plutioń*i  potoer  aloru,  &&]  Thit 
▼ery  mysterious  kind  of  pleasure,  which  is  often 
found  in  the  eiercise  of  passioos  generally  counted 
painful,  bas  been  taken  notice  of  by  sereral  au« 
thors.    Lucretius  resobes  it  into  self-love : 

Suare  Mari  magno^  &c.  lib.  ii.  1. 

As  if  a  man  was  noTcr  pleased  in  being  mored  at 
the  distress  of  a  tragedy,  without  a  cool  reflectioD 
that  though  these  fictitions  penonages  were  so  nn-* 
happy,  yet  be  himself  was  perfectiy  at  ease  and  in 
safety.  The  ingenions  aut  hor  of  the  Reflectiottt 
cntiques  sur  la  Poesie  et  sur  ia  Peinture,  acoonnts 
ibr  it  by  the  generał  delight  which  the  mind  takea 
in  its  own  activity,  and  the  abhorrence  it  feels  of 
an  indolent  aud  inattentive  state:  and  this,  joined 
with  the  morał  appiobation  of  its  own  temper, 
which  attends  these  emotions  when  natural  and 
just,  is  certainly  the  tnie  foondation  of  the  plea- 
sure, which,  as  i^  is  the  origin  and  basis  of  tragedy 
and  epic,  deserved  a  Tery  particular  consideration 
in  this  poem. 

Yer.  S04.  Inhabilant  ąf  earth,  fcc]  The  account 
of  the  eoonomy  of  ProTidence  here  introduced,  aa 
the  most  proper  to  calm  and  satisfy  the  mind 
when  under  the  compnnction  of  private  evils,  seemt 
to  haTe  come  onginally  fh>m  the  Pythagorean 
school :  but  of  the  ancient  philosophers,  Plato  bat 
most  largely  insisted  upon  it,  bas  established  it 
with  alł  the  strength  of  his  capacious  understand- 
ing,  and  ennobled  it  with  all  tbe  magnificence  of 
his  divinc  imagination.  He  bas  one  passage  so  fuli 
and  elear  on  this  head,  that  I  am  persuaded  the 
rcadcr  will  be  pleased  to  see  it  here,  though  some* 
what  long.  Addressing  himself  to  such  as  are  not 
fatisficd  conceming  ])ivine  Proridence:  '<  Tłio 
Being  who  presides  oyer  the  whole,"  sajrs  he,  **  haa 
dispoścd  and  compUcatcd  all  things  for  the  happi* 
ness  and  virtue  of  the  whole,  every  part  of  which, 
according  to  the  ejctcnt  of  its  influence,  does  and 
suficrs  what  is  fit  and  proper.  One  of  these  parta 
is  yours,  O  unbappy  man,  whicb  though  in  itself 
most  inconsiderable  and  minutę,  yet  being  oin- 
uected  with  the  uniTerse,  erer  seeks  te  oo-operate 
with  that  supremę  order.  You,  in  the  mean  time,  "^ 
are  ignorant  of  the  very  end  for  whicb  all  parti- 
cular nataret  are  brough^  into  exlstencc»  that  the 
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all-comprehenduig  natuT«  of  the  wbole  may  be 
perfect  and  happy;  existing  as  it  does,  not  for 
yoar  sake,  but  the  cause  and  reason  of  your  exist- 
ence,  whicb,  as  in  the  syminetiy  of  every  artiiicial 
work,  must  of  necessity  concur  with  the  generał 
design  of  the  artust,  and  be  subsenrientto  the  wbole 
of  which  it  it  a  part.  Your  complaint  therefbre  is 
ignorant  and  groundless;  sińce,  according  to  tbiB 
.  varłous  energy  of  creation,  and  the  oommon  lam 
of  Nafure,  there  is  a  constant  prOTision  of  that 
which  is  best  at  the  same  time  for  you  and  for  the 
whole. — For  the  goveming  intelligence,  clearly  be- 
holding  all  the  actions  of  animated  and  self-moving 
creatures,  and  that  mixture  of  good  and  evil  which 
dirersifies  them,  considered  first  of  all  by  what  dis- 
position  -of  things,  and  by  what  situation  of  each 
individaal  in  the  ceneral  system,  vice  might  be  de- 
pressed  and  snbdued,  and  virtue  madę  secnre  of 
▼ictory  and  happiness,  with  the  greatest  iacility, 
and  in  the  highest  degree  possible :  in  this  manner 
he  ordered,  tfarongh  the  eotire  circie  of  being,  the 
internat  constitution  of  every  mtnd,  where  shonld 
be  its  statioB  in  the  uniremLfabric,  and  tbioagh 
what  variety  of  circumstances  it  should  proceed  in 
the  wbole  tenonr  of  its  enstence."  He  goes  on  in 
his  sublime  manner  to  assert  a  futurę  state  of  re- 
tribution,  *^  ta  well  for  tbdśe  wbo,  by  the  esercise 
of  good  dispositions  being  harmonized  and  assimi- 
lated  into  the  diTine  virtue,  aVe  conseąuently  re- 
moved  to  a  place  of  unblemished  sanctity  and  hap- 
piness ;  as  of  thoee  who  by  the  most  jflagitious  arts 
have  risen  from  oontemptible  be^nnmgs  to  the 
greatest  afBuence  and  power,  and  whom  you  there- 
fbre  iook  upon  as  nnanswerabłe  instances  of  negli- 
gence  in  the  gods,  becanse  you  are  ignorant  of  the 
purposes  to  which  they  are  subserYJent,  and  in 
what  manner  they  oontribute  to  that  supremę  in- 
tention  of  good  to  the  whole."  Plato  de  Leg.  x. 
165. 

This  theory  bas  been  delivered  of  late,  especially 
abroad,  in  a  manner  which  sub^erts  the  freedom  of 
buman  actions ;  whereas  Plato  appears  Tery  care- 
ful  to  preserve  it,  and  bas  been  in  that  respect  imi- 
tated  by  the  best  of  his  foUowers. 

Ver.  321 ofur  nughtńte, 

One  order,  &c]  See  the  Meditations 
•f  AnUminns,  and  the  Characteristics,  passim. 

Yer.  335.  The  hett  md/mrett,  Jcc]  This  opinioo 
is  to  old,  that  Timeus  Łocrus  calls  the  Supremę 
Being  infji.w»yic  rw  fiiWionc,  **  the  artificer  of  that 
which' is  best;"  and  represents  him  as  resoWing  in 
the  beginning  to  produce  the  most  excellent  work, 
and^  as  copjring  the  world  most  exactly  from  his 
■  own  intelligible  and  essential  idea;  "  so  that  it  yet 
remains,  as  it  was  at  first,  perfect  in  beauty,  and 
will  nerer  stand  in  need  of  any  correction  or  im- 
pTo^ement"  There  can  be  no  room  for  a  cautioa 
here,  to  understand  the  expres8ions,  not  of  any  par- 
ticular  circumstances  of  human  life  separately  con- 
sidered, but  of  the  sum  or  'univerBal  system  of  iifo 
and  being.  Seę  also  the  vision  at  the  end  of  the 
Theodicee  of  Leibnitz. 

Ver.  350.  At  fiame  aseendt,  Jcc.]  This  opiniott, 

though  not  held  by  Plato  nor  any  of  the  ancients, 

is  yet  a  ▼ery  natural  consequence  of  bis  pńnciples. 

4  flflkhe  disąaisition  is  too  'coroples  and  eartensiye 

wne  entered upon  here. 

Yer.  n55r Philip.']  The  Macedonian. 
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Ver.  18.  where  the  pouert 

O/Faney,  &Ć.]  The  influence  of  tbe  ima- 
ginstion  on  the  conduct  of  life,  is  one  of  tbe  most 
important  points  in  morał  philosopby.  Itwere  eaiy 
by  an  inductiou  of  iacts  to  pnrre  that  the  imagina* 
tion  directs  almost  all  the  passions,  ańd  nmei 
with  almost  every  circumstance  of  acti<m  or  płea^ 
surę.  Let  any  man,  even  of  the  ooldest  head  and 
Boberest  industry,  analyse  the  idea  of  what  be 
calls  his  interest;  he  will  find  that  it  ooDsiats 
cfaiefly  of  certain  degrees  of  deeency,  beauty,  and 
order,  ▼ariously  combined  mto  one  system,  the 
idoIjFhich  be  seeks  to  enjoy  by  labour,  baźanł, 
andMMeniaL  It  ia  on  thb  aocount  of  tlie  la* 
oonsiquence  to  regulate  these  images  by  tiw 
standard  of  naturę  and  the  generał  good ;  other- 
wise  the  imagination,  by  heij^tening  some  olgecta 
beyond  their  real  excellence  and  l>eattty,  or  1)y 
representing  others  in  a  morę  odious  or  terrible 
shape  than  they  deserze,  may  of  course  engage 
us  in  parsuits  ntterly  inconsistent  with  the  inocal 
order  of  things.  . 

If  it  be  objected,  that  this  acoonnt  of  things  sop^ 
poees  the  passions  to  be  merely  aocidental,  whereas 
there  appears  in  some  a  natural  and  hereditary 
disposition  to  ceitain  passions  prior  to  all  circum- 
stances of  ^ducation  or  fortunę ;  it  maT  be  ta^ 
swered,  that  though  no  man  is  bom  tanhiums  or  a 
larjier,  yet  be  may  inherit  firom  hb  parents  a  pecn- 
liar  temper  or  complection  of  mind,  which  shall 
render  his  imagina^on  morę  tiable  to  be  atradc 
with  some  particular  objects,  oanaeqaeatly  dispose 
him  to  form  opinions  of  gA  and  iH,  and  entertain 
pessioDS  of  a  particular  tOTU.  Some  men,  for  in- 
stance,  by  the  original  fhune  of  their  minds,  are 
morę  delighted  with  the  Tast  and  mągnifioent; 
others,  on.the  contrary,  with  the  elegant  and  gei»- 
tle  aspects  of  naturę.  And  it  is  Tery  remarkable^ 
that  the  disposition  of  the  morał  powen  ia  ahnya 
similar  to  this  of  the  rniaginatioo ;  tliat  tiiose  wtao 
are  most  inclined  to  admire  prodigious  and  snb- 
lime  objects  in  the  physical  woiid,  are  idao  most 
mctined  to  applaud  examples  of  fortitnde  and  he> 
roić  ▼irtne  in  the  morał.  While  thoee  who  are 
cłiarmed  rather  with  the  delicaejf  and  ttteetmett  of 
colours,  and  forms,  and  sounds,  never  foil  in  like 
manner  to  yield  the  preference  to  the  softer  sccnes 
of  Tirtue  and  the  sympathies  of  a  domestic  Iifo. 
And  tlus  is  suflicient  to  acoount  for  the  objeotion. 

Among  the  ancient  philosophem,  though  we  Karę 
sereral  hints  cooceming  this  influence  of  the  ima- 
gination npon  morals  among  tbe  remains  of  the 
Socratie  scbool,  yet  the  Stoios  were  jŁhe  first  who 
paid  it  a  due  attention.  Zeno,  their  founder, 
thought  it  iropoBsible  to  prcserro  any  tolerafale 
regularity  in  life,  without  frequently  inspectiąg 
those  pictnres  or  appeannces  of  things,  which  tlie 
imagination  offers  to  the  mind  (Diog.  Łaiiit.  U  ^i.) 
The  meditations  of  M.  Aurelius,  and  thc  discomses 
of  Epictetus,  are  fuli  of  the  same  sentiment;  in* 
somuch  that  the  latter  makes  the  XAnc  ela,  ^a 
ętamcuaf  ot  "  right  management  of  the  fimcies,'* 
tbe  only  thing  for  which  we  are  acoounAable  to 
Providence,  and  wttłiout  which  a  man  is  no  otber 
than  stupid  or  frantic.  /  (Arrian.  1.  L  c.  18.  et  1.  ii. 
c.  9S.)  See  ałso  the  Cliaracteristics,  toL  i.  ftom  p. 
313  to  341,  where  this  stoical  doctrine  is  embetlś^ 
ed  with  all  the  eleg«nce  and  graces  of  Plato. 
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Ver.'75.  •«....  Aoir  FoihfU  amkward  arłs,  &c]  Not- 
withstuidhiy  Łhe  generał  influence  of  ridicule  on 
pmmte  and  ciTil  life,  as  wcU  as  on  leaming  and 
tbe  sctenoest  it  haa  been  almost  ooostaotly  neg- 
lected  or  misrcpreseDtedy  by  divines  especially. 
The  maoiier  of  treating  these  subjects,  in  the 
aeieooe  of  human  naturę,  sbould  be  preciflely  the 
flame  as  in  natural  pbilosophy;  from  particular 
fiM*ts  to  uivestigate  the  stated  order  in  which  they 
appear,  and  then  e^ply  the  generał  law,  thas  dis- 
oovered,  lo  the  explication  of  othcr  appearances 
and  Łhe  improvement  of  useful  arti. 

Ver.  84.  Bekoid  Łkęforemost  band^  &cl  The  fint 
and  most  generał  source  of  ridicale  in  the  charac- 
ten  of  men,  u  Tanity,  or  self-applauae  for  eome 
desiniMe  qiiality  or  poBsession,  which  eyidentl^does 
not  bdong  to  Łbose  who  assnme  it. 

V«r.  191.  Them  eomet  Łhe  seeond  order,  &c]  Ridi- 
cale IhMn  the  same  vanity,  where,  thougb  the  pos- 
aesMon  be  reał,  yet  no  merit  can  arise  from  it, 
becanse  of  some  particular  circomstauces,  wbicb, 
thoagh  obvioas  to  the  spectator,  ara  yet  overlooked 
by  the  ridiculous  character. 

Ver.  \5*L  Another  tribe  suceeeds,  jcc]  Ridicule 
frcMn  a  notion  of  esccUence  in  particular  objects 
diipniportiooed  to  their  intrinńc  value,  and  incon- 
miast  with  the  order  of  Natnre. 
*  Ver.  191.  Buł  now,  ye  gay,  &&]  Ridicule  from  a 
Botkn  of  escellence,  when  the  object  is  absoluteły 
odiona  or  oontemptible-  This  ie  the  highest  degree 
of  the  lidicalooB;  aa  in  the  affectation  of 


Yer.  207.  Tkut  far  trmmpkani,  &c.]  Ridicule 
tron  ftdse  shame  or  groundleas  fear. 

Ter.  912S,  Lasł  of  iho,  fcc]  Ridicule  irom  the 
igDoimnoe  of  soch  thiiągs  as  our  ciroumstaaces  re- 
qatre  os  to  know.  , 

Yer.  848.    Su/fke  it  to  kave  tmd,  &c.]  By 

eompariag  these  generał  sources  of  ridicule  with 
each  other»  and  euunłning  the  ridiculous  in  other 
objeptB,  we  may  obtain  a  generał  definition  of  it, 
eqjaaUy  applicable  to  every  species.  T&e  most 
important  circumstance  of  this  definition  is  laid 
down  in  the  lines  referred  to;  but  others  morę 
mioiite  we  sball  subjoin  here.  Aristotle^s  aecount 
of  the  matter  seems  both  imperfect  aftd  false; 
«i  7<^  7vXarofy  says  be,  ic'lt  e^AÓ^mfA^  ti  icat  euay^9c 
mriitfnif  s««  V  4>9«09ixay "  the  ridiculous  is  some  certain 
€udk  or  turpitnde  without  pain,  and  not  destructive 
to its sabject.'^  (Poet.  c.  5.)  Fbr allowing  it tobe 
troe,  ^as  it  is  not,  that  the  ridiculous  is  never  ac- 
companied  with  pain,  yet  we  might  prodace  many 
iwtanoes  of  anch  a  fault  or  tnrpitude  which  cannot 
with  any  tolef^ble  propriety  be  called  ridiculous. 
So  that  tlie  definition  does  not  distinguish  the  thing 
designed.  Nay,  furtlier ;  eren  when  we  perceive 
tłie  tu(r]]itude  tending  to  the  destmction  of  its  sub- 
ject»  we  may  still  be  sensible  of  a  ridiculous  ap- 
pcaraace,  till  the  ruin  become  imminent,  and  the 
keener  sensations  of  pity  or  terronr-  banish  the 
lodicnioa  apprebensión  fnai  our  minds.  For  the 
scaiation  of  ridicule  is  not  a  bare  percfiption  of 
the  agreeraent  or  disagreement  of  ideas;  bot  a 
paańoa  or  emotion  of  the  mind  conseąnential  to 
that  pereeptioo.  So  tłiat  the  mind  may  perceive 
the  agnement  or  disagreement,  and  yet  not  feel 
the  rid&ealoua^  becauseitis  engrcmed  by  a  morę  tio- 
lent  emottOBb  Thus  it  happeos  that  some  men  tłiink 
tho«  olgects  ridiculous,  to  which  others  cannot 
cndoie  to  apply  tlie  mutto^  beeauae  in  them  they 


excite  a  much  intenser  and  mora  important  feeling. 
And  tłiis  dłfference,  among  other  causes,  lias 
brought  a  good  deal  of  confusion  into  this  ques- 
tion.  * 

"  That  which  mal^es  objects  iidiculous,  is  some 
ground  of  admiration  or  esteem  oonnected  with 
other  morę  generał  circumstances  compafatiTely 
worthless  or  defbrmed ;  or  it  is  some  circumstance 
of  turpitude  or  deformity  connected  with  what  ia 
in  generał  excellent  or  beautiful :  the  inconsistent 
properties  existing  either  in  the  objects  themselTCSy 
or  in  the  spprehension  of  the  person  to  whom  they 
relate;  belongtng  always  to  the  same  order  or 
class  of  beings ;  imply  sentiment  or  design ;  and 
excitiog  no  acute  or  vehement  emotion  of  the 
heart.« 

To  prove  the  several  parts  of  this  definition: 
"  The  appearance  of  excellence  or  beauty  con- 
nected with  a  generał  oondition  comparatively  sor- 
did  or  delbrmed,"  is  ridiculous:  for  instance, 
pompous  pretensions  of  wisdom  joined  with  igno- 
rance  or  folly  in  the  Socrates  of  Aristophanes; 
and  the  ostentations  of  miłitary  glory  with  cowardico 
and  stupidity  in  the  Thraso  of  Terence. 

''  The  appearance  of  deformity  or  turpitude  in 
coi^unction  with  włiat  is  in  generał  eiccellent  or 
Tenerable,"  is  aiso  ridiculons:  for  instance,  the 
personal  weaknesses  of  a  mi^istrate  appearing  is 
the  solemn  and  putnie  functions  of  his  station. 

''  The  incongnious  properties  may  either  eiist 
in  the  objects  themseWes,  or  1n  apprebensión  of 
the  penon  to  whom  they  relate  i**  in  the  last^men- 
tioned  instance,  they  l)oth  exist  in  the  objects;  in 
the  instances  from  Aristophanes  and  Terence,  one 
of  them  is  objective  and  real,  the  other  only 
foonded  in  tłie  apprebensión  of  the  ridiculous  cha- 
racter. 

"  The  inconsistent  properties  must  belong  to  tbe 
same  order  or  class  of  being.  A  coxoomb  in  fiue 
clothes,  bedaubed  by  accident  in  fouł  weatłier,  is  a 
ridiculons  object ;  because  łiis  generał  appreben- 
sión of  excellence  and  esteem  is  referred  to  tłie 
^lendoor  and  expense  of  his  dress.  A  man  of  sense 
and  meri^  in  the  same  circumstances,  is  not  connted 
ridiculous:  because  the  generał  g^und  of  ezcel- 
lence  and  esteem  in  him  is,  both  in  fact  and  in 
his  own  apprebensión,  of  a  very  different  species. 

"  Every  iidiculous  object  impUes  sentiment  or 
design.'*  A  column  placed  by  an  arcbitect with- 
out a  capital  or  base,  is  laughed  at :  tbe  same 
column  in  a  ruin  causes  a  Tery  difierent  sensation. 

And  lastly,  "  the  occutrenc^  must  excite  no 
acute  or  Tchement  emotion  of  tbe  heart,*'  sach  as 
terrour,  pity,  or  indignation ;  for  in  that  case,  as 
was  observed  abo^e,  the  mind  is  not  at  leisure  to 
oontemplate  the  ridiculous. 

Whether  any  appearance  not  ridiculous  be  in- 
Yolred  in  this  description,  and  whether  it  com- 
prehend  e^ery  species  and  form  of  the  ridiculous^ 
must  be  determined  by  repeated  applications  of  it 
to  particular  instances. 

Ver«  259.  Ask  voe  for  nohai  fok  end,  &c.]  Since 
it  is  beyond  all  contradiction  evident  that  we  have 
a  natural  sense  or  feeling  of  tlie  ridiculous,  and 
sińce  so  good  a  reason  may  be  assigned  to  justHy 
the  Supremę  Being  for  bestowing  it;  one  canpet 
without  astonishment  reflect  on  the  conduct  of 
those  men  who  imagine  it  is  for  tlie  senrice  of  tnie 
religion  to  Tilify  and  blackei|*,it  without  di^t-oc- 
tion,  ąod  endeavour  to  peiiu^  us  that  it  is  ncver 


to 
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applied  but  in  a  bad  eauM.  lUdicule  is  not  con- 
cemed  with  merę  speculatire  truth  or  falsehood. 
It  ift  not  in  alistract  propositions  or  theorems,  but 
in  actkms  and  p^tons,  good  and  eril,  beauty  and 
deformity,  that  we  find  matcrials  for  it ;  and  all 
thefle  terms  are  relatwe,  implying  approbation  or 
blame.  To  ask  them  whetber  ridieule  be  a  test  of 
łruth,  łs,  in  othcr  words,  to  ask  whether  tliat 
which  is  ridiculous  can  be  moraUy  true,  can  be 
jnst  and  becoming;  or  vbether  that  which  is  jiist 
and  becoDiinflTt  can  be  ridiculous.  A  que8tion  that 
does  not  deserre  a  serious  answer.  For  it  is  most 
evident,  that,  as  in  a  metaphysical  pruposition 
offered  to  the  understandino:  for  its  assent,  the  fa- 
culty  of  rcason  examine«  l'«c  tcrms  of  the  propo- 
■ition,  and  finding  one  idea,  which  was  supposed 
eąual  to  anothcr,  to  be  in  fact  unequal,  of  con- 
8equence  rejccts  the  proposition  as  a  falsehood ; 
to,  in  objects  offered  to  the  mind  for  its  esteem  or 
applause,  the  faculty  of  ridieule,  flnding  an  in« 
congruity  in  the  cUim,  urges  the  mind  to  rejct  it 
with  laughter  and  oontempt  When  therefore  we 
obsenre  such  a  cłaim  obtruded  upon  mankind,  and 
the  inconsistent  circumstances  carefułly  ooncealed 
Dnom  the  eye  of  the  public,  it  is  our  business,  if 
the  matter  be  of  importance  to  society,  to  drag 
out  those  latent  circumstances,  and,  by  setting 
them  in  fuli  vicw,  to  conńnce  the  world  how  ridi- 
culous  the  claim  is :  and  thus  a  double  advantage 
is  gained ;  for  we  both  detect  the  morał  falsehood 
sooner  than  in  the  way  of  speculatire  tnąuiry, 
and  impress  the  minds  of  men  with  a  stronger 
•ense  of  the  vanity  and  errour  of  its  aufchors. 
And  this  and  no  morę  is  meant  by  the  appUcation 
of  ridieule. 

Butit  is  said,  the  practice  is  dangerons,  and 
may  be  inconsistent  with  the  regard  we  owe  to 
objects  of  real  dignity  and  exceUence.  I  answer, 
the  practice  fairly  managed  can  nerer  be  dan- 
gerous ;  men  may  be  dishonest  in  obtainii^  cir- 
cumstances foreign  to  the  object,  and  we  may  be 
inadvertent  in  allowing  those  circumstances  to  im- 
poae  upon  us :  but  the  sense  of  ridieule  always 
judges  right  The  Socrates  of  Aristophanes  is  as 
łmljf  ridiculous  a  character  as  ever  was  drawn: — 
true;  but  it  is  not  the  character  of  Socrates,  the 
divine  morał ist  and  father  of  ancient  wisdom. 
"Whattben?  did  the  ridieule  of  the  poet  binder 
the  pllilosopher  from  detecting  and  disclaiming 
those  .foreign  circumstances  which  he  had  falsely 
introduced  into  his  character,  and  thus  rendered 
the  satirist  doubly  ridiculous  in  his  tum?  No; 
but  it  neverthelem  had  an  ill  influence  on  ttk 
minds  of  the  people.  And  so  bas  the  reasoning  of 
Spinoza  madę  many  atheists:  he  has  founded  it 
indeed  on  suppositions  utterly  false^  but  allow 
htm  these,  and  his  conclusions  are  unayoidably 
true«  .  And  if  we  must  reject  the  use  of  ridieule, 
because,  by  the  imposition  of  faise  circumstances, 
things  may  be  madę  to  seem  ridiculous,  whioh 
are  not  so  in  themseWes ;  why  we  ought  not  in 
the  same  manner  to  rgoct  the  use  of  rcason,  be- 
cause, by  proceeding  ofi  false  principles,  conclu- 
sioos  will  appear  true  which  are  impossible  in 
natnre,  let  the  vehement  and  obstinate  declaimers 
against  ridieule  determine. 

Ver.  285.  The  inexprettive  temblanee,  &&]  This 
similłtude  is  the  foundation  of  almost  all  the  oma- 
ments  of  poetic  difto. 

Vcr.  326.  Two/oĘful  needlet^  &c  ]  See  the  ele- 


Tant  poem  recited  by  cardinal  Bembo  in  (he  dift- 
racterof  Lucretius;  Stnaia  Prolus.  v'u  Academ.  8. 
c.  V. 

Ver.  348.  Bif  łhete  mysłeriout  łies,  &c.]  The  act 
of  rcmemboring  seems  almost  whoUy  to  depend 
on  the  association  of  ideas. 

Ver.  41 1.  Into  its  proper  vekicle,  &C.3  Thisie- 
lates  to  the  diiferent  sorts  of  corporeal  mediaiiM» 
l>y  which  the  ideas  of  the  artists  are  rendered 
palpablt^  to  the  senscs ;  as  by  sounds,  in  musie  ; 
by  iines  and  shadows,  in  painting ;  by  diction,  io 
poetry,  Sec. 

Ver.  347 onepursues 

The  vast  alone^  &c.]   See  the  notę  In 
ver.  1 8  of  this  book. 

Ver.  558.  Walter  hngs,  &C.3 

**  O !  how  I  long  my  careless  limbs  to  lay 
Under  the  plantane  shade ;  and  all  the  day 
With  amorous  aVs  my  fsncy  entertain,  jbc*^ 
Waller,  Battleof  the  Summer  lalands^ 
Canto  i. 
And  again, 

**  While  in  the  park  I  sing,  the  listening  deer 
Attend  my  passion,  and  forget  to  fear,  dcc." 

At  Pens-huTStr 

Ver.  593.  Noi  a  breete,  &c.]  That  this  acoount 

may  not  appear  rather  poetically  extraTagant  thu 

just  in  philosophy,  it  may  be  proper  to  produre 

the  sentiment  of  one  of  the  greatest,  wisest.  and 


best  of  men  on  this  head  ;  one  so  little  to  be 
pected  of  partiality  in  the  c»8e,  that  he  recknns 
it  among  those  favours  for  which  he  was  espenally 
thankful  to  the  gods,  that  they  had  not  suffered 
him  to  make  any  great  profioiency  in  the  arts  of 
eloquenoe  and  poetry,  lest  by  that  meana  he 
should  bare  been  dłverted  from  pursuits  of  more 
importance  to  his  high  station.  Speaking  of  the 
beauty  of  univerBal  naturę,  he  observes,  that  *'  there 
is  a  pleasing  and  graceful  aspect  in  erery  object 
we  perceive,"  when  once  we  d^iMJder  its  connectioo 
with  that  generał  order.  He  niątances  in  many 
things  which  at  first  sight  would  be^tbougfat  ratiier 
deformities  ;  and  then  adds,  **that  a  maa  who  eo- 
joys  a  sensibility  of  temper  with  a  just  0Qiqpra- 
hension  of  the  uniwersał  order — ^will  disoem  many 
amiable  things,  not  credible  to  erery  mind,  bot  to 
those  alone  who  have  entered  into  an  hoDoarable 
familiarity  with  Naturę  and  her  works."  M. 
tonin.  iii.  2. 
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PLEASURES  OF  THE  IMAGISATIOK, 

A  POEM. 


THE  OENBRAŁ  ARGUttENT. 

The  pleasures  of  the  imagination  pn)cced  either 
from  natural  objects,  as  irom  a  flourishing  grove» 
a  elear  and  murmuring  foantain,  a  calm  sea 
by  moon-light ;  or  from  works  of  art,  soch  aa 
a  noble  edifice,  a  musical  tune,  a  statuę,  a  pic- 
tnre,  a  poem.  In  treating  of  these  pleaaares, 
we  must  begin  with  the  foraier  class ;  they  being 
original  to  tbeother;  and  nothing  more  beśn^ 
necessary,  in  order  to  ezplain  them,  than  a  yiew 
of  our  natural  indination  toward  greatneas  and 
beauty,  and  of  those  appcannces,  in  tbe  woild 


PLEASURES  OF  THE  IMAGINATION.    BOOK  I, 


ai 


tiMod  m^  to  wfaicfa  that  inclinatioo  is  adapted. 
Thii  B  tho  subject  of  the  Ant  book  of  tbe  fol- 
kHriqg  jioeiii. 

^nt  tbe  pleaadres  which  we  receiTe  Arom  the  ele- 
gant arta,  from  muaic,  scalpture,  pamtiaip,  and 
poetry,  are  mach  morę  Ttrioag  and  compli- 
cated*  In  tbem  (besides  greatiiess  and  beauty« 
or  bram  proper  to  the  iraagination)  we  find 
interworen  freqiient  repreaentatiom  of  trdth, 
of  Tirtne  and  vioe,  of  dremnstanees  proper  to 
morę  »  wtth  laoghter,  or  to  excite  in  ua  pity, 
fear,  and  the  other  pasiona.  These  morał  aiid 
mtellectnal  objecta  are  described  in  the  second 
book ;  to  which  the  third  properiy  belonga  as  an 
epiaode,  thoogh  too  Urfęe  to  haTe.bem  incloded 
ioit 

With  the  abofe-mentioDed  canaea  of  pleasnre, 
which  aae  iuiivenal  in  the  coone  of  haman  life, 
and  appertain  to  our  higher  iacalties,  many 
othen  d»  generally  concur,  morę  limited  in 
their  operatioo,  or  of  an  inferior  origin :  such 
are  the  novelty  of  objects,  the  awociatioo  of 
ideaa,  aliBCtiooi  of  the  bodily  seoBes,  infln- 
eacca  of  edocation,  national  habits,  and  the 
like.  To  illiMtrate  these,  and  form  the  whole  to 
detennine  tbe  character  of  a  perfect  taste,  is 
tbe  aigument  of  the  foorth  book. 

flithefto  the  pleaaures  of  the  imagination  belong 
to  tbe  human  specles  m  generał.  But  there 
are  eertain  pnrticniar  men  whose  im^nation  is 
endawed  with  powera,  and  auKeptibJe  of  plea- 
fures»  wUch  tbe  geaeraIity*of  mankind  never 
paitieipate,  tbeae  ąfe  the  meo  of  gen*u8,  destined 
by  Naturę  to  escel  m  one  er  other  of  the  arts 
abcady  meotioned.  h  is  prc^Kwed  therefore, 
in  tbe  la$t  place,  to  delioeate  that  genius,  which 
in  uMOt  degrea  iqipaan  common  to  them  all ; 
yet  with  a  mope  pecuUar  cooaidenition  of  poetry : 
nasmaefa  aa  poetry  is  tbe  most  extensive  of 
tbose  arts»  tbe  nxMt  philoaopbical,  and  tbe  most 
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hending  form  of  beauty,  which  bekmgs  to  the 
divine  mind.  The  partial  and  artiiicłal  fonns ' 
of  beauty,  which  beiong  to  inferior  intellectual 
beings.  The  origin  and  generał  conduct  of 
beauty  in  man.  The  subordtnation  of  local 
beauties  to-  the  beanty  of  tbe  onivevse.  Ccw" 
clusion* 


,^ 


TKB  ARGUMENT. 

Ibe  mfaject  piopoBeti  Dedicatioo.  The  ideas  of 
tbedupieme  fieing,  the  esemplars  of  all  things. 
The  Tańety  of  ooostitution  in  the  minda  of  men ; 
with  its  finał  canse.  Tbe  generał  character  of  a 
fine  imagination*  Alt  tłie  immadiate  pieasures 
of  the  human  imagination  proceed  eithar  front 
greatneas  or  beauty  in  extemal  objects.  Tbe 
pleasurŁ  from  greatness;  with  its  finał  cause. 
Tlie  natoral  connection  of  beauty  with  trutb ' 
and  good.  Tbe  difierent  ordors  of  l^eauty  iiv 
fU&raat  objecta. .  The  infinite  and  all-oompre- 

'  Thith  is  berę  taken,  not  in  a  logical,  but  in  a 
iioed  aad  popular  sense,  or  for  włiat  bas  been 
called  tłie  truth  of  thii^;  denoting  as  welł  their 
Bstmal  and  regular  ooodition,  as  a  proptr  estimate 
<r  jodgnieot  ooMcnuM  tbom 

YOL  XIV. 


Wm  wliat  edchantment  Natare's  goodly  scentf 

Attracts  the  seose  of  mortals ;  how  the  mind 

For  its  own  eye  doth  objects  not>ler  stilł 

Prepare ;  how  men  by  bariom  łessons  łeam 

To  judge  of  t>eaot3r'8  praise ;  wtuit  raptures  filf 

The  breast  with  Pancy's  natiTC  arts  endow^d, 

And  wliat  tnie  cułture  goides  it  to  renown; 

My  yerse  unfołds.    Ye  gods,  or  godlike  powera^ 

Ye  guardians  of  tbe  sacred  tasłi,  attend 

iHopittoos.    Hand  in  band  atouod  yoor  bard 

Move  in  majestie  measnres,  łeading  on 

His  doubcful  step  through  nuuiy  a  scrfemn  path, 

Conscłooaofsecrets- which  to  haman  sight 

Ye  oniy  can  reveal.   -Be  great  in  him ; 

And  let  your  favour  make  liim  wise  to  speak 

Of  all  yoor  wondrous  empire ;  with  a  Toice 

So  tempered  to  liis  theme,  that  those,  who  hear, 

May  yield  perpetuał  lionkage  to  yourselyes. 

Thott  cłiief,  O  daugfater  of  eternal  Lover 

Wbate'er  thy  name ;  or  Muse,  or  Chraee,  ader^d 

By  Grecian  propheta;  to  thesons  of  Uea^en 

Known,  winie  with  deep  amazement  thou  doat  thera 

l'be  perfect  counsels  read,  the  ideas  old, 

Of  thine  onmiscient  fother;  known  on  Earth 

By  the  stiU  horrour  and  tbe  blissful  tear 

With  which  tliou  seizest  on  tłie  sonl  of  num ; 

Thou  cliief,  Poetic  Spirit,  from  tbe  iMnks 

Of  Avon,  whence  thy  holy  fingera  cułk 

Fresh  flowen  and  dews  to  spriakłe  on  the  turf 

Where  Shakspeare  lies,  be  preaent    And  with  theo 

Let  Fiction  oome;  on  her  a^al  wings 

Wafting  ten  thouaaud  colours ;  włijcb  in  sporty 

By  the  light  głanoes  of  her  magie  eye, 

She  l>lends  and  sbifts  at  will  through  countlaas  fermir, 

Her  wild  creation.    Goddessof  thelyre, 

Whose  awful  tones  contro)  tbe  moving  sphere, 

Wilt  tbon,  etemal  Harmony,  desccud, 

And  join  this  bappy  train  ?  for  with  (Aee  oonaef 

The  guide,  the  guardian  of  their  mystic  rites^ 

Wise  Order:  and,  where  Order  deigna  to  oome, 

Her  sister,  Liberty,  will  not  be  for. 

Be  present  all  ye  Genii,  who  conduct 

Of  youthful  bards  the  lonely-wandering  step 

New  to  yonr  springs  andshades;  who  touch  their  ear 

With  finer  aounds,  and  heighten  to  their  eye 

The  pomp  of  Naturę,  and  befora  them  place 

The  foirest,  loftiest  countenance  of  things.- 

Nor  thou,  my  Dyson,.  to  the  lay  refuse 
Thy  wonted  paitial  audience.    What,  thongh  fint 
In  years  unseason^d,  hapiy  ete  the  sports 
Of  childhood  yet  were  o*er,  tbe  adTenturous  lay 
With  many  splendid  prospęcts^  many  charms, 
AIIur'd  my  heart,  nor  consciooa  whence  thcy  spniBg> 
Nor  heedful  of  their  end  ł  yet  serious  Truth 
Her  empire  o'er  the  caim,  sec]ue8ter'd  theme 
Asserted  soon ;  while  Fal8efaood's  evil  łMOod, 
Vice  and  deceitfol  Pleasuie,  she  at  once 
Excłuded,  and  my  fancy's  careless  toil 
Drew  to  the  better  cause.    Maturer  aid 
Thy  friendship  added,  in  tbe  pay||pf  łifę,, 
The  busy  patb^  my  unaiscuatonmtt 

e  ^ 
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Presemng: :  nor  to  Truth'8  recess  divine, 

Tbrough  this  wide  argunienfs  anbeaten  space, 

Withhołding  sorer  gutdance ;  while  by  tun>s 

We  tracM  the  sages  old,  or  while  the  ąueen 

Of  Hcicnces  (vbom  manners  and  the  mind 

Acknowler]ge)  to  mv  troe  companion'*  voioe 

Not  unattentive,  o*er  the  wintry  lamp 

InclinM  her  sceptre,  favouring.     Now  the  Fates 

Have  other  tasks  imposM.     To  thee,  my  friend, 

The  mintstry  of  freedom  and  the  faith 

Of  popular  decrees,  in  early  youth, 

Not  vainly  they  committed.    Me  tbey  sent 

To  wait  on  pain;  and  ^ileut  arta  to  urge, 

Intcloroną?:  not  ignoble  ;  if  my  careB, 

To  such  as  langtfish  on  a  gtievous  bcd, 

Ease  and  the  sweet  forgetfutnesB  of  Ul 

Concillate:  nor  delighUess ;  iftheMuse, 

Her  shades  to  visit  and  to  taate  her  springs, 

If  some  disttnjpiUh'd  hoars  the  boiuteoua  Muse 

Inipart,  and  grant  (what  she  and  she  alone 

Can  grant  to  mortals)  that  my  hand  thoee  vreatfas 

Of  famę  and  honest  iavour,  which  the  ble8i'd 

Wear  in  Elysium,  and  which  never  felt 

The  breath  of  Envy  or  malignant  tongues, 

That  these  my  hand  for  thee  and  (or  myaelf 

May  gather.     Mcanwhilc,  O  my  faithfol  fnend, 

O  early  cboscn,  ever  ibnnd  the  same, 

And  trusted  and  beloved ;  once  morę  the  ^erse 

Long  destin^d,  always  ob^bus  to  thine  ear, 

Attend,  indnlgcnt.    So  in  latest  yeara^ 

WhenTime  thy  head  with  honoois  shall  bav«  clotii'd 

Sacred  to  even  virtue,  may  thy  mind. 

Amid  the  calm  review  of  seasons  past. 

Fair  oflices  of  fnendsbip  or  kind  peace, 

Or  pnblic  real,  may  then  thy  mind,  weH-pleas^d, 

Recall  these  happy  slndies  of  our  prime. 

From  Heavcn  my  strains  begin.    Fiom  Hea^en 
Thefląmeofgeniostothcchosenbreast,  [descends 
And  beanty  with  poetic  wonder  join'd  j 
And  mspiration.     Rre  tbe  risiog  Sun 
Shone  o'er  the  dcep,  or  mid  the  ▼auH  of  night 
The  Moon  her  silver  lamp  suspeadęd:  ere 
The  vales  with  springs  were  water^d,  or  with  groves 
Of  oak  or  pine  the  ancient  hills  were  crownM ; 
Then  the  great  Spirit,  whom  bis  worka  odore, 
Within  his  own  deep  essenoe  ▼icw'd  the  forma, 
The  forms  etAnal  of  created  thinga : 
The  radiant  Sun  ;  the  Mooo^  noctamiil  lannp  5 
The  moantains  and  the  st^^ams;  the  ample  Stones 
Of  Earth,  of  Heaven,  of  Naturę.     From  the  first, 
On  that  fuH  scenę  his  love  diviap  be  flx'd 
His  admiratłon.    Till,  in  time  oomplete, 
What  he  admir^d  and  lov'd  his  Yital  power 
Unfolded  into  being*     Hence  the  breath 
Of  life  informing  each  organie  frame : 
Hence  the  CTeen  earth,  and  wild-resounding  wave8 : 
Hence  light  andshade,  altemate;  warmth  and  coldj 
And  bright  automnal  skies,  and  Temal  showen, 
k  And  all  the  ftiir  variety  of  things. 

But  not  alike  to  every  mortal  eye 
Is  this  great  soene  unTeilM.    For  while  the  claims 
Of  social  life  to  diflferent  labours  urge  r 
The  active  powers  of  man,  with  wisest  care 
Hath  Naturę  on  the  multitude  of  minds 
Impres8*d  a  various  bias;  and  to  each  ^ 
Decreed  its  prorince  in  the  common  toil. 
To  some  she  taught  the  fabric  of  the  sphere, 
The  changefiil  Moon,  the  cmsoit  of  the  stars, 
The  golden  zone^^  Heareu.    To  aome  she  gHve 
To  search  the  ślbKĘp€  etenial  thoaght  $ 


Of  space,  and  time ;  of  Fate^  anbrokeił  chsin. 
And  wilPs  quick  morement*     Otbers  by  the  bantf 
She  led  o^er  vales  and  mcimtains,  ta  esplore 
What  healing  virtue  dwdls  in  every  veni 
Of  herbs  or  trec8r    But  some  to  nobler  liopea 
Were  destinM :  some  within  a  fioer  moald 
She  wrought,  and  temperM  with  a  parer  fisnne. 
To  these  the  Sire  Omnipotent  nniblds, 
In^fuller  aspects  and  with  fairer  lights, 
This  picture  of  the  world.    Tbrough  erery  port 
They  tracę  the  lofty  sketcfaes  of  ku  hand : 
In  earth  or  air,  the  meadow^s  floweiy  stare, 
The  Moon^s  mild  radiance,  or  the  virgtn's  nieii 
Dress^d  in  attractive  smiles,  tbey  see  pouitray^i 
(As  fiuc  as  mortal  eyes  the  portrait  scan) 
Those  lineaments  oif  beauty  which  delight 

IfTbe  mind  supremę.    Hiey  also  feel  their  fyfcef 

fEnamour^d ;  they  partake  the  etemal  ^ioy. 

For  as  old  Memnocfs  image,  long  renownM 
Tbrough  fabling  Egypt,  at  the  genial  touch 
Of  moming,  from  iCs  inmost  frame  seot  fbrth 
Spontaneous  musie ;  ao  doth  Natmfe'8  hand. 
To  certain  attributes  which  matter  claimsy 
Adapt  the  finer  organa  of  the  mind : 
So  the  glad  impulse  of  those  kindred  powers 
(Of  form,  of  colon  r's  cheerfnl  pomp,  of  souod 
Melodtous,  or  of  motioo  aptly  spęd) 

Ipetains  the  enliven'd  aense ;  tiil  sooir  the  scml 
-  peels  the  deep  concord,  and  asaents  tbrough  all 

'Her  f unctions.    Then  the  eharm,  by  Fate  pr^Mr^dl^ 
Diffuseth  its  enchantment.    Faney  dreama. 
Rapt  into  high  disoonrse  with  propheta  old. 
And  wandering  through  El3rsium,  Fancy  dreaim 
Of  sacred  fountains,  of  o^ershadowing  grores, 
Whoae  walka  with  godlike  harmony  reaound : 
Fountains,  włuch  Homer  Tisita  f  happy  gro^ea, 
Where-BTilton  dwells.  ,  The  intellectnal  power,  ^ 
On  the  mind*a  throne,  suspends  bia  grarer  csres^ 
And  amiles.\  The  paasions,  to  ditine  repoee 
Penuaded,  yield :  and  lo7e  and  joy  alone 
Are  waking:  love  and  joy,  snch  as  await 
An  angel*^  meditation.    O !  attend, 
Whoe'er  thou  art  whom  these  delights  can  tooch  j 
Whom  Nature*s  aspect,  Nature^s  simple  garb, 
Can  thos  command ;  O I  listen  to  my  song  ; 
And  I  will  guide  thee  to  her  Uissful  walks, 
^  •  And  teach  thy  solitude  ber  Toice  to  hear. 
And  point  her  gracious  features  to  thy  Tiew. 

Koow  then,  whate*er  of  the  world's  ancient  storę, 
Whate*er  of  mimie  Art's  reflected  acenea, 
With  lorę  and  admiration  thus  inspire 
Attentłve  Fancy,  her  delighted  sons 
In  two  illnstrious  orders  comprehend, 
Self-taught. .  From  him  whose  rostic  toil  the  larfc 
Cheers  watbiing,  to  the  bard  whose  daring  thoughts 
Rangę  the  fuli  orb  of  being,  still  the  form, 
Which  Fancy  worahips,  or  sublime  or  fair 
Her  votaries  prodaim.    I  see  them  dawn : 
I  see  the  radiant  Tisions  where  they  rise. 
Morę  lOTely  than  when  Łucifer  displays 
His  glittering  forehead  through  the  gates  of  nmn^ 
To  lead  the  tnim  of  Phccbus  and  the  Spring.  * 

Say,  why  was  man  so  cminently  rais*d 
Amid  the  Tast  creation ;  why  empower*d 
Through  life  and  death  to  dart  his  watchfiil  eye, 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  limit  of  bia  frame ; 
Bnt  that  the  Omnipotent  might  aend  him  ijitb, 
In  aight  of  aniela  and  immortal  minda, 
As  on  an  ample  theatre  to  join .     • 
In  conteat  with  his  eqimla,  whQ  ś^l  best 
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The  task  adiietc^  the  coane  of  noble  toils. 
By  wiadooi  ud  by  merey  pfe-ordainM  ? 
Might  send  him  Ibrth  tbe  Mivniii  good  to  learn ; 
To  chame  emch  memer  puipose  from  his  breast; 
And  through  the  mists  of  passion  and  of  seiwc, 
And  thnmgh  the  pelting  stormsof  ćhance  and  pain, 
To  hoid  stnif ht  on  with  eonstant  heart  and  eye 
SfSd  fix*d  iipoo  his  everlasting  palm,  [bnrns 

Tbe  appwming  gmile  of  Hearen  ?    Elsę  wherefore 
In  moftBl  boioiiis  thit  umjaenchęd  Ik^, 
Tktit  sedta  Ironi  day  to  day  sublimer  ends ; 
Happy,  thoagh  mtlen  ^  Why  departs  the  mai 
Wide  fh>in  th«  track  and  jouniey  of  her  times, 
To  fpnsp  the  good  die  knowB  not  ?  in  the  field 
Of  tUngs  wfaieh  may  be,  inthe  spacions  field 
Of  science,  poteat  arts,  or  dieadftil  arins. 
To  rAe  up  seenea  in  whieh  her  omi  desim 
OoBtented  may  repoae ;  when  thinga,  which  nre, 
Fili  OD  her  temper,  iike  a  twioe-told  tale ! 
Her  tenper,  gtill  demandmg  to  be  ftee ; 
Spanń^  the  rade  oontrol  of  wilfol  might; 
lVoud  of  her  dmgers  hrńr'd,  her  grief  etidui^d, 
Her  ttmgth  ieverely  prov*d  ?  Tothese  high  atms, 
Which  TCaaon  and  affcotion  prompt  in  man, 
Kot  a^ene  nor  nnapt  hath  Naturę  ftmm*d 
Hii  bold  inaghiation.    Por,  amid 
The  vanoiii  forma  which  thii  fuli  world  presentf 
Iike  rńmis  to  his  choice,  what  human  breast 
E*er  dotthti,  before  the  trmwieut  and  minutę. 
To  prise  the  nut,  the  itable,  the  sablime  > 
Wbo,  that  from  beights  aerial  lenda  hisr  eye 
Aroaad  a  vikl  borizoD,  md  aureys 
InfaB  OT  Oaaget  nillhig  hit  broad  wave  [oki, 

Throagfa  moantains,  phuns,  thioagh  spacioof  cities 
And  regiona  dark  with  woods ;  will  tum  awcy 
To  mark  the  path  of  •ome  penurions  rill 
Whieh  mm  mmeth  at  hia  feet  ?  Wheredoestbeioiłl 
ConRBt  her  foaring  fimey  to  restrain, 
Whirh  beais  her  up,  as  on  an  cagle's  wingi, 
DestinM  fior  higheat  Hearen ;  or  which  of  Pflte'a 
Tremendous  barrien  sbaA  oonfine  her  flight 
To  any  faumbler  qaarry  }  Tbe  rich  Barth 
Gannot  detaia  ber;  nor  the  ambient  air 
Włth  all  its  changes.    Por  a  while  with  joy    * 
She  hoven  o^er  the  Sob,  and  views  the  smali 
Attendant  orbs,  beneath  his  sacred  beain, 
EoKTging  from  tbe  deep^  Iike  eloster^d  islcs 
WboK  mcky  shores  to  tbe  atad  sailoi^s  eye 
lUkot  the  gleama  of  monung:  for  a  while 
With  pride  die  seerha  firm,  patemal  sway 
Bend  the  reltictaiit  planets  to  moire  eaeh 
Rooad  its  perpetaal  year.    But  soon  she  quJts 
Thatprospeet:  meditating  loftier  riews, 
Sha  ^rti  advenUiroua  np  the  long  csroer 
Ofeomets;  through  the  constellationa  holds 
Her  ooBfse,  and  naw  looks  back  on  all  tbe  stars 
r  Wbose  bleoded  flames  as  with  a  mHky  stream 
*  I  Plut  the  bioe  region.    Empyrten  tracts, 
Where  happy  sonis  beyond  tbeir  concare  Heaven 
AMde,  she  then  eacplores,  whence  pnrer  ligbt 
Fv  coantleaa  ages  trarels  through  the  abyss, 
Nor  hadi  in  sight  of  mortals  yet  arriVd. 
Upon  the  wide  creation*9  utmost  shom 
At  kngth  she  stands,  and  the  dread  spocę  beyond 
Caotempbites,  half-recoiiing :  nathless  down 
The  gloomy  roid,  astoaish'd,  yet  unqueU*d, 
She  pfaageth ;  down  the  unfatbomable  golf 
Where  God  aione  hath  being.    There  her  hopea 
l^Beitatthefttedgoal.     Por,  from  the  birth 
Of  faiuaa«JKhid,  the  ftyrereign  Maker  taid. 


I  Tliat  not  in  humble,  nor  in  brief  deiight. 
Not  in  the  fleeting  echoes  of  renown, 
Power'8  purple  robes,  nor  Płeasure's  ilowery  lap, 
The  soul  sbotild  find  contentment ;  bat,  from  tbcse 
Tuming  disdainful  to  an  eąual  gx)od, 
Through  Nature^s  opening  wałks  eniaige  ber  aim^ 
TiU  erery  bound  at  length  should  disappear, 
And  infinite  perfection  fili  the  scenę.  y 

But  lo,  where  Beauty,  dressM  in  gentler  pomp,    \ 
With  comely  steps  adrancing,  claims  the  Terse 
Her  charms  inspirc.    O  Beauty,  sonrce  of  praisti; 
Of  honoor,  evtfn  to  mute  and  bfeless  thmgs; 
I  O  thou  that  kindlest  in  each  hunuin  beart 
Love,  and  the  wish  of  poets,  when  their  tongue 
Would  teach  to  other  beeoms  what  so  charms  yt^^' 
Their  own ;  O  child  of  Naturę  and  the  soul,  ć^ 
Tn  bappiest  honr  brooght  fbrth ;  the  doubtful  garb 
Of  woids,  of  eartbly  language,  all  too  mean, 
Too  lowly  I  accounC,  in  which  to  clothe 
Thy  ibrm  dirine.    Por  thee  the  mind  alone 
Beholds ;  nor  htflf  thy  brightness  can  reveal 
Through  thone  dim  organs,  whose  corporeal  tooch 
0*«nbadoweth  thy  pure  essence.    Yet,  my  Mus<v 
Tf  Fortune  cali  thee  to  the  task,  wait  thou 
Thy  faronrable  seasons :  then,  whHe  fear 
And  doobt  are  absent,  through  wide  Natore'8  bounds 
Expatiate  with  glad  step,  and  choose  at  wilf 
Whate*er  bright  spotls  the  florid.earth  contaias, 
Whate'er  the  waters,  or  the  liquid  air, 
To  maniibst  unblemish'd  Beaut3r's  pnrise. 
And  o^er  the  breasts  of  mortals  to  esctend 
Her  gracious  empii«.    Wilt  thou  to  the  isles 
Atlantic,  ta  the  rich  Hesperian  dnne, 
Ply  in  the  tram  of  Autnmn  $  and  look  on, 
And  laam  from  him  \  while,  as  he  roves  around, 
Wbei«'er  bis  Angers  touch  the  fruitfbl  grore, 
The  branches  bloom  with  gołd ;  where^er  his  ibot 
Imprints  the  soil,  the  ripening  clnsters  swell, 
Toniiqg  seide  their  foliage,  and  oome  fbrth 
In  purple  lights,  till  every  hilloc  grows 
As  with  the  blusfaes  of  an  evenrag  sky  ł 
Or  wilt  thou  that  Thessatian  lan&ape  tracę, 
Where  slow  Pen^us  his  elear  glsasy  tide 
Draws  smootb  along,  between  the  winding  cliflTs 
Of  Ossa  and  the  pathless  woods  unshom 
That  ware  o'er  huge  Ofympus  ?  Down  the  stream, 
Look  how  the  mountains  with  their  double  rangę 
Embraoe  the  vałe  of  Tempe ;  finom  each  side 
Ascending  steep  to  Hearen,  a  rocky  moond 
Corer^d  with  iry  and  the  laurcl  bougbs 
That  cn>wn'd  young  Phoebus  for  the  Python  s?ałn. 
Pair  Tempe !  on  whose  primrose  banks  the  mom 
Awoke  most  fhtgrant,  and  the  noon  repos*d 
In  pomp  of  lights  and  shadows  most  sublime  ? 
Whose  lawna,  whose  glades,  ere  human  feotsteps  yet 
Had  timc*d  an  entitroc^,  were  the  hallow'd  hannt 
Of  syWan  powers  immoital ;  where  they  sate 
Oft  in  the  golden  ag^,  the  Nymph?  and  Fauns^ 
Beneath  some  arbour  branching  o'er  the  fiood. 
And  leaning  roond  hung  on  the  iastructire  lips 
Of  lioary  Pan,  or  o*er  some  open  dale 
DancM  in  light  measurcs  to  bis  serenfold  pipę, 
While  Zepbyr^  wanton  hand  srlong  their  path 
Plung  showers  of  painted  blossoms,  fertile  de«-s. 
And  one  perpetual  spring.    But  if  our  task 
Morę  lofty  rites  demand,  with  ałl  good  rows 
Then  let  us  hasten  ta  tbe  rurtel  baunt 
Where  young  Mdissa  dwells.    Nor  thou  refuse 
The  voice  which  calls  thee  from  thy  lov'd  retreat^ 
But  bith«>  gentle  nuud^  thy  footsteps  tum : 
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Herę,  to  thy  o#n  nnąuestionable  theme, 
O  fair,  O  graceftil,  bend  thy  polishM  broir, 
Assenting ;  and  the  gładness  of  thy  eyes 
Impart  to  me,  like  1noming*»  wished  light 
Seen  through  the  vemal  air.     By  yonder  stream, 
Where  bcech  and  elm  along  the  bordermg  mead 
Send  forth  wild  melody  from  crery  bough, 
Together  letus  wander;  where  the  hills  . 
Corer^d  wtth  ieeces  to  the  lowiog^  vale 
Jlrply ;  where  tidings  of  content  aad  peace 
'Each  echo  brings.     lo,  how  the  western  Sun 
0'er  fic)d<t  and  floods,  crcr  every  living  aoul, 
Difftiseth  gład  repose !  Tbere  whHe  I  speak 
Of  Beauty's  bonours,  thoa,  Melina,  thou 
Shalt  hearken,  not  unconscioug.    While  I  tell 
How  first  from  Ueaven  she  came :  how  after  att 
The  works  of  life,  the  elemental  scenes, 
The  hourSy  the  seasons,  she  had  uft  explorM, 
At  length  ber  favourite  mansion  and  her  thron^ 
She  fix'd  in  woman*8  form :  what  pleasing  ties 
To  virtue  bind  ber ;  what  efiectual  aid 
They  lend  eacb  other'8  power ;  and  how  divine 
Thelr  union,  sbould  some  ambitious  maid. 
To  all  the  enchantment  of  the  Idalian  qaeen, 
Add  sanctity  aud  wisdom  :  while  my  toogue 
Prolongs  the  tale,  Melissa,  thou  niay*st  fSgn 
To  wonder  wbence  my  rapture  b  inspir*d ; 
But  loon  the  smile  which  dawns  upon  thy  lip 
Shall  tell  it,  and  Oie  tenderer  bloom  o'er  all 
That  soft  cheek  springing  to  the  msrble  neck» 
Which  bends  aside  in  vain,  revaa]ing  morę 
What  it  would  tben  keep  silent,  and  in  Tain 
The  sense  of  praise  dissemblmg.    Tben  my  song 
Creat  Nature*8  winning  arts,  whieb  tlius  inform 
With  joy  and  lorę  the  rugged  breast  of  man^ 
Should  sound  in  numbers  worthy  of  snch  a  theme : 
While  all  whose  souls  bav«  ever  felt  the  fbrce 
Of  those  enchanting  paaaions,  to^my  lyre 
Sbould  thiong  attentive,  and  reoeiye  once  morę 
Tbeir  influence,  unobscur^d  by  any  cloud 
Of  vulgar  care,  and  purer  than  the'  band 
Of  Fortune  can  bestow ;  nor,  to  confirm 
Tłieir  sway,  should  awful  Coniemplation  gooni 
To  join  bis  dictates  to  tbe  genuine  ttrain 
Of  Plea8ure*8  tongue ;  nor  yet  sbould  Pleasure*s  ear 
Be  much  avers^.    Ye  chiefly,  gentle  band 
Of  youths  and  virgins,  wbo  Ukrougb  many  a  wish 
And  many  a  fond  pursuit,  as  in  soma  tcene 
Of  magie  bright  and  tfeeting,  are  allurM 
By  rarlous  beauty ;  if  the  pleasing  toil 
C-an  yicld  a  momenfs  respite,  hither  tum 
Your  favoiirable  ear,  and  trast  my  words. 
I  do  not  ntean,  on  bless*d  fteligion^s  seat 
Presenting  Superstitioa^d  gloomy  form, 
To  dash  your  soothing  hopes :  I  do  not  mean 
To  bid  Łbe  jcalous  tbnnderer  fire  the  HeaTens, 
Or  shapes  infemal  rend  ^e  groaning  Earth, 
And  scare  you  from  your  joys.    My  cbeerfiil  song 
With  happier  omens  calls  you  to  tha  field, 
PleasM  with  your  gcnerous  ardour  in  the  chase, 
And  warm  like  you-    Tben  tell  me  (for  ye  know) 
T)oth  Beauty  ever  deign  to  dwell  where  use 
And  aptitude  are  straugeis  ?  is  ber  praise 
ConfesB^d  in  aught  whose  most  peculiar  enda 
Are  lanie  and  fruitlesa?  or  did  Naturę  mean 
This  pleasing  cali  the  herald  of  a  lie, 
To  bidę  the  shame  of  discord  and  diseaae, 
And  win  eacb  fbnd  admirer  into  snares, 
FoiI'd,  baffled  ?  No.    With  better  proTidence 
The  generał  motber,  cooscioos  bow  infirm 


Her  offspring  tread  tha  pttba  of  good  abd  iIV 
Thus,  to  the  choice  of  credulons  desire, 
Doth  objects  the  completest  of  tbeir  tribe 
Distiuguish  and  commend.    Yoo  flowery  banlc^ 
CIoth'd  in  the  soft  magnificence  of  ^ning. 
Will  not  the  flocks  approve  it  i  will  they  arie 
The  reedy  fen  for  pasture  ?  T^t  elear  rill, 
Which  trickleth  roormaring  fvom  the  mossy  rock, 
.  Yields  it  less  wholesome  bererage  to  tbe  w«ni 
And  thirsty  trateller,  than  the  standing  pool 
With  muddy  weeds  o'ergrown  ?  Yon  ra|^ed  winę* 
Whoae  lean  and  sullen  clusters  mouni  the  ragę 
Of  Eunis,  will  tbe  wine-presB  or  the  bowl 
Report  of  ber,  as  of  tbe  swelUng  grapę 
Which  glitters  througb  the  tendiik,  like  m  gena 
When  firet  it  maets  the  Sun }  Or  what  are  all 
Tbe  Yarifws  charms  to  life  and  sense  adjoin^d  ł 
Are  they  not  pledgei  of  a  state  entire, 
Where  nsitire  order  reigns,  with  every  pait 
Li  healtb,  and  every  fiinctioD  weU  perfonnM  ? 
Tlius  tben  at  first  was  Beauty  seat  from  Heawn,  ^ 
e  h>ve1y  ministress  of  Truth  and  Good  ^ 

In  this  dark  world.     For  Trutb  and  Good  are  one  ; 
And  Beauty  dwells  iu  them,  and  they  in  her 
Ji^'^ith  like  puticipation.    Wherefere  tben, 

sóns  of  Earth,  would  ye  disaohre  tbe  tie^  ^ 
O !  wherefore  with  a  rasb  and  greedy  aim 
Seek  ye  to  rove  througb  erery  flattering  soeoe 
Which  Beauty  seems  to  deck,  nor  onoe  nąuire' 
Where  istbe suifrage of  etemid  Tmth, 
Or  where  the  seal  of  undeceitful  Good, 
To  saTC  ^our  searoh  ffom  foUy  ?  Wantiug  tbcsc^ 
Lo,  Beauty  withers  in  your  void  embrace^ 
And  with  the  glitte^ing  of  an  idiot's  toy 
Did  Fancy  mock  your  tows^    Nor  yet  let  Hope^ 
That  kiudltest  inmate  of  the  yonthful  breast. 
Be  hence  appaird ;  be  tumM  te  coward  SMu 
Sitting  in  silence,  with  dejected  eyes 
Incnrious,  aad  wHh  foided  bands.    Far  lesa 
Let  soom  of  wild  fantastic  Folly*s  dreans, 
Or  batred  of  tbe  bigot's  si^Wige  pride, 
Persuade  you  e^er  that  Betiuty,  or  tbe  lore 
Which  waits  on  Beauty,  may  not  brook  to  heae 
The  Atcred  kire  of  undecdtful  Good 
Aiid  Tfuth  elemab  From  tlie  yulgar  crowcl 
Though  Superstition,  tyranness  abborr^d, 
The  reverence  due  to  this  majettie  pair . 
With  threats  and  eneeratico  stiU  demands ; 
Though  the  tamę  wretch,  wbo  aaks  of  her  the  way 
To  tbeir  celestial  dwelling,  she  constrains 
Xo  quench  or  set  at  neoght  the  lamp  of  God 
WithtB  his  frame ;  througb  many  a  cheerle»  wtld 
Though  forth  she  leads  bim  credulous  and  dark. 
And  aw*d  with  dubioos  netkm ;  thongh  at  leDgtb 
Haply  she  plunge  bim  into  doistcr^d  cells. 
And  mansions  nnrelenting  as  tbe  grare, 
But  void  of  qułet,  tbere  to  wateb  the  hoars 
Of  midnight ;  tbere,  aaoid  tbe  screaming  owPa 
Dire  song,  with  spectres  or  with  gaiky  abadea 
To  talk  of  pangs  and  ererlasting  woe ; 
Yet  be  not  ye  dismay^d.    A  gentler  star 
Presides  o*er  your  adyenture.    From  tbe  bower' 
Where  Wisdom  sate  with  her  Atbenian  sona, 
Could  but  my  happy  band  entwine  a  wreath 
Of  Plato's  o1ive  with  the  Mamtuan  bay, 
Tben  (for  what  need  of  cruel  fea#  to  yon. 
To  you  whom  godłike  lave  can  weU  oomteand  ? ) 
Then  should  my  powerfnl  Toice  at  once  dispel 
Those  monkish  horrours;  should  in  words  dirine 
Relat^  bov  £iivour*d  minda  like  you  inspir^d,. 
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Aad  tenght  tbeir  in8pirtŁt'oa  to  conduct 
By  raling  Heawen's  decree,  throiigh  vańons  wiilks 
•And  pto^wcts  ▼arioosy  but  deiighóul  all, 
Morę  onward ;  while  now  myrtle  grores  appear, 
K<Mr  mmis  and  radiant  titiphies,  now  tbe  róds 
Of  empire  with  the  cnml^  throne,  or  wm 
The  domes  ofooatemplataon  and  the  Muse. 
Led  by  that  hope  sublnBe,  wbufle  ck>udJe»  eye 
Thnwgh  the  ftwr  toile  and  oroaments  of  Earth 
Disoems  tbe  nobler  life  roeryM  for  Heaven, 
FaTom^d  alike  tbey  worahip  round  the  shńne 
Where  lYnth  coospicuous  with  her  ńster-twins, 
The^mdi^ided  partnera  of  her  sway, 
WHh  Good  and  Beanty  reigns.     O!  lat  not us 
By  Ple«siire%  lying  blandishments  detain'd, 
Or  cionchhig  to  the  frowns  of  bigot  Ragę, 
O  !  let  not  us  ooe  moment  pause  to  join  - 
That  chosen  band.    And  if  the  gracions  pomr, 
Who  fint  awaken*d  my  untutor^d  song, 
Will  to  my  hiTOcation  grant  anew 
Tka  tmefól  ^pirit,  then-throngh  all  our  paths 
Ne*er  shali  the  wund  of  this  de?oted  \yve 
Be  wanting;  whether  on  the  my  »ead 
When  Sommer  smiles,  to  wam  Uie  mełting  -heart 
Of  łttxury*s  allarementj  whether  finn 
Agamst  the  torrent  and  the  stnbbora  bill 
Th  oige  free  Yirtne^s  stępa,  and  to  her  ade 
Sommon  that  stroog  di^inity  of  soul 
Whteh  eonąuersChance  and  Fate :  or  on  the  hei^t, 
The  goai  antgnM  her,  hapły  to  proclaim 
Her  triumph  j  oo  her  brow  to  place  the  crown 
Of  nnoorropted  praise ;  through  futurę  worlds 
Te  IbUow  her  mterminated  way, 
And  blesi  Heavea*s  image  in  the  heart  of  man* 
^%    Soch  is  tbe  wortfa  of  Beaoty :  apch  her  power, 
So  bkmeleaB,  ao  reyer^d.    It  now  teoiains, 
In  joft  g^datioB  throngh  the  Tarious  ranka 
or  bcing,  to  oontemphtte  how  her  gifts 
Bise  in  dne  measnre,  watchfiil  to  attend 
The  stępa  of  rńing  Naturę.     Last  and  least, 
In  eokMm  mingling  with  a  random  Maże, 
Doth  Beauty  dwelL    Then  higher  in  the  forms 
Of  ńnplest,  eaacBt  measnre ;  in  the  bounds 

(Of  drde,  cube,  or  qiheii^  Tbe  third  ascent 
TosymoMtry  addscolour:  thusthepearl 
Shiaca  in  the  concaTe  of  its  purple  bed. 
And  paioted  shells  along  aome  winding  shore 
Catch  with  indented  fblds  the  glaucing  Sun. 
Nezt,  as  we  rise,  appear  the  blooming  tribes 
Wbichciątbetbefragrant Earth;  which dravr  fipm 
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Thdr  owo  nutrition;  wh^h  are  bora,  aod  die;  - 
Yet,  ia  tbeir  seed,  imroortal ;  nich  the  flowers 
Wilb  whicb  young  Maia  pajrs^he  village*maida 
That  hail  ber  nabd  mora ;  and  snob  the  groves 
Which  blithe  Pomona  raars  on  Vaga*8  bank, 
To  feed  tbe  bowl  of  Aricooian  swainsy 
Who  quaff  beneath  her  branches.    Nobler  sdll 
U  Beuity^  name  where,  to  the  ftill  consent 
Of  aemben  and  of  featuras,  to  the  pride 
Of  oolour,  aod  the  idtal  ehange  of  growth, 
Iifc*s  holy  flame  with  piercing  sense  is  given, 
Whiłe  active  motton  speaks  the  temper*d  soul; 
Somoreathebirdof  Juno:  sothesteed 
With  nva]  awiftness  beats  ihe  dasty  plain. 
And  fiuthfcd  dogs  with  eager  ain  of  joy 
Stlate  their  fełlows.    What  sublimer  pomp 
Adaras  tbe  aeat  where  Yifftue  dwełis  on  £arth» 
Aad  1Vath*a  eternal  day-light  ahuies  around ; 
What  pafao  beloągs  to  iBaii'i  imperial  firoot» 


And  MBoman  powerftil  with  becoming  smiles, 

Chief  of  terrestrial  natures ;  need  we  now 

Strive  to  incalcate  ?  Thos  hath  Beauty  tbere 

Her  moet  conspicuous  praise  to  Matter  lent, 

Where  most  conspicuous  through  that  shadowy  veii 

Breaks  forth  the  bright  expression  of  a  niiod : 

By  steps  direoting  our  enraptur'd  scarch 

To  him,  the  first  of  minds;  the  chief,  the  scie; 

From  whom,  through  thisjwide,  oomplicatcd  world, 

Did  all  her  varioiu  lineaments  begin ; 

To  whom  aione,  conaenting  aud  entiro, 

At  once  their  mutual  influence  all  display. 

He,  God  most  high  (beąr  witness,  Earth  aod  Heaven) 

7%e  living  fountains  in  bimself  contains 

Of  beauteoos  and  sublimc.     With  bim  enthron*d 

Ere  days  or  yean  trod  their  ethereal  way, 

In  his  supremę  inteliigence  enthroQ'd, 

The  queen  of  love  holds  her  unclouded  state. 

Urania.    Thee,  O  Father,  this  extent 

Of  matter ;  thee  tbe  sluggish  earth  and  tract 

Of  seas,  the  heayens  and  heavenly  splendoure  feei 

Penradhig,  quickening,  pioving.     From  the'depth 

Of  thy  ^gaeat  essence,  forth  didst  thou  conduct 

Eteroal  Form ;  and  there,  where  Chaos  reign'd, 

Gay'«t  her  dominion  to  erect  ber  seat. 

And  sanetify  the  mansion.    AU  her  works, 

Weil  pleas'd,  thou  didst  behold.    The  gloomy  fires 

Of  storro  or  earthquake,  and  the  purest  light 

Of  Summer;  soft  Campania'8  new>l)ora  r«>se, 

And  the  slow  weed,  which  pines  on  Russian  hilis, 

Comely  alike  to  thy  foli  vision  stand : 

Tu  thy  surrounding  vision,  which  unites 

AUecences  and  powers  of  the  great  worfd 

In  one  sole  order,  fair  alike  they  stand, 

As  features  well  consenting,  and  alike 

R£qnirM^by  Naturę,  ere  she  could  attain 

Her  just  resemblanee  to  the  perfect  shape 

Of  uoiversaI  Beauty,  which  with  thee 

Dweit  from  the  first     Thou  also^  ancicnt  Mind, 

Whom  loTe  aod  fiiee  beneficencis  a\iait 

In  all  thy  doings ;  to  inferior  Minds, 

Thy  ofispring,  and  to  Man,  thy  youngest  sou, 

Refusing  no  conyenient  gifl  nor  good ; 

Their  eyes  didst  open,  in  this  £arth,-yon  Heavei]^ 

Those  starry  worlds,  tbe  countenance  diriue 

Of  Beauty  to  behold*     But  not  to  them 

Didst  thou  her  awful  magnitude  reveal, 

Soch  as  before  thine  own  unbounded  sight 

She  staods;  (for  never  shall  cnsated  soul 

Conceive  that  object)  nor,  to  jill  their  kinds, 

The  same  ip  shape  or  features  didst  thou  framo 

Hejr  image;    Measuring  well  their  diiTerent  spiicres 

Of  sense  and  action,  thy  patemal  hand    ■ 

I'  Hath  ibr  each  race  prepar^d  a  diflerent  test 
Of  beauty,  own'd  and  reyerencM  as  tbeir  guide 
Mostapt,  most  faithfbU  Hience  inform*d,  they  scao 
The  pbjects  that  surround  them  ^  and  select, 
Since  the  great  whole  disclaims  their  sconty  yiew, 
,  Each  for  himself  selects  peculiar  parts 
Of  Naturę ;  what  the  standard  iix'd  by  Heayen 
Within  his  breast«pproves :  acquiring  thus 
A  partial  beauty,  wbuch  becomes  his  lot  ^  , 

A  beauty  which  liis  eye  may  oomprehend. 
His  hand  may  copy:  ]eaving,  O  supremę, 
O  thou  whom  nonę  hath  utter*d,  leaying  all 
To  thee  that  infinite,  cousummate  form, 
Which  the  great  powers,  the  gods  around  thy  throoe 
And  nearest  to  thy  cotmsels,  know  with  diee 
For  eyer  to  haye  been ;  but  who  she  is, 
Or  what  her  likeness^  kuow  not    Maci  sunrejf^ 
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A  narrower  scenę,  where,  by  the  mis^d  «flect 
Of  things  oorporeal  oo  hb  pastiYe  mind, 
He  judgeth  wfaat  is  fair.    Corporeal  thiogs 
The  mind  ef  lyan  impell  with  vanoiis  powen, 
And  varicMis  f^atores  to  his  eye  discłoee. 
The  powers  wliicb  mova  hb  senae  wtth  instaut  joy, 
The  fcatures  wbich  attract  his  heart  to  love, 
He  marks,  combines,  reposits.    Other  powers 
Atid  featuBSS  of  the  self-samc  thiog  (unless 
The  beauteous  ferm,  the  creatone  of  his  nund, 
Reąuest  their  elose  allianoe)  he  o^erlooks 
Forgotten ;  or  with  self-begoifiag  seal, 
Whena^er  bb  passions  min^ct  in  thA  work, 
Half  ałters,  half  disowns.    The  tribes  of  men 
Tbus  from  their  diffiEnnent  fanetieos  and  the  sbapes 
Familiar  to  thehr  eye,  with  art  obtain, 
Unconscious  of  their  ]iaTpose,  yet  with  art 
Obtain  the  beauty  fitting  man  to  lorę : 
Wbose  proud  desires  ftom  Natare's  homely  toil 
Oft  tum  away,  fastidious:  asking  still 
Hb  mind*8  high  aid,  to  purify  the  form 
from  matter*B  groes  oommunion ;  to  secure 
For  ever,  finom  the  meddiing  band  of  change 
Or  rade  decay,  ber  fcatures ;  and  to  add 
Whatever  omaments  may  suit  ber  mień, 
Wherc'er  he  flnds  them  scatter'd  thrpugh  the  paths 
Of  Naturę  or  of  Fortune.    Then  he  seats 
The  accomplbhM  image  deep  witbin  bis  breast, 
Reriews  it,  and  acoounts  it  good  and  fair. 
\     Tbus  the  one  beauty  of  tbie  world  entire. 


The  universal  Yeous,  far  beyond 

The  keenest  effort  of  created  eycs» 

And  their  most  wide  horizon,  dwelis  entbi?]|i'd 

In  ancient  siJence.    At  her  Ibotstopl  stands 

An  altar  burning  with  etemal  fire 

ITnsullied,  unconsum^d.     Herę  every  hour, 

Herę  every  moment,  in  their  tums  arriTe 

Her  otC^pring ;  an  innumerable  band 

Of  sisters,  comely  all ;  but  diflEe9'ing  ibr 

In  age,  in  stature,  and  expressive  mten, 

Morę  than  bright  Helen  from  her  new-bom  bahe* 

To  thb  niatemal  sbrine  in  tums  they  come, 

Each  with  her  siicred  lamp ;  tbat  from  the  source 

Of  living  flame,  which  berę  immortal  tiows, 

Their  portions  of  its  lustre  they  may  draw 

For  days,  or  montbs,  or  years  i  fer  ages,  some ; 

As  their  great  parent*8  disctpline  reąutres. 

Then  to  their  severa1  mansions  they  depart, 

In  stars,  in  planets,  througb  the  unknown  sborcs 

Of  yon  ęthereal  ocean*    Who  can  tell, 

£ren  on  the  surface  of  tbis  rolling  Earth, 

How  many  make  abode  ?  Tlie  fields,  the  grorcs, 

The  winding  riverB,  and  the  azure  main, 

Are  render*!!  solemn  by  their  frequent  feet, 

Their  rites  subłime.    Tbere  each  her  de8tin*d  homc 

Informa  with  that  purc  radiance  from  the  skies 

Brought  down,  aud  sbines  tbroughout  her  little 

sphere, 
£xulting.     Straigbt?  as  travelleri  by  night 
Tura  towards  a  distant  flame,  so  some  ht  eye, 
Among  the  variou8  temints  of  Łhe  scenę* 
Disceras  tbe  heaven-bora  phantom  seated  there, 
«  ^nd  owns  her  charms.     Hence  the  wide  universe, 
Througb  all  the  seasons  of  revol^ng  worlds, 
Bears  witness  with  its  people,  gods  and  men. 
To  Beauty ^8  blissful  bowerj  and  with  the  voice 
Of  grateful  admiration  still  resounds : 
That  Yotce,  to  which  is  Beauty^s  frame  diyjne, 
As  is  the  cunning  of  the  master^s  band 
To  the  sweet  accent  of  the  well-tun*d  lyre. 


\  Genius  of  ancient  Oreece,  wbose  Ikitliftil  8ie|*t 

Have  led  us  to  these  awful  solitudes 

Of  Naturę  and  of  Science;  nurse  rever*d 

Of  generous  counsels  and  beroic  deeds ; 

O !  let  some  portioo  of  thy  matcbless  prais«? 

Dwell  in  my  breast,  and  teach  me  to  adom 

llib  unattempted  tbeme.    Nor  be  my  thoagbis 

Presumptuous  counted,  if  amid  Uie  calm 

Which  Hesper  abeds  akmg  tbe  Temal  UeaTen, 

If  I,  from  yulgar  Super8tition's  walk, 

Impatient  steal,  and  from  tbe  unseemly  rites 

Of  qilendid  Adulation,  to  attettd 

With  hymns  thy  presence  in  the  sylran  shade. 

By  thebr  malignant  footsteps  unprofan^d. 

Come,  O  renowned  power ;  thy  glowioi;  mieo 

Such,  and  so  elevated  all  thy  form, 

As  wben  the  great  barbarie  loid,  again 

And  yet  again  dimiuisb'd,  bid  his  face 

Among  the  herd  of  satrapa  and  of  kings ; 

And,  at  the  lightning  of  thy  lifted  spear, 

Crouch^d  like  a  8lave.    Bring  all  thy  martial  apoife* 

Thy  palma,  thy  launls,  thy  triumphal  aongs, 

Thy  smiling  band  of  ąrts,  thy  godUke  siies 

Of  civil  wisdom,  thy  uncooquer*d  yonth 

Afler  some  glorious  day  rgoicing  round 

Their  new-erected  trophy.    Guide  my  £eet 

Througb  £sir  Lyceum's  walk,  the  olive  shadea 

Of  Academus,  and  tbe  sacred  vikle 

Haunted  by  ateps  diyine,  where  oncebeneath 

That  ever*living  platane*s  am{de  bougba 

lUssus,  by  Socratie  sounds  detain^d. 

On  hb  neglected  ura  attentive  lay ;  ■ 

^liile  Boreas,  lingering  on  the  neighboiiri|ig  siee)> 

With  beauteous  Ońthyią,  his  ]ove-tale 

In  silent  awe  suspended.    Tbere  let  me 

With  blamelesB  band,  from  thy  unenvious  fields, 

Transplant  some  living  blossoms,  to  adom 

My  native  clime :  whijie,  far  beyond  the  meed 

Of  Fancy's  toil  aspiring,  I  uniock 

The  springs  of  ancient  Wisdom :  while  I  add 

(Wbat  cannot  be  disjoin^d  from  6eauty*8  praise) 

Thy  name  and  native  dress,  thy  works  beknr'd 

And  bonour^d :  while  to  my  compatriot  youth 

I  point  the  great  esample  of  thy  sons. 

And  tuce  to  AttJc  themes  tbe  Britisb  lyr& 
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THE  ARGUMEKT- 

Introuuction  to  tbis  morę  difficnlt  part  of  tbesniK 
ject.  Of  trutb  and  its  tbree  cłasBes,  matter  d 
fact,  experimental  pr  scientifical  trath,  (confara- 
distinguished  from  o|^ion)  and  uniYersal  tnith : 
which  last  is  either  metapfaysical  or  geometrical, 
either  purely  intellectual  or  perfectly  absti«eted. 
On  the  power  of  disoeming  trnth  depends  tbat 
of  acting  with  the  view  of  an  end;  a  circom- 
Stańce  cssential  to  virtue.  Of  virtue  ooosidered 
in  the  diTine  mńid  as  a  perpetual  and  imiTersal 
beneficence.  Of  human  Tirtue,  coosidered  as  a 
system  of  particular  sentiments  and  actions, 
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OTAteUe  to  the  deoign  of  Pro^idence  and  the  oon- 
ditioo  of  man;  to  whom  it  coostitutcs  the  chief 
good  and  the  flist  beanty.  Of  vioe  and  its  oti- 
gin.  Of  fidienle :  its  generał  naturę  and  6nal 
c«iiae.  Of  the  panioiis; .  particularly  of  thoae 
which  relate  to  eril,  nattiral  or  morał,  and  which 
«re  generally  accounted  painfhl,  though  not  al- 
Lys  nnattcnded  with  irfeasiiTe. 


Taufl  fiiT  of  Beanty  and  the  |Aeasi|ig  fnrmB 
Which  inaii'8  imtutor^d  fancy,  firom  the  scenes 
Imperfect^tfais  erer-changing  world, 
Creaies;  and  Tiews,  enamour^d.     Now  my  song 
Setcfci  themes  demand :  mysteńoos  truth ; 
Aad  viTtiie,  aovran  good :  the  speils,  the  tnins, 
The  progeny  of  errour :  the  dreadfiil  sway 
Of  paaMOp ;  and  whate^er  hidden  stores 
From  ber  own  lofty  deeds  and  from  hcrKlf 
Tbe  mind  aoąuires.    Sererer  argument : 
'Not  len  BttiaictiYe ;  nor  deserring  les 
A  eoDstant  ear.    For  what  are  aVf  the  foms 
EdocM  by  lancy  finom  corporeal  thinga, 
Gteatnen,  or  pomp»  or  symmetry  of  parta  ? 
Not  tesoding  to  tbe  heart,  soon  feieble  grows, 
As  the  bluat  arrow  'gainst  the  knotty  trank, 
Ybfor  impnke  on  the  sense:  while  the  palFd  eye 
F.Kpects  in  vani  its  tribute ;  asks  in  vain, 
Wbere  ftre  the  omaments  it  once  admir^d  ? 
Not  so  the  morał  spędem,  nor  the  powers 
Of  paasioD  and  of  thought.    The  ambitioas  mind 
Witb  olijectB  bonndleas  as  her  own  desires 
Can  tbere  coBTerse:  by  these  nnfading  forms 
T9ach'd  mnd  awaken'd  stilł,  with  eager  act 
She  bends  caich  nenre,  and  meditates  well-pleas^d 
Her  gifts,  her  godlike  fortunę.    Such  the  scent^ 
Now  openmg  roond  us.     May  the  de8tin'd  verse 
Maintain  its  equal  tenonr,  thoagh  in  tracts 
Obacnre  and  arduous!  May  tbe  sonrce  of  light, 
All-presenty  ftH-snfficient,  g^ide  our  steps 
HinHigh  erery  maże:  and  whom  in  chitdish  yean 
F^rom  the  loud  throng,  ihe  beaten  paths  of  wealth 
And  power,  thoo  did^  apart  send  Ibrth  to  speak 
In  tonefiil  words  eonceming  highest  things, 
Him  stili  do  tbou,  O  Pather,  at  those  hours 
Of  pcnflve  freedom,  when  the  human  soul 
Shnts  out  the  pimour  of  the  world,  him  still 
Tooch  thott  with  secret  lessons:  cali  thou  back 
Bach  erring  thought ;  and  let  the  yielding  strains 
From  his  ML  bosom,  like  a  welcome  rill 
SpootaiMons  fiom  its  healthy  fountain,  flow  I 

But  from  what  name,  what  faTourable  sign, 
Wbal  heaTenly  anspice,  rathor  shall  I  datę 
My  periioas  ezcnrsion,  than  from  lYuth, 
That  neaicst  inmate  of  tbe  human  soul ; 
Fslnnj^M  from  whom,  the  conntenance  divine 
Of  man  disfigur'd  and  di8bonoar'd  sinks 
Anong  inferior  things  ?  For  to  the  bmtes 
Fetceptioo  aad  the  transient  boons  of  sense 
Ibth  Fate  imparted :  bot  to  man  alooc 
Of  aablunary  beings  was:  it  given 
Eaeb  fleeling  impulse  ob  the  sensaal  powers 
At  łeiaure  to  review ;  with  ccpai  eye 
To  scan  the  passion  of  the  stricken  ncrve 
Or  the  vague  objeet  striking :  to  conduct 
Prom  sense,  tbe  portal  tuibulent  and  loud, 
Into  the  mind*s  wide  palące  one  by  one 
Tbe  fireqiient,  preasing,  iluctuating  forms, 
Aad  qiie0tion  and  compare  tbem.    Tbus  be  leams 


Their  birth  and  fbrtunes;  how  allied  they  haunt 
The  aTennes  of  sense :  what  laws  direct 
Their  unioo ;  and  what  vąrious  disconls  rise, 
Or  fix'd  or  casual :  which  when  his  elear  thought 
Retains,  and  when  his  faithful  words  express, 
That  living  image  of  the  extenia1  scenę, 
As  in  a  polish*d  minor  held  to  view, 
Is  Truth :  whero*er  it  ^aries  from  the  shape 
And  hue  of  its  exemplar,  in  that  part 
Dim  Errour  larks.     Moreov6r,  from  without, 
When  ofivthe  same  society  of  fonns 
In  the  same  order  have  approachM  his  mind, 
He  deigns  no  moro  their  steps  with  curious  hced 
To  tracę ;  no  morę  their  featnres  or  theic  garb 
He  now  examines ;  bot  of  them  and  their 
Gonditkm,  as  with  aome  diviner*s  tongue, 
Affirms  what  Ueaven  in  every  distant  place, 
Throngh  every  futurę  season,  will  decree. 
This  too  is  truth :  where'er  his  prudent  lips 
MTait  till  experience,  diligeut  and  slow, 
flas  authoriz'd  their  sentence,  this  is  truth  ; 
A  second,  higher  kind :  the  parent  this 
Of  Science ;  or  the  lofty  power  herself. 
Science  herself :  on  whom  tbe  wants  aud  carcs 
Of  social  life  depend ;  tbe  substitute 
Of  God's  own  wndom  in  thiS  toilsome  world ; 
The  providenceof  man.    Yet  oft  in  vain. 
To  eam  her  aid,  with  fix'd  and  anxious  eye 
He  looks  on  Nature^s  and  on  Fortune^s  coat-se: 
Too  much  in  vain.     His  duUer  ylsual  ray 
The  stillness  and  the  perseirering  acts 
Of  Naturę  oft  elude ;  and  Fortune  oft, 
With  step  fantastic,  from  her  wontcd  walk 
Turns  into  mazes  dim. .   His  sight  is  foiPd ; 
And  tlie  crode  sentence  of  bis  fiiltering  tonguc 
Is  but  Opinion*8  verdict,  half  believM 
Andpronetochange.  Hcre  thou,  whofeer&tthine  ear 
Congenial  to  my  lyro^s  proibunder  tonc, 
Pausc,  and  be  watchful.     Hitherto  the  stores, 
Which  feed  thy  mind  and  esercise  her  powers, 
Partake  the  relish  of  their  natiTC  soil, 
Their  parent  Earth.     Biit  know,  a  nobler  dowor 
Her  sirć  at  birth  decreed  ber  ;  purer  gifts 
From  his  own  treasure ;  fcrms  which  never  deii^'d 
In  eyes  or  ears  to  dwell,  within  the  sense 
Of  earthly  organs ;  but  sublime  were  placM 
Tn  his  essential  reeson,  leading  tbere 
That  va8t  ideał  host  which  all  his  works 
Through  endless  ages  never  will  reveal. 
Thiis  then  endow'd,  the  feeble  creature  man, 
The  slaye  of  hungcr,  and  the  proy  of  Death, 
Evcn  now,  even  bero,  in  Earth*s  dim  prison  bound^ 
The  language  of  intelligence  divine 
I  Attains ;  ropeating  oft  concerning  one 
And  many,  past  and  present,  parts  and  whole, 
Thosc  sovereign  dictates  which  in  forthest  Heaven, 
Where  no  orb  rowls,  Eternity^s  fixM  ear 
Heara  from  coeval  Trutłi,  when  Chance  nor  Change, 
Nature'8  loud  progeny,  nor  Nature^s  sclf, 
Dares  iiitenneddle  or  approach  ber  throne. 
Ero  long,  o'er  this  corporeal  world  he  leams 
To  extend  her  sway ;  while  caUing  fhrni  the  óis^, 
From  earth  and  air,  their  multitudes  imtold    ' 
Of  figures  and  of  motions  round  his  walk. 
For  each  wide  family  some  single  birth 
Ue  sets  in  view,  the  impartial  type  of  all 
Its  brethreu ;  sufiering  it  to  claim,  beyood 
Their  conimon  heritąge,  no  priTate  gift. 
No  proper  fortunę.    Then  whate*er  his  eye 
In  this  discems^  his  bold  unerrlnjg  tongye 
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Pronoimceth  of  the  kindred,  without  boiuid, 

Without  condition.    Such  Uie  rise  of  furms 

Sequester^  far  from  sensc  and  every  spot 

Peculiar  in  the  realms  of  space  or  time : 

Snch  is  the  throne  which  iqan  for  Trath  amid 

The  paths  of  mutability  hath  built 

Secare,  uashaken,  still ;  and  wbence  he  riews 

In  matter^s  moulderipg  strnctures,  the  pure  forms 

Of  triangle  or  cirele,  cube  or  cone, 

Impassiye  ąll ;  whose  attributes  nor  fbrce 

Nor  fate  can  alter.    There  he  first  conceiv-es 

Tme  being,  and  ^a  intellectaal  world 

The  same  this  honr  and  ever.    Thence  he  deems 

Of  his  own  lot ;  above  the  painted  shapes 

That  fleetinj^  qiove  o*er  this  tcrrestrial  scenę 

Looks  up ;  beyond  the  adamahtine  gates 

Of  Death  eacpatiates ;  as  his  birthright  claims 

Inheritance  in  all  the  works  of  God ; 

Prepares  for  endless  time  his  plan  of  Hfc, 

And  counts  the  universe  itself  his  bome. 

Wheoce  also  but  from  tmth,  the  light  of  minds, 
Is  human  fortunę  gladden'd  with  the  rays 
Of  virtue  ?  with  the  morał  qoloai^  thrown 
On  every  walk  of  this  our  social  scenę, 
Adoming  for  the  eye  of  ę^ods  ajid  liien 
Tłie  passions,  actian,  hąbitudes  of  lifc. 
And  rendering  Earth  like  Heaven,  a  sacred  place, 
^liere  Lo^e  and  Praise  may  take  delight  to  dwcll  ? 
Let  uone  with  heedless  tongue  from  Truth  disjoin 
The  reign  of  Virtue.     Ere  the  day-spring  flow'd, 
Like  sisters  littk'd  in  Concord*8  golden  chain, 
They  stood  befbre  the  great  etemal  Mind, 
Tlieir  common  parent;  ańd  by  him  wcre  both 
Sent  fbrth  among  his  creatures,  hand  in  hand, 
Inseparably  join'd :  nor  e'er  did  Trath 
Find  an  apt  eąr  tp  list.en  to  her  lorę,  [Trutb^s 

Which  knew  not  Virtue*s  voicc  j '  nojr,  save  where 
Majestic  words  are  heard  and  undcrstooć), 
Doth  Yirtue  deign  to  inhabit     Go,  inquire 
Of  Naturę :  not  among  Tartarian  rocks, 
Whither  the  hungpry  valture  with  its  prey 
Ketums:  not  wtiere  the  Kon^s  sullen  roar 
At  noon  resounds  along  the  lonely  banks 
Of  ancient  Tigris :  but  her  gentlcr  scenes, 
The  dove-cote  and  the  sfaepherd^s  fold  at  morn, 
Omsult  j  or  by  a  meadpw^s  fragrant  hed^, 
In  sprifig-time,  when  the  woodlands  first  are  green, 
Attcnd  the  linnet  singing  to  his  matę, 
CouchM  o'er  their  tender  young.    To  this  fond  care 
Thou  dost  not  Virtue*s  hopourable  name 
Attribate :  wherefore,  save  that  not  one  gleam 
Of  truth  did  e'er  discover  to  themselres 
"Their  litUe  hearts,  or  teach  them,  by  the  effects 
Of  that  parental  1ove,  the  love  itself 
To  judge,  and  measure  its  oiBcious  deeds  ? 
But  man,  whose  eyelids  trath  has  fiird  with  day, 
Discems  haw  skilfully  to  bounteous  ends  '' 
His  wise  afFeotions  move ;  with  free  aceord 
Adopts  their  guidance ;  yields  himself  sepore 
To  Nature'8  prudent  impulse;  and  conrerts 
Instinct  to  duty  and  to  saci^d  law. 
Hence  right  and  fit  on  Earth :  while  thus  to  man 
The  Almighty  Legislator  hath  explain'd 
The  springs  of  action  fixM  within'his  breast; 
liath  given  him  power  to  slacken  or  restrain 
Their  efibrt ;  and  hath  sfaown  him  how  they  join 
Their  partial  movements  with  ihe  master-whecl 
Of  the  great  worid,  and  scrre  that  sacred  end 
Which  he,  the  unerring  reason,  keeps  in  view. 
-   For  (if  a  mortal  tongue  may  speak  of  him 


And  his  dread  ways)  eveo  as  his  boundless  eyCr 

Connecting  every  form  and  e^bry  change, 

Bcholds  the  perfect  beauty;  so  his  will, 

Througfa  evcry  hour  producuig  good  to  all 

The  family  of  creatures,  is  itself 

The  perfect  ^rtue.    Let  the  grate^l  swain 

Rcmember  this,  as  ofl  with  joy  and  praise 

He  looks  upon  the  biling  dew«  which  ciotiie 

His  lawns  with  verdare,  and  the  tender  seed 

Nourish  within  his  furrows:  when  between 

Dcad  seas  and  buming  skies,  wiwerę  long  unnio^M 

The  bark  had  laaguish^d,  oow  a  rustling  gale 

Lifts  o^er  tl>e  fickle  wave$  her  dancing  prow, 

I^et  the  glad  pilot,  bunstingx>ut  in  thanks, 

Re^ember  this  ^  lest  blind  o!erwecning  pride 

Pollute  their  offerings :  lest  their  selfish  heart 

Say.to  the  l)eavenly  ruler,  '*  At  our  cali 

Relents  thy  power :  by  as  thy  arm  is  movM." 

Fuols !  who  of  God  as  of  each  otber  deem : 

Who  his  invariable  acts  deduce 

From  sudden  counseis  transient  as  th<^r  own  j 

Nor  further  of  his  bounty,  than  the  evcnt 

Which  haply  meets  their  loud  and  eager  prayer, 

Acknowledge ;  nor,  beyond  the  drop  minutę 

Which  haply  they  have  tasted,  heed  the  source 

That  flows  for  all ;  the  fountain  of  his  love, 

Which,  from  the  summit  whcre  be  sits  entłiron''U 

Pours  health  and  joy,  uniailing^treuiAu,  UwutigL>/ut 

The  spacious  region  flounshing  in  Tysw, 

The  goodly  work  of  his  etemal  day. 

His  own  fair  uni^erse ;  on  which  alone 

His  counseis  fix,  and  whence  alone  his  will 

Assumes  her  strong  direction.    Sucb  is  now 

His  spyran  purpose :  $uch  it  was  beiWe 

All  multitade  of  yeąj^'    For  his  right  arm 

Was  oeTer  idie :  his  bestowii\g  Iotc 

Knew  no  beginning ;  was  not  fiS  a  changft 

Of  mood  that  woke  at  last  and  started  up 

After  a  deep  and  solitary  sloth 

Of  .boundless  ages.    No :  he  now  is  good^ 

He  ever  was.    The  feet  of  hoary  Time 

Through  their  etemal  course  have  trav£ird  i>'ex 

No  speechless,  lifpless  desert;  but  thitnigb  sfenea 

Clieerful  with  bounty  still ;  amojig  »  pomp 

Of  worids,  for  gladness  ipuod  the  mal^s  tbronc 

Loud-shouting,  or,  ii^  many  diąlects 

Of  hope  .and  filial  tmst,  ^nploring  thence 

The  fortunes  of  their  peop\e :  where  so  fix'd 

Wąre  all  the  da^.of  being,  so  dispos*d 

To  cvery  Rving  soul  of  every  kind 

The  field  of  motion  and  the  hour  of  rest, 

That  aach  the  generał  happiness  might  sćnre; 

And^  by  the  discipline  of  laws  divine 

ConVincM  of  folly  or  chastisM  from  guilt, 

Each  might  at  lengtb  be  happy.    What  remaim 

Shałl  be  like  what  is  passM ;  but  fairer  sttll. 

And  still  increasing  in  the  gudlike  gifts 

Of  life  and  truth.    Tlie  same  patern^I  hand, 

From  the  mute  shell-fish  gaspiug  pn  the  shore. 

To  men,  to  angels,  to  celestial  minds. 

Will  eyer  lead  the  generatjons  on 

Through  higher  scen^  of  beipg :  w1>ile,  snpply*4 

From  day  to  day  by  bis  enlitening  breath, 

Inferior  orders  in  si^ccession  rise 

To  fili  the  yoid  belbw.    As  flaroe  ascends, 

As  vapours  to  the  Earth  in  showers  return* 

As  the  pois'd  ocean  toward  the  attracting  Moo^ 

Swells,  and  the  eyer-listening  planeta,  charm'4 

By  the  San*8  cali,  th^ir  onward  pace  incline^ 

So  all  tfaings  which  have  life  aspire  to  God, 
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FJdi«iifltteM  fbiint  of  intellectoa]  day, 
Ct-ntre  of  aoals.    Nor  doth  the  mastering  voice 
Of  Natare  cease  within  to  prorapt  ariębt 
Tbeir  steps ;  nor  is  the  care  of  HeaveQ  witbheld 
Tfom  aeódiDg  to  the  toil  estema]  aid ; 
l^iat  in  their  statkrns  all  raay  persevere 
To  climb  the  ascent  of  beiDg,  and  apiiroacli 
For  ever  nearsr  to  the  iife  diTme. 

But  this  eteroal  fabric  was  not  Tais^d 
7or  inaa*k  iospectioo.    Though  to  some  be  given 
To  catch  a  transieat  Yimonanr  glimpse 
Of  tbat  majeatie  seene  which  bonndlcBS  power 
Prepares  fbr  perfect  goodness,  yet  in  vain 
Would  haman  Iife  ber  faculties  espand 
Tb  emboflom  such  an  object.    Nor  could  e^er 
Yirtne  or  praise  haTe  touch'd  the  hearts  of  men, 
Had  not  ibe  sovran  guide,  through^very  stage 
Of  thia  tiieir  Tarious  joumey,  pointed  out 
New  bopes,  new  toils,  which  to  tbeiriiumble  sphere 
Of  sight  and  strength  might  soch  importance  hołd 
As  doth  the  wide  creatjon  to  his  own. 
Hence  all  the  little  cbarities  of  Iife, 
With  all  their  duttes :  hence  tbat  favourite  palm 
Of  httmaii  will,  whea  duty  is  suffie*d, 
And  still  the  liberał  soul  in  ampler  deeds 
WohM  manifest  herself;  tbat  sacrcd  sign 
Of  ber  reree^affinity  to  hiin 
Whose  lxmnties  are  his  own  ;  to  whom  nooe  said, 
**  Create  the  wiaest,  fuliest,  fairost  wortd. 
And  make  its  oflspnng  bappy  ;**  wbo,  intent 
Some  likeoess  of  bimself  among  bis  works 
To  new,  hath  poiirM  into  the  haman  breast 
A  my  of  knowledge  and  of  Iove,  wbich  guides 
£arth'8  feeble  raceio  act  their  Maker's  part, 
Sełf-jndging,  aelf-oblig*d:  wbile,  froin  befoce 
Tltat  godlikc  fiinctian,  the  gigaatic  power 
Neoessity,  though  wont  to  carb  the  force 
Of  Chaos  and  the  sarage  elements* 
Retńea  abs8h'd,  as  from  a  scenę too  high 
Bor  her  bmte  tyranny,  and  with  ber  bears 
Her  soomed  ft^lowers,  Terroar,  and  base  Awe, 
^lio  blinds  herself,  and  that  iU-suited  pair, 
Obedience  ImkM  with  Hatred.    llien  the  Soul 
Arises  in  her  strength ;  and,  looking  round 
ller  busy  sphere,  whateTer  work  she  views, 
Whate^er  connsel  bearing  any  tmce 
Of  ber  Creator^s  likeness,  wheśther  apt 
To  aid  her  fellowsy  or  preserve  herself 
In  ber  soperior  functions  onimpair^l, 
Thither  she  tums  esnlting :  tłuit  sbe  claima 
As  ber  pecaFiar  good :  on  that,  tbroogb  all 
Tbe  fickle  seaaous  uf /the  day,  sHe  kMjcs 
With  rgyerencc  stiU:  to  tbat,  as  to  a  fence 
Against  affliction  and  tbe  darts  of  palu, 
Her  drooping  hopes  repair :  and,  once  oppo6'd 
To  that,  all  other  pleasore,  other  weatth 
Yile,  as  the  dross  upon  tbe  mohen  gold, 
Appeais,  and  loatbsome  as  the  briiiy  sea 
To  him  who  I^nguishes  with  tbnrst,  and  sighs 
For  some  known  fcuntain  pure.     For  wbat  can  striye 
With  Tirtue  ł  wbieh  of  Nature'6  regions  vaat 
Om  in  so  many  forms  produ^e  to  sigbt 
Soch  pnwerfiil  beanty  ł  Beauty,  which  tł^  «ye 
Of  Hatred  cannot  look  upon  seouie : 
Which  Envy's  self  contemplates,  and  is  tum*d 
Ere  long  to  tcodemess,  to  infant  smiles, 
Or  tears  of  hnmblest  love.     Is  augbt  so  fair 
In  all  the  dewy  landscapes  of  tbe  Spring, 
The  sommer*s  nooolide  gro^es,  the  purpłe  ęjfi 
At  hanrest-home,  or  in  tł^  frusty  Mooa 


Glittering  on  some  smooth  sea,  is  augbt  so  fair 
As  virtuons  friendship  ?  as  the  honour^d  roof 
Whitber  from  higbest  HeaTen  immortal  Lova 
His  toreb  ethereai  and  bis  golden  bow 
Propitious  brings,  and  there  a  tempłe  holds. 
To  whose  unspotted  8ervice  gladly  towM 
The  social  band  of  parent,  brocher,  cbild, 
With  smiles  and  sweet  discoonse  and  gentle  d^eds 
Adure  his  power  ?  Wbat  gift  of  ricbest  clime 
E*er  drew  such  eager  eycs,  or  prompted  such 
Deep  wishes,  as  tbe  zeal  that  snatcheth  back 
From  Stander's  poisonouk  tooth  a  foe^s  reiiown; 
Or  crosseth  Danger  in  his  lion^walk, 
A  riyaFs  Iife  to  rescue  ?  as  tbe  young 
Atheoian  warrior  sitting  down  in  boods, 
Tbat  his  great  fotber^s  body  might  not  want 
A  peacefbl,  humble  tomb  ?  the  Roman  wife 
Teaching  ber  lord  bow  harmleas  was  the  woiind 
Of  Death,  how  impotent  tbe  tyranfs  ragę, 
Wbo  nothing  morę  could  threaten  to  afflict 
Their  faithiiil  love  ł  Or  is  there  in  the  abyss, 
Is  there,  among  the  adamantioe  spheres 
Wbeeling  unshaken  tbrough  the  boundłess  Toid, 
Aught 'tbat  with  hałf  snch  mąjesty  can  fiU 
The  buman  bosom,  as  wben  Brutus  roae    ' 
Refulgent  from  tbe  stroke  of  Ce8ar's  fetę 
Amid  the  crowd  of  patriots ;  and,  his  arm 
Aloft  extending  like  etemal  Jore 
Wben  gnilt  brings  down  the  thunder,  calfd  aIou4 
On  Tully*8  name,  and  shook  tbe  crimson  sword 
Of  Justice  in  his  rapt  astonishM  eye, 
And  bad  the  fether  of  bis  country  bail, 
For,^lo-!  Xhe  tyrant  prostrate  on  the  dost. 
And  Romę  again  is  free  ?  Thus,  tbrough  the  paths 
Of  bunian  Iife,  in  Tarious  pomp  array'd 
Walks  the  wise  daughter  of  the  judge  of  Heaven, 
Fair  Yirtne;  feom  her  Father*8  throne  supremę 
Sent  down  to  utter  laws,  such  as  on  Earth 
Most  apt  be  knew,  most  powerfiil  to  promote 
The  weal  of  all  bis  works,  tbe  gracious  end 
Of  bis  dread  empire.    And  though  haply  mau^s 
Obscurer  sight,  so  fer  beyond  bimself 
And  tbe  brief  labours  of  his  little  home, 
£xtends  not ;  yet,  by  the  bright  presence  won 
Of  this  divine  instructress,'  to  her  sway 
Pleąs^d  be  assents,  nor  beeds  the  distant  goal 
To  which  her  Toice  conducts  him.    Thus  hath  Ood, 
Still  looking  towanl  his  own  high  purpose,  ilx'd 
The  yirtues  of  his  creatures;  thus  be  rules 
The  parenf 3  fondness  and  tbe  patriofs  zeal ; 
Thus  the  warm  sense  of  honour  and  of  shame; 
Tb#!  vowg  of  gratitude,  the  faith  of  love  ; 
And  all  tbe  comely  intercourse  of  praise, 
Tbe  joy  of  buman  Iife,  tbe  eartbiy  Heaven, 

How  fer  unlike  ihem  must  the  lot  of  guilt 
Be  found !  Or  wbat  terrestrial  woe  can  matcb 
Tbe  seif-convicted  boaom,  which  hath  wionght 
The  bane  of  others  or  en8lav*d  itself 
With  sbackles  vile?  Not  poison,  nor  shaTp  fere. 
Nor  the  worst  pangs  that  ever  monkish  hate 
Suggested,  or  despotic  ragę  imposM, 
Werc  at  that  seaaon  an  unwish^d  exchange : 
Wh«|i  tbe  soul  loaths  herself:  when,  flyingthence 
To  crowds,  on  erery  brow  she  sees  portray*d 
Feli  demons,  hate  or  scom,  which  drire  her  bach 
To  solitiide,  her  judg^s  voicedivine 
To  hear  in  secret,  haply  sounding  tbrough 
Tbe  tronbled  dreams  of  midnight,  and  stili,  stilf 
Demanding  for  his  vio1ated  laws 
Fit  recompcDsef  or  charging  ber  own  tongu« 
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To  speak  the  award  of  Joatiee  od  henelf. 

For  wel]  she  knows  what  fiiithftii  hints  witbm 

Werę  whitper*!!  to  beware  the  Ijing  fomu 

Which  tum'd  ber  footiteps  from  the  aafer  way: 

What  cantioiM  to  suspect  their  pamtcd  drem. 

And  look  with  steady  eyetid  on  their  oni  las, 

Their  frowDS,  their  tearB.  In  Tani.  Thedazzlinght 

Of  Fancy,  and  Opinion'8  eager  ▼oice, 

Too  much  preraiPd.    For  mortals  tread  tha  paMi 

In  which  Opmion  saya  they  follow  good 

Or  fly  from  evil :  aoid  Opinion  gives 

Report  of  good  or  evtl,  as  the  scane 

Was  drawn  by  Fancy,  pieasing  or  dcformM : 

Tbus  her  report  can  never  tfaere  be  true 

Where  Fancy  cheats  the  rotellectoal  eye 

With  giaring  colours  and  distorted  Ihws. 

Is  tbere  a  man  to  whom  the  name  of  deatb 

Brinigs  Terrour^  ghasUy  pageants  coiiŚQr'd  np 

Before  him,  death-bed  groans,  and  danaal  vo«t, 

And  the  firail  soul  phmg'd  head-loog  from  the  biU 

Of  life  and  day-light  down  the  gloomy  air. 

And  miknown  depth,  to  gułft  of  torturing  fire 

Unrisited  by  merey  ?    Tlien  what  haad 

Can  snateh  this  dreamer  fkom  the  ftital  toila 

Wliich  Fancy  and  Opinion  thns  conspire 

To  twine  aroond  his  heart?  or  wbo  snaU  hosh 

Their  clamour,  wben  they  tell  bim  that  to  die^ 

To  risk  those  horraon,  is  a  direr  corsa 

Tban  bMsst  Itfe  can  bring?   Thoogh  lorę  with 

prayers 
Most  tender,  witk  ai&ietion*s  sacred  tears, 
Beseech  his  aid ;  thoagh  gnititode  aad  Hitk 
Coodemn  each  step  which  loiters ;  yet  let  nonę 
Make  anawer  for  hias  that,  if  any  frown 
Of  danger  thwart  his  patb,  he  will  not  stay, 
Content,  and  be  a  wretck  to  be  secare. 
Herę  vice  begina  then :  at  the  gate  of  \H^ 
£re  the  yoong  multitiide  to  diTcrse  roads 
Part,  like  fond  pilgrims  on  ajoamey  unknown, 
Sits  Fancy,  decp  enchantms  $  and  to  each 
With  kind  matemal  looks  presents  her  bowi, 
A  potent  bererage.    Heedless  they  oomply : 
Till  the  whole  soul  tnm  that  mysterious  dranght 
Is  ting'd,  and  erery  tnnsient  thonght  imbibca 
Of  gladness  or  di^gust,  desire  or  Isar, 
One  boase-baed  ocrfoar :  which  not  aU  the  lights 
Of  Science  e^er  shall  change;  not  all  the  storms 
Of  adTerse  Fortane  wash  away,  nor  yet 
The  robę  of  purest  Yirtue  qu]te  conceal. 
Thenoe  on  they  pass,  whera  meelingft«qoentshapes 
Of  Good  and  Etil,  coaning  phantoma  apt 
To  fire  or  freese  the  bseasty  with  them  they  joiB 
In  dangerous  parley ;  Kstraing  oft,  and  oft 
Gazing  with  reekless  passion,  wbite  its  gart) 
The  spectre  heightcns,  and  its  pompoas  tale 
Repeats  with  some  new  eirenmstanae  to  soit 
Tliat  eariy  tindiire  of  the  lia8rer*s  sooL 
And  should  the  gaardiaa,  Reason,  but  Ibr  one 
Short  moment  yMd  to  this  HlusiTe  seene 
His  ear  and  eye,  the  into:ucatiog  chana 
InToWes  him,  till  no  longer  he  diarems, 
Or  oniy  gutdes  to  err.    Then  revel  forth 
A  foriotts  band,  that  spora  him  from  the  throne, 
And  all  is  uproar.    Hcaee  Arabitioo  climbs 
With  sliding  feet  and  hands  impure,  to  grasp 
Those  solemn  tojrs  which  glitter  in  hit  ńew 
On  Fortune^s  rugged  steep:  hence  pale  Rerenge 
Unsheaths  her  murderous  dagger :  Raphie  hence. 
And  enyions  Lost,  by  venal  Fraud  upbome, 
Surmount  the  reirerend  banier  of  the  lawa 


Which  kept  them  ^nm  their  prey :  bence  Jill  tbi 


That  e*er  defiPd  the  Eartli,  and  all  the  plasnes 
That  fbllow  them  for  yengeance,  in  the  guiae 
Of  Honour,  Safety,  Pleasare,  Ease,  or  Pompt 
Stde  first  hito  the  fond  belieWng  miwL 

Yet  not  by  Paney%  witchcraft  on  the  brai& 
Are  always  the  tumaltaons  paasions  dii^eo 
To  gailty  daeds,  nor  Reason  bonad  in  chahw 
That  Vice  akwemay  lord  tt.    Oft,  adoni'd 
With  modey  pageants,  FoHy  moonts  his  throoe. 
And  plays  her  idiot  antics,  like  a  cpieoi. 
A  thousand  gaibs  she  wears ;  a  thousand  wnya 
She  whiris  her  giddy  empire,    ha,  thui  for 
With  bold  adveuture  to  the  Mantnaa  lyre 
I  sing  for  contempktion  link*d  with  lorę 
A  peosiye  theme.    Now  haply  should  my  aoog 
Unbend  that  serious  coontenanee,  and  leam 
Thalia's  tripping  gait,  her  shrill-ton*d  voice, 
Her  wiles  fomiliar :  whether  soom  she  darta 
In  wanton  ambnsh  from  ber  lip  or  eye, 
Or  whether  with  a  sad  disguise  of  care^ 
0'ennMrtling  her  gay  brow,  she  ads  m  sport 
The  deeds  of  Folly,  mid  from  all  sides  roand 
Calls  forth  Impetuoos  Laoghter^s  gay  rdbake  ; 
Her  prorinoe.    But  through  every  oomic  oce— 
To  lead  my  Muse  with  her  light  pencil  ann^d ; 
Through  every  swift  occaskrn  which  the  haiid 
Of  Laughter  points  at,  wlien  the  mirthfal  sting 
Distends  her  labouring  sides  and  chokes  her  tong«e; 
Werę  eodłess  as  to  sonnd  each  grating  nota 
With  whieh  the  rooks,  and  chatteringdawa,  and  grave 
Uowieldy  tnmates  of  the  yiUage  pond, 
The  changing  seasons  of  the  sky  proclaim ; 
San,  clood,  or  shower.     Safilce  it  to  haye  said, 
Where^er  the  power  of  Ridicule  displaye 
Her  quaint-eyM  yisage,  some  incon^moos  foroiy 
Some  stubborn  dissonance  of  things  combm^d, 
Strikes  on  her  quick  perception : ..  whether  pomp, 
Or  praise,  or  beauty  be  dragg*d  in,  and  shown 
Where  sordid  fashions,  where  ignoble  deeds, 
Where  foul  deformity  is  wont  to  dwell ; 
Or  whether  these  with  shrewd  and  wayward  spit« 
Inyade  resplendentpomp^s  imperions  mień, 
The  charms  of  beauty,  nr  the  boast  of  praise. 

Ask  we  for  what  fair  «id  the  Almighty  Sire 
In  mortal  bosoms  stirs  this  gay  contempt, 
These  grateful  pangs  of  langhter ;  fnm  disgnst 
Educing  pleasure }  Wherefore,  bat  to  aid 
Tlie  tardysteps  of  Reason,  and  atonoe 
By  this  pfompt  impulse  urge  us  to  depress 
Wild  Folly's  aims  ?  For  though  the  sober  ligbt 
Of  Thith,  slow  dawning  oa  the  watchftil  mtnd, 
At  length  uafolds,  through  many  a  subtile  Ue, 
How  these  uncouth  diaoi^ers  end  at  last 
In  public  eyil ;  yet  benignant  Heayen, 
Couseious  how  dim  the  dawn  of  tnith  appeaia 
To  thousands,  oooscions  what  a  scanty  pause 
From  laboor  and  from  care  the  wider.lot 
Of  humble  life  affords  for  studioos  thoogfat 
To  scan  the  maae  of  Naturę,  thcrefore  stamp'd 
These  glaring  scenes  with  characters  of  scom, 
As  broad,-  as  obyious  to  the  passing  clown 
As  to  the  letter*d  sage*B  curious  eye. 

But  other  eyils  o*er  the  steps  of  man 
Tbrougfa  all  bis  wdks  impend;  against  whose  might 
The  slender  darts  of  Laughter  noogbt  ayail: 
A  triyial  warfore.    Some,  like  cruel  guards, 
On  Nature^s  eyer^noying  throne  attend; 
With  mischaef  arm*d  for  bim  whoe*er  shall  thwait 
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1%e  pKth  of  ter  iaszomUe  wheeln, 

While  she  panues  tbe  iro«k  that  mint  be  done 

Thiongh  cotma,  eartU,  and  air.    Henee  fVeqaeiit 

Of  woe  ;  tfae  meccbaiit,  with  his  sraalthy  iMirk, 
Bury^d  by  dashing  wsTea ;  the  tniTeiler 
Pierc'd  by  kbe  pointed  Kgbtniog  io  his  baste ; 
And  the  poor  hurtiaiidniaii,  wttb  folded  arms, 
Sttrrryin^  his  losŁ  labours,  and  a  hcap 
Of  blasted  c^baiF  the  prodoct  of  the  field 
Whence  he  CŁpecied  bread.    But  wone  than  these 
1  deem,  £ar  worae^  tfaat^otber  mce  of  iUs 
Which  hnman  kiod  rear  np  mmong  thein8etves; 
That  horrid  oApring  wMch  raisgvr«ni'd  will 
Bears  to  ftmtastic  enotir;  Tices^  crimes, 
Faries  that  cnne  the  Earth,  and  make  the  blonrs, 
The  hcaffieat  blom,  of  NataTe*S  hmoeent  band 
Seem  sport;  whieh  are  iniieed  but  aa  the  care 
Of  a  wise  parent»  who  8olicit8.good  - 
To  alł  her  honae,  though  hapty  at  the  prtce 
Of  tean  aad  firoaraid  waiUi^g^  and-  repioach 
For  some  niitfiinkmg  efaild,  whom  not  the  less 
fts  raother  deatincs  to  be  happy  stilL 

Theae  aoaroes  then  of  pain,  tbis  double  lot 
Of  ew\\  m  the  inheritance  of  man, 
1Łeqiiir'd  for  his  pratection  no  slight  force, 
No  careless  watch.    And  theraftnśe  was  his  breast 
FeucM  rouad  with  passiaos  qaick  to  be  alarniM, 
Or  stubbofB  to  opposo ;  with  fear,  raore  swift 
Than  beacoos  catching  flame  from  bill  to  hitl, 
Where  armies  land;  with  anger,  nncontrolM 
As  the  young  lion  boandHtg  on  his  prey ; 
With  flOROw,  that  locks  op  the  stroggiliig;  heart; 
And  shante,  that  OYereasts  the  droopin^?  oyc 
Ab  with  a  cloud  of  łightniug.    These  tl^e  part 
Pafomi  of  eager  nonitors,  and  goad 
The  sonl  morę  sfaarply  than  with  poiots  of  steei, 
Her  enemtes  to  shim  or  to  renat. 
And  as  those  passions,  that  conrerse  with  good, 
Are  good  tłieinaelyes  ;  as  hope,  and  love,  and  joy, 
Amoo^  the  fairest  and  the  sweetest  boons 
Of  lifey  we  rightly  ooont':  so  these,  which  g^rd 
Agaimt  invadlng  evił,  still  escite 
Some  pain,  some  tomult:  these,  withm  the  mind 
Too  oft  admitted  or  too  kng  retaRi*d, 
Shock  thcir  frail  seat,  and  by  their  nnćusb^d  ragę 
To  8avages  morę  fell  than  Ubya  brceds 
Traasfocm  thenttdns;  till  fanman  thoughtbecomes 
A  gloomy  min,  haont  of  sbapes  onblessM, 
Of  fid^tarmenting  ficnds;  Honour,  Despair, 
ł&tred,  and  wicked  Envy :  fbes  to  all 
The  worfcs  of  Naturę,  and  the  gifts  of  Heatren. 
Bat  whea  throogh  blameless  paths  to  rightcous 


Those  keener  passions  urge  the  awakenM  sou!, 

1  would  not,  as  uogracioas  vio1ence, 

Thdr  sway  describe,  nor  fipom  their  free  career 

Tlie  firikmship  of  pleasure  qaite  exclode. 

For  what  can  render,  to  the  8e1f-approv'd, 

Their  temper  void  of  eomibrt,  thoagh  in  pain  ? 

Who  knowa  not  with  what  nu^esty  divine 

The  forma  of  Thith  and  Jostice  to  the  mind 

Appear,  ennohling  oft  the  sharpest  woe 

Wkh  trinmph  and  rt^oicing  >  Who,  that  bears 

A  hnman  bosom,  hatfa  not  often  felt 

How  dear  are  all  those  ties  which  bind  our  race 

In  gentleness  togethor,  and  how  sweet 

Thor  foree,  let  Fmrtune*s  wayward  band  the  w^ile 

Be  kind  or  cnuA  ?  Ask  tfae  fsithfal  yonth 

Why  the  oold  Qro»  of  her  whom  long  hc  lov'd, 


So  often  filia  his  arros ;  so  often  draws 
His  lonely  fDOtsteps,  silent  and  unseen, 
To  pay  the  moumful  tribute  of  his  ti(«rs  ? 
Oh  !  he  will  tell  thee,  that  the  wealtb  of  worids 
ShouM  ne^er  seduce  his  bosom  to  forego 
Those  sacred  hours  when,  stealing  from  the  noiw 
Of  Care  and  Enry,  sweet  Remembrance  eoothes 
With  VłTtue*s  kindest  kwks  his  aching  breast, 
And  tums  his  tears  to  rapture.    Ask  the  crowd, 
Which  Oies  impatient  from  the  viUage  walk 
To  climb  the  neighbonring  ełii&,  when  far  bf-Iow 
The  8avage  winds  hare  hurl'd  upon  the  coast 
Some  helpless  bark ;  while  holy  Pity  melts 
The  generał  eye,  or  Terrour'8  kj  band 
Smites  thehr  distorted  limbs  and  borrent  hair; 
While  e^ery  mother  closer  to  her  breast 
Cateheth  her  ehild,  and,  pointing  where  the  waves 
Foam  throttgh  the  8hatter'd  Tessel,  shrieks  aloud^ 
As  one  poor  wretch,  who  spreads  his  piteous  arms 
For  snccour,  swallowM  hy  the  roaring  smge, 
As  now  anotber,  dashM  against  the  rock. 
Drops  lifeless  down.    0 1  deemest  thou  indeed 
No  pleasing  influence  hcre  by  Naturę  given 
To  mutual  terrour  and  compassion's  tears  ? 
No  tender  charm  mysterious;  which  attracts 
0*er  all  that  edge  of  pain  the  social  powers 
To  tbis  their  proper  action  and  their  end  ? 
Ask  thy  own  heart;  when,  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Slow  through  that  pensi^e  gloom  thy  pausing  eye, 
Led  by  the  glimmering  taper,  mores  aronnd 
The  reverend  yoluraes  of  the  dcad,  the  songs 
Of  Grecian  bards,  and  records  writ  by  Famę 
For  Grecian  heroes,  where  the  sovran  Power 
Of  Heaven  and  Earth  snnreys  the  immortal  page 
Even  as  a  father  meditating  all 
The  praises  of  his  son,  and  bids  the  rcst 
Of  mankind  therc  the  fairest  model  leam 
Of  their  own  naturę,  and  the  nobłest  deeds 
Which  yet  the  world  hath  seen.     If  then  thy  souł 
Join  in  the  lot  of  those  diviner  men ; 
Say,  when  the  prospcct  darkens  on  thy  vłew; 
When,  snnk  by  many  a  wound,  heroic  states 
Moum  in  the  dust,  and  tremble  at  the  frown    . 
Of  hard  Ambition ;  when  the  gencrous  band 
Of  yonths  who  fought  for  freedom  and  their  sircs 
lie  side  by  side  in  death ;  when  brutal  force 
tJsurps  the  throne  of  Justice,  tums  the  pomp 
Of  goardian  power,  the  mąiesty  of  rule, 
The  sword,  the  laurel,  and  the  purple  robę. 
To  poor  dishonest  pageants,  to  adom 
A  robber's  walk,  and  glitter  in  the  ey«s 
Of  such  as  bow  the  knee;  when  beauteous  worka, 
Rewards  of  Virtue,  sculptur'd  forms  which  defk*d 
With  morę  thart  hnnran  grace  the  warrior^s  Bxch 
Or  patriofs  tomb,  now  victims  to  appease 
Tsrrannic  Envy,  sti^w  the  common  path 
With  awftil  niins;  when  the  Muse^s  heunt, 
The  marble  porch  where  Wlsdom  wont  to  tslk 
With  Socrates  or  TulJy,  hears  no  morę, 
Save  the  hoarse  jargon  of  contentious  monks, 
Or  female  superstition^s  midnight  prayer ; 
When  rathless  haroc  from  the  haudT>f  Time 
Tears  the  destroying  scytbe,  with  surer  stroka 
To  mow  the  monumcnts  of  glory  down; 
Till  Desolation  o'er  the  grass-grown  stroct 
Expand8  her  raven  wings,  and,  from  the  gata 
Where  senates  once  the  weal  of  nations  plann'd, 
Hisseth  the  gliding  snake  through  hoary  weeds, 
That  elasp  the  mouldering  colamn :  thus  when  nU 
The  widejy  moumful  scenę  is  fiz'd  within 
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Tby  throbbing  bomm;  whiea  the  patriot^s  tcar 

Starts  from  tbine  eye,  »nd  tby  eKtended  ana 

In  fkncy  hurls  the  tbunderbolt  of  Jove 

To  fire  the  impious  wreath  on  Philip^s  bn>V| 

Or  dash  Octaviu5  from  the  tropfaied  car ; 

Say,  dothtby  secret  soul  lepine  to  taste 

Tbe  big  distress  ?  or  wooldst  thoii  then  exchaDge 

Those  beart^eunobling  sorrows  for  tbe  lot 

Of  him  who  sits  amid  the  gaudy  berd 

Of  silent  flatterers  bendiug  to  bis  nod. 

And  o^r  them,  like  a  giant,  casts  his  eye. 

And  says  within  himself,  "  I  am  a  king, 

And  wherefore  shmild  the  clamorous  Toioe  of  Woc 

Intrude  upon  minę  ear  ?"    The  dregs  oomipt 

Of  barbarous  ages,  that  Ctrcasan  draught 

Of  servitude  and  folly»  have  not  yet, 

Ble88*d  be  the  etemal  ruler  of  the  world ! 

Yet  have  not  90  dishonourM,  so  deform^d 

The  natiTe  judgment  of  the  human  soal. 

Kor  ao  efiacM  tbe  image  of  her  sira*  • 
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What  tongue  then  may  explain  the  various  fate 
Which  reigi)3  o*er  Earth  ?  or  who  to  mortal  eyQ» 
Itlustrate  this  perplexing  labyrinth 
Of  joy  and  woe  through  which  the  fcct  of  man 
Are  doom*d  to  wander  ?  lliat  etemal  miud 
From  passions,  wants,  and  envy  far  estrang^d, 
Who  built  the  spacions  imiYerse,  and  deckM 
Each  part  so  richly  with  whate'er  pertains 
To  life,  to  health,  to  pleasure;  why  bade  hę 
The  viper  £vil,  creeping  ia,  poUute 
The  goodly  scenę,  and  with  insidious  ragę, 
While  the  poor  inmate  looks  around  and  soiileSf 
Dart  her  fell  sting  with  poison  to  his  soul  ł 
Hard'  is  the  que8tion,  and  from  ancient  dajrs 
Hath  still  oppressM  with  care  tbe  sage*s  thougbt ;  • 
Hath  drawn  forth  accents  from  the  poet*8  lyre 
Too  sad,  too  deeply  plaintive :  nor  did  e*er 
Those  chieis  of  human  kind,  from  whom  the  light 
Of  heayenly  Truth  first  gleamM  on  barbarous  lands, 
Forget  this  dreadful  secret,  when  they  told 
What  wondMus  things  had  to  their  ftivour'd  eyes 
And  ears  on  cloudy  mountain  been  reveard, 
Or  in  deep  cave  by  nymph  or  power  divine» 
PDrtentoos  oft  and  wild.     Yet  one  I  know, 
Could  I  the  speech  of  lawgivers  assome, 
One  old  and  splendid  ta4e  I  would  recońl 
With  which  the  Muse  of  Solon  in  sweet  stralns 
AdoniM  this  theme  profbuud,  and  reader'd  all 
Its  darkness,  all  its  terrouia,  bright  a$  nooc, 
Or  gentle  as  the  golden  star  of  eve. 
Who  knows  not  Solon  ?  last,  and  wjsest  far, 
Of  those  whom  Greecę  triumphant  in  the  beight 
Of  glory,  styPd  ber  fąthers  ?  him  wbose  vuice 
Through  Athens  hu8h*d  the  storm  of  civil  wrath ; 
Taught  enviou8  Want  and  cruel  Wealth  to  join 
In  friendship ;  and,  with  sweet  compulsion,  tam'd 
Minerva*8  eager  pcople  to  his  laws, 
Which  their  own  goddcss  in  his  breast  inspirM  ? 

Twas  now  the  timc  when  his  heroic  task 
'Seem'd  but  perform'd  in  yain:  when  sooth^d  by  years 


Of  flattermg  sernice,  the  ibnd  mvltitadć 

Hung  with  their  sudden  counsels  00  the  bremth 

Of  great  Pisifftratus :  that  chief  renown*d, 

Whom  Hermes  and  the  Idalian  queen  had  trmin'd 

£ven  fram  his  birth  to  eirery  powerful  art 

Of  pleasiog  and  persiiading ;  from  whose  lips 

Flow'd  £lQquence^  which,  like  the  tows  of  love, 

Could  ^teal  away  auspicion  from  tbe  hearts 

Of  all  who  ]jsten'd.    Thus  from  day  to  day 

He  won  tbe  generał  suifrage,  and  beheld 

Each  ńYal  oversha8ow'd  and  depreas^d 

Beneath  his  ampler  state :  yet  oft  complamifl, 

As  one  less  kiiidly  treated,  who  had  hop*d 

To  merit  fiiTour,  but  submits  peffNCa 

To  find  another^  serńces  preferr^d. 

Nor  yet  relaseth  anght  of  ialth  or  zeaL 

Then  taka  were  8t*atter*d  of  bis  eimotts  ibes, 

Of  saares  that  watch'd  his  famę,  of  daggers  aimM 

Against  his  life.    At  last  with  trembling  limba. 

His  hair  diffus*d  and  wild,  his  garments  looee. 

And  stain'd  with  blood  finom  self-infticted  woiioda, 

He  burst  into  the  public  place,  as  tbere, 

There  only,  were  his  refage ;  and  declar^d 

In  broken  words,  with  sighs  of  deep  regrst, 

The  mortal  danger  he  had  scarce  repelVd. 

Fir*d  with  his  tragic  tale,  tbe  indignant  crowrd. 

To  guard  his  steps,  fbrtfawith  a  menial  band, 

Array'd  beneath  his  eye  for  deeds  of  war, 

Decree.    O  still  too  liberał  of  thetr  trust. 

And  oft  betrayM  by  orer-grateful  Igye, 

The  genermis  paoplel  Now  behold  him  fenc'd 

By  mercenary  weapons,  like  a  king, 

Forth  issuing  from  the  city  gate  at  eve 

To  seek  bis  rural  maosion,  aiod  with  pomp 

Orow<)«ng  tb^  public  road.    Tbe  swahi  stopssbort. 

And  sighs:  the  officious  townsDien  stand  ąt  gase^ 

And^  sbrinking,  give  the  sullen  pageant  room. 

Yet  not  the  less  obaeąuions  was  bis  brow; 

Nor  less  profuse  of  courteous  words  his  tongoe, 

Of  gracbus  gifts  his  band ;  the  wbiliby  stealtb, 

Like  a  smali  torrent  fed  with  evening  showers. 

His  train  incieasU    Till,  at  that  fatal  time 

Just  as  the  public  eye,  with  doabt  and  shame 

Startled,  began  to  quation  what  it  aaw, 

Swift  as  the  sound  of  eaithąaakes  rush'd  a  voice 

Through  Athens,  that  Pisistratus  had  filTd 

Tlie  rocky  citadel  with  bostile  anns, 

Had  barr'd  tbe  steep  ascent,  and  sate  within 

Amid  his  hirelings,  meditatmg  death 

To  all  whose  stubbom  necka  his  yoke  refus^d. 

Where  then  waa  Solon  ?  After  ten  long  yean 

Of  abseace,  fuli  of  hastę  from  foreign  shores 

The  sagę,  the  lawgiver,  had  now  arriY^l: 

Arriv'd,  alas !.  to  see  that  Athens,  that 

Fair  tempie  raif^d  by  him  and  sacred  caU'd 

To  liberty  and  Coocord,  now  profan'd 

By  sayage  Hate,  or  sunk  into  a  den 

Of  slares,  whocrouch  beneath  the  master^s  scourge. 

And  deprecate  his  wrath,  and  court  bis  chains. 

Yet  did  not  the  wise  patriot^s  grief  impede 

His  virtuous  will,  nor  was  his  heart  inclin*d 

One  moment  with  such  woman-Iike  distress 

To  view  the  transie^t  storms  of  ćivil  war, 

As  tivBnce  to  yield  his  country  and  her  hopes 

To  all-dev^)uring  bondage»     His  bright  hełm, 

Ey'n  while  the  traiŁor*8  impious  act  is  told, 

He  buckles  on  his  hoary  head :  he  girds 

With  mail  his  stooping  breast:  theiiiield,tbei 

He  snatcheth ;  and  with  swift  indignant  itrides 

The  a«embled  people  sedes :  proelaims  aloud 
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H  was  no  ti&ie  for  counsd :  ia  tfacir  spean 
taj  ail  their  pmdeiice  wnr :  th«  tyrant  yci 
Was  not  ao  flrmly  aeated  od  his  throusy 
Bot  that  one  sbock  of  their  unitrd  lorce 
Woald  daah  him  ftom  tha  sammit  of  bia  pride 
Headkn^  and  groreKng  in  the  dutt    What  elfa 
Gan  re-aaseit  the  lost  Athenian  aame 
So  cbeaply  to  the  langhter  of  the  world 
BetrayM ;  by  guile  beoeath  an  infanta  faith 
&>  mockM  ^md  8Coni'd  i  Away  thea:  Freedom  now 
And  Safety  dwelł  not  but  witk  ftune  in  arina : 
If  ]raeftf  will  show  yoa  wbere  their  aiiaiision  lies, 
And  throagh  the  walka  of  Dat^per  or  of  Death 
Condnct  yoa  to  thenk  Wbile  he  spake,throogh  ail 
Tbeir  crowded  nuiks  his  qaick  sagacioiu  eye 
He  darted  ;  wbere  no  cbeerfol  Toice  was  heard 
Of  aocial  darii^;  no  stretch'd  arm  was  seen    ' 
Haalening  their  common  task :  bnt  pale  mistrttst 
Wrinkled  each  brow :  they  shook  their  beads,  and 

down 
Tbeir  slack  bands  hang:  cold  sighs  and  whisperM 

doabts 
Fcombreath  to  breatb  stole  ronnd.  Tbesagemean 

tune 
Łook'd  apeechless  on,  while  his  big  boaom  heav*d 
Stna^gling  witb  shame  and  aorrow :  till  at  last 
A  tear  broke  forth ;  and,  **  O  immortal  shades, 
O  Tbeseos,"  be  exclaim'd,  •*  O  Godnis,  where, 
Whae  are  ye  now  ł  behold  far  what  ye  toi]'d 
Throogh  life  I  behold  for  whom  ye  cbićise  to  die !'' 
No  morę  he  added;  bot  with  lonely  steps^ 
Weary  and  slow,  his  sil^er  beard  depress'd« 
And  hb  stera  eyes  bent  beedless  on  the  ground, 
Baek  to  his  silent  dwelling  be  repair^d^ 
There  o*er  the  gate,  his  armour,  as  a  maa 
Whooi  imn  the  aenrice  of  the  war  his  chief 
Dismiawth  alter  no  mgkwioas  toil, 
He  fix'd  in  generał  ńew.    One  wishfhl  kMk 
He  aenft,  unconacioas,  toward  the  public  place 
Atparthig:  then  beneath  his  quiet  roof 
Witfaoat  a  word,  without  a  sigh,  retir^d. 

Scarce  had  the  monow^s  San  his  golden  raya 
From  sweet  Hymettos  darted  o*er  the  &nes 
Of  Cecrops  to  the  Salaminikn  sbores, 
Wben,  lo !  on  Sokn^t  threshold  met  the  feei 
Of  fiMir  Athenians  by  the  saine  sad  care 
Gonduded  alt :  than  whom  the  state  behcid 
Nooe  nobler.    First  came  Megacles,  the  son 
Of  great  AicmseoD,  whom  the  Lydian  king, 
The  miłd,  nnbappy  Croesus^  tn  his  dasrs 
Of  gkwy  had. with  oostły  gifts  adornM, 
Fair  Tesiela,  splendid  garments,  tfaictor^d  webs» 
And  beaps  óf  treasur'd  gold  beyond  the  lot 
Of  many  sov'reign9 ;  tbus  reąuiting  well 
That  boaińtable  £svour  wbich  erewhile 
AJcnneon  to  bis  messeagers  had  shown,  , 
Whom  be  with  ofierings  worthy  of  the  god 
Sent  fnm  his  throne  in  Sardis  to  revere 
ApoUo^s  Ddid^ic  shrine.    With  Megacles 
Approach^d  his  son,  wbom  Agarista  borę, 
The  Tirtaoos  cbild  of  Clistbcnes,  whose  band 
Of  firecian  sceptres  the  most  ancient  far 
In  Scyon  sway'd:  bot  greater  famę  he  drew 
Frora  anns  contiord  by  justice;,  iran  the  1ove 
Of  the  wise  Muses,  and  the  unenTied  wreath 
Wbich  giad  Olympia  gaTe.    For  thither  once 
Hiawarlike  steeds  the  bero  led,  and  there 
GoBtended  throagh  the  tumult  of  the  coorse 
With  skyfal  wheels.    Then  Wctor  at  the  goalt, 
"  tha  applaoMs  oC  MjamblCTi  Oraae^i 


High  on  his  car  he  stood  and  wav'd  his  anu. 

Silenca  ensoed !  when  straighŁ  tbe  herald's  Toice 

Was  heard,  inviting  ever^  Greoian  yooth, 

Whom  Clisthenes  content  might  cali  his  son. 

To  Tisit,  ere  twice  thirty  days  were  passM, 

The  towers  of  Sicron.    There  the  chief  decreed, 

Within  the  circiiit  of  the  following  year, 

To  join  at  Hymen*s  altar,  band  in  hand 

With  his  fair  daughter,  him  among  the  guests 

Whom  woithiest  he  shoold  deem.  Forthwith  from  ail 

The  boonds  of  Greece  the  ambittous  wooers  camei 

From  ńch  Hesperea;  from  tbe  lllyrian-shore 

Where  Epidanmus  over  Adria'8  surge 

Łooks  on  the  setting  Sun ;  from  those  brare  tribss 

Chaonian  or  Moloesian  whom  the  race 

Of  great  Achilles  govems,  glorsring  still 

In  Troy  o^erthrown ;  from  rough  .£tolia,  nurse 

Of  men  who  first  ampng  the  Greeks  threw  off 

The  yoke  of  kings,  to  eommerce  and  to  arms 

I>evoted  ;  from  Thessalia^s  fertile  meads, 

Where  flows  Peneus  near  Łhe  lufty  walls 

Of  Cranon  old  ;  from  strong  Eretria,  queen 

Of  ail  Euboean  cities,  who,  sublime 

On  the  steep  margin  of  Eoiipua,  Tiews 

Across  the  tide  the  Marathonian  {dain. 

Not  yet  the  haont  of  Olory.    Athens  too, 

Minenra's  care,  among  ber  graueful  sona 

Found  equal  loverB  for  the  princely  maid : 

Nor  was  proud  Argos  wanting ;  nor  the  domes 

Of  sacred  Elis ;  nor  the  Arcadian  grores 

That  overshade  Alphćus^  echoing  ait  [band 

Some  shepherd^s  song.    Bot  through  the  illustrious 

Was  nonę  who  might  with  Megacles  compare 

In  ail  the  bonours  of  unblemish*d  youth. 

His  was  the  beauteous  bride :  'and  now  their  son 

Young  Clisthenes,  betimes,  at  Solon's  gate 

Stood  anxioii8 ;  leaning  forward  on  the  arm 

Of  his  great  lire,  with  eamest  ey€s,  that  askU 

When  the  slow  hinge  would  turn,  with  restless.feet. 

And  cheeks  now  pale,  now  glowing :  for  his  heart 

Throbb*d,  fuU  of  bursting  passkms,  anger,  grief 

With  scom  embitter^d,  by  the  generous  boy 

Scarce  understood,  but  which,  like  noble  seods, 

Are  destin'd  for  his  country  and  himself, 

In  riper  years  to  bring  forth  fhiits  dirine 

Of  liberty  ^nd  glory.    Neict  appeard 

Two  brave  conąmnions,  whom  one  mother  borę 

To  difier«nt  lords;  but  whom  tbe  better  ties 

Of  firm  esteem  and  friendship  rendered  morę 

Than  brotbers :  first  Miltiades,  who  drew 

From  godlike  iEacus  his  ancient  linę; 

That  ^ctts  wbosc  onimpeach*d.renown 

For  sanctity  and  justice  won  the  lyre 

Of  elder  bards  to  celebrate  him  thron*d 

In  Hades  o*er  the  dead,  where  bis  decrees 

Tłie  guilty  soid  within  the  buming  gatea 

Of  Tartarus  compel,  or  send  tbe  good 

To  inhabit  with  eternal  health  and  peace 

The  vallies  of  Elysium.    From  a  stem 

So  sacred,  ne'er  oould  worthier  scion  spring 

Than  tbis  Miltiades;  whose  aid  erelong 

The  chiefś  of  Thrace,  already  on  tbeir  ways 

Sent  by  the  inspir^d  forekootring  maid  who  sits 

Upon  the  Oełphic  tripod,  sball  implore 

To  wield  their  sceptre,  and  the  niral  wealth 

Of  fniitful  Cbersonesus  to  protect 

With  arms  and  laws.    But,  nothing  careful  now, 

Save  for  h\ś  mjur^d  conntiy,  berę  he  stands 

In  deep  solidtude  with  Cymon  joia'd : 

UnoooMious  both.wbat  aidely  diffinant  lote 
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Await  them,  taught  by  Naturę  as  they  mre 
To  knoir  one  oommon  good,  one  commoa  ilL 
For  Cymon  not  bis  valoar,  not  his  birth 
Deriv'd  from  Codrus,  not  a  thotuaod  gifta 
Dealt  round  him  with  a  wise,  benignant  bandy 
No,  not  the  Olympic  oKve  by  himself 
From  his  own  brow  transferr^d  to  sootb  the 
Of  this  I^sistratuB,  can  long  presenre 
From  the  fell  envy  of  the  tyntnfs  sons. 
And  their  aasaasm  dagirer.     Bot  if  Death 
Obscure  upon  bis  gentle  stępa  atteod,     . 
Yet  Fate  an  ample  recompense  prepareg 
In  his  Tłctorious  son,  that  other  great 
Mltiades,  who  o'er  the  tery  throne 
'f  gtory  shall  with  Time^s  aatiduons  band 
In  adamantine  characten  engrate 
The  name  of  Athens ;  and,  by  fieedom  armM 
'Gainst  the  gigantic  pride  of  Asia*s  king, 
Sball  all  the  achievements  of  the  heroes  old 
Sarmount,  of  Hercules,  of  all  irho  sail'd 
From  Thcssaly  with  Jason,  all  who  iboght 
For  empire  or  lor  famę  at  Thebes  or  Th>y. 

Such  were  the  patriots  who  within  the  poich 
Of  Solon  had  assembled.     But  the  gate 
Now  opens,  and  across  the  ample  ikx>r 
Straight  they  proceed  into  an  open  spare 
Bright  with  tbe  beams  of  mom :  a  rerdant  spot, 
Whet«  stands  a  raral  altar,  pil'd  with  sods 
Cut  ftom  the  grassy  turf,  and  girt  with  wreaths 
Of  branching  palm.    Herę  Solon*B  ąelCthcy  foond 
Clad  in  a  robę  of  purple  pure,  and  deck*d 
With  1eaves  of  olive  on  his  rererend  brow* 
He  bow*d  before  the  altar,  and  o^er  cakes 
Of  harley  from  two  earth^tn  Yessels  poar'd 
Of  honey  and  of  milk  a  plenteous  stream ; 
Calling  meantime  the  Muses  to  accept 
His  simple  ofiering,  by  no  victim  tingM 
With  blood,  nor  sullied  by  destroying  fire, 
But  such  as  for  himself  Apollo  cJaims 
In  his  own  Delos,  where  his  favonrite  haunt 
Is  thence  the  Altar  of  the  Pious  nam'^ 
Unśeen  the  guests  drew  near,  and  silent  Tiew^d 
That  worship ;  till  the  bero  priest  his  eye 
Tuni*d  toward  a  seat  on  which  prepar^d  there  lay 
A  brancłt  of  laurel.    Then  his  friends  oonfess'd 
Before  him  stood.    Backward  his  step  be  drew, 
As  loth  that  care  or  tumult  should  approach 
Those  early  rites  divine :  but  soon  their  looks, 
So  anxious,  and  their  hands,  beld  forth  with  snch 
Desponding  gestare,  bring  bim  on  perlbrce 
To  spcak  to  their  affliction.    "  Are  ye  come," 
He  cried,  *'  to  moum  with  me  this  oommon  shame  ? 
Or  ask  ye  some  new  efibrt  which  may  break 
Our  fetters  ?  Know  then,  of  the  public  cause 
Not  for  yon  traitor^s  cunning  or  his  might 
Do  I  despair:  nor  could  I  wish  from  Jove 
Aught  dearer,  tban  at  this  late  hour  of  Ufe, 
As  once  by  iaws,  so  now  by  strenuous  arms, 
From  impious  Tiolation  to  assert 
The  rigtits  onr  fhthers  left  ns.    Bnt,  alas ! 
What  arms  ?  or  who  sball  wteld  them  ?  Ye  beheld 
The  Athenian  people.    Many  bitter  days 
Must  pass,  and  many  wounds  from  cruel  pride 
Be  felt,  ere  jret  their  paitial  hearts  find  room 
For  just  resentmęnt,  or  their  hands  endure 
To  smite  this  tyrant  brood,  so  near  to  all 
Their  hopes,  so  oft  admir'd,  so  long  belov'd. 
That  time  will  come,  however.    Be  it  yonrs 
To  watch  its  fair  approach,  and  arge  it  on 
With  hoMt  pradenoe :  me  it  ill  bcfaemą 


Again  to  soppUcaAe  the  immUhig  oi^md, 

To  resciM  from  a  vile  daoaivgr1s  bold 

That  envied  power  which  once  with  eager  zcad 

They  offer*d  to  myself ;  nor  can  I  phinge 

In  counsałs  deep  and  vańous,  nor  prcfwre 

For  distant  wars,  thus  faakering  as  I  tread 

On  life's  last  verge,  cre  kog  to  join  the  dindes 

Of  Minos  and  Łycurgos.    Bnt  behold 

What  caief  emplo]^  me  now.    My  vdwb  I  pajr 

To  the  sweet  Moses,  teachers  of  my  youth, 

And  solące  of  my  age.     If  ńgbt  I  deem 

Of  the  stilł  Toice  that  whtspers  at  my  heart, 

The  immortal  sisters  have  not  quite  witbdrawn 

Their  old  hannonions  influence.    Let  your  tongnc* 

With  sacred  siłence  iatour  what  I  speak, 

And  hapTy  shall  my  laithful  lips  be  tanght 

To  nnibld  celestial  coonseb,  which  may  arm 

As  with  impenetnibid  steel  your  breasts 

For  the  long  strife  before  yon,  and  repel 

The  darts  of  adtcrse  Fate.**   He  said,  and  soatrb'd 

The  łaurel  boagh,  and  sate  in  silenoe  down, 

Fix*d,  wrappM  in  solemn  musing,  fuU  before 

The  Sun,  who  now  from  all  his  radiant  orb 

Drote  the  grey  clouds,  and  pour*d  his  genial  light 

Upon  the  breast  of  Solon.     Solon  reis'd 

Aloft  the  leafy  rod,  and  thus  began. 

"  Ye  beauteous  offspring  of  Olympian  Jotc 
And  Memory  diyine,  Pierian  maida,  / 

Hear  me,  propitions.     In  tbe  mom  of  life» 
Wfaen  hope  sfaone  bright,  and  all  the prospoet  snui*d. 
To  ]rour  seąnester^d  mansion  oft  my  steps 
Were  tum'd,  O  Muses,  and  within  your  gale 
My  affisrings  paid.   Ye  tanght  me  then  with  straii* 
Of  flowtng  harmony  to  soften  War^ 
Dire  Toice,  or  in  tatr  cokrars,  that  might  cham 
The  pubUc  ejre,  to  clothe  tbe  form  anstere 
Of  Civil  CounseL    Now  my  foeble  age 
Neglected,  and  soppicnted  of  the  hope 
On  which  it  1ean*d,  yet  sinks  not,  but  to  jou^ 
To  your  mifd  wisdom  flies,  refnge  belov'd 
Of  solitnde  and  sileoce.    Ye  can  teach 
Tlie  YiskniB  of  my  bed  whate*er  the  goda 
In  the  rude  ages  of  the  worid  inspir^d, 
Or  the  first  heroes  aeted :  ye  can  make 
The  moming  light  morę  gtadaome  to  my  sensę, 
Tban  ever  it  appear'd  to  aotiTe  yonth 
Pursuing  careless  pleasuret  ye  can  gire 
To  this  long  leisnre,  tbese  uiheeded  houif, 
A  laboor  as  snblime,  as  when  the  sona 
Of  Athens  thioog^d  and  speechlen  nmnd  me  stood 
To  hear  pronoone'd  for  all  their  futurę  deeds 
The  boonds  of  ligfat  and  wrong.    Cdcstial  powers, 
I  foel  that  ye  are  near  me :  and  behold. 
To  meet  your  energy  dirine,  I  bring 
A  high  and  sacred  theme;  not  less  tban  tboaę 
Which  to  the  etemał  custody  of  Famę 
Your  lips  entnisted,  when  of  old  3re  deign'd 
With  Orpheos  or  with  Homer  to  freąueot 
The  groves  of  Hsmus  or  the  Cbian  shore. 

"  Ye  know,  haimomous  maids,  (for  what  of  all 
My  YaiłouB  IHe  was  e^er  from  yon  estrang*d ?) 
Oft  hath  my  solitary  song  to  yon 
RereaPd  that  dnteous  pride  which  tuni'd  my  stępa 
To  willing  ezile ;  eamest  to  witfadraw 
From  Ekiry  and  the  disappomted  thirst 
Of  Luere,  lest  the  bold  fiuniliar  strifo, 
Which  in  the  eye  of  Athens  they  upbeld 
Against  ber  legMator,  should  impair 
With  trivial  doobt  the  rererence  of  his  lawiu 
I  To  Egypt  tfaerefore  through  the  Agean  isles 
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My  coiAie  I  «lee»'d,  aiid  by  tiie  tnnts  of  Nile 

D«^  in  Canopus.    Tbeoce  the  hmUow'd  domet 

Of  Sals,  aod  the  ritcs  to  bis  paid, 

I  aooght,  and  in  her  tempie^  silent  ooarts, 

Tbrough  maay  chan^iiig  mooni,  attentire  heard 

The  Tencnible  Sonchis^  while  hii  tongoe 

At  mora  or  midnight  the  deep  story  toid 

Of  her  wbo  rcprcients  whate^er  has  been, 

Or  is,  OT  sball  be ;  whoie  myrterioiis  veil 

No  morta!  band  beth  ever  yet  feinov'd. 

By  him  exhorted,  fouthwaid  to  the  walis 

Of  On  I  p8fi6'd,  the  city  of  the  Sun, 

Tbe  ever-yoathful  god.    Twas  there  amid 

Hk  priests  and  sages,  wbo  tbe  liTe-long  night 

Watch  tbe  dread  niovements  of  tbe  stany  spbere, 

Or  wbo  in  wondrous  frbles  half  discloae 

Tbe  secreta-of -tbe  elements,  'twas  there 

Thal  great  Pienophis  taught  my  raptnr*d  ears 

The  fióne  of  old  Atlantis,  of  ber  chida. 

And  her  pnie  lawa,  tbe  fint  wbich  Earth  obe3r'd. 

Deep  in  my  boeom  rank  the  noble  tale; 

And  often,  wbik  I  liatenM,  did  my  mind 

ForeteH  wiCh  what  ddigfat  ber  own  free  lyra 

Sbould  tometime  for  an  Attie  aodience  raiM 

Anew  <l»t  lofty  ioene,  and  from  their  tombe 

Cali  forth  tbose  andent  demigods  to  tpeak 

^  JnetioB  and  tbe  bidden  Prondence 

Thal  walk  among  mankind.    But  yet  meantime 

Tbe  myatie  pom|»  of  Amman*fl  gkMmy  sona 

Became  le»  plea^ng.    With  contempt  I  gaz'd 

On  tbat  tamę  garb  and  tboie  nmrarying  pathf 

To  wbich  fbe  dkmble  jroke  of  king  and  priest 

Had  cramp^d  the  rallen  race.   At  last,  with  hymns 

Inmkńag  our  own  Pallas  and  the  gods 

Of  cheerfal  Greece^  a  glad  &reweU  I  gare 

To  Egypt,  and  beftlre  the  Bouthera  wind 

Spread  my  fuH'  saib.  What  climes  I  then  tnrvey'd, 

What  fbr^mes  1  cnooonter^d  m  the  reahn 

Of  Oraesos  or  npon  the  Cyprian  shore, 

The  Miaoe,  wbo  prompts  my  bosom,  doth  not  now 

Coneent  tbat  I  rereal.    But  wben  at  łength 

Ten  times  tbe  Son  retoming  from  the  louth 

Had  stiowM  with  fknrers  the  Terdant  Earth  and  fiird 

Tbe  giores  with  masie,  pleas*d  I  then  beheld 

Tbe  term  of  tbose  łong  erroms  drawing  nigh. 

Nor  yet,  I  said,  will  I  sit  down  within 

Tbe  walls  of  Atbens,  till  my  feet  ba^e  trod 

Tbe  Ck«tan  soil,  bare  pierc*d  those  reverend  hawits 

Wheoee  Ław  and  Civil  Conoord  issaed  Torth 

As  {nm  their  ancient  borne,  and  stili  to  Greece 

Their  wisest,  loftiest  disciplroe  proclaim. 

Straigbt  where  Aronisas,  mart  of  wealthy  ships, 

AppeaiB  beneatb  &mM  Cnossus  and  ber  towers 

like  the  fiiir  handmaid  of  a  stately  qneen, 

1  cbeckM  my  prow,  and  thence  with  eager  steps 

Tbe  city  of  Minos  entcr^d.    O  ye  gods, 

Wbo  taogfat  tbe  leaden  of  the  stmpler  dme 

By  written  words  to  curb  the  nntoward  will 

Of  mortais,  how  within  tbat  geaerous  isle 

Hare  ye  the  triumpbs  of  yotir  power  displayed 

M onlficcat !  lliose  splendid  merchants,  lońls 

Of  traiBe  and  the  sea,  with  what  delight 

I  saw  them  at  their  poblic  meal,  like  sons 

Of  tbe  same  lioasebold,*joro  the  plainer  sort* 

Wbose  weaHh  was  oniy  freedom !  whence  to  these 

Vile  £nry,  aod  to  those  iantastic  Pride, 

Afike,was  strange ;  bot  noble  Concord  stiil 

Cberidi'd  tbe  strei^th  iratam^d,  the  rustic  fsith, 

Of  their  fiist  fathers.    Then  tbe%rowing  race^ 

H«w  piesińiig  to  bebold  then  in  tbeir  icbools^ 


Their  sports,  their  labours,  erer  plac^d  witlui^ 
O  shade  of  Minos,  thy  controlling  eye ! 
Herę  was  a  docile  band  in  tuneful  tones 
Tliy  laws  pronoanciog,  or  with  lofty  hymna 
Praising  the  bounteous  gods,  or,  to  preserve 
Their  countr3r's  beroes  from  obiiviou8  night, 
Resounding  what  the  Muse  łnspir'd  of  old  ; 
There,  on  the  rerge  of  manhocŃl,  others  met, 
In  heary  armour  tbrough  the  heats  of  nooa 
To  march,  the  mgged  mountains  heigh.t  to  climb 
With  measor'd  swtfkness,  from  tbe  hard-bent  bow 
To  send  resistless  arrows  to  their  mark, 
Or  for  the  famę  of  prowess  to  contend, 
Now  wrestling,  now  with  fists  and  staves  oppos*d» 
Now  with  the  biting  falchion,  and  the  fence 
Of  brazea  shietds ;  wbile  still  tbe  warbling  flute 
Presided  o'er  tbe  combat,  breathing  strains 
Grave,  solemn,  soft;  acd  changing  headlong  spite 
To  thooghtful  reaoltttion  cool  aod  elear. 
Sach  I  beheld. tbose  islanders  renownM, 
So  tntor*d  from  their  birlh  to  meet  in  war 
Each  bold  in^ader,  and  in  peace  to  giiard 
Tbat  liring  flame  of  revereoce  for  tbeir  laws 
Which,  nor  the  storms  of  fortunę,  nor  the  flood 
.  ^Of  foreign  wealtb  difins*d  o*er  all  the  land, 
Gould  quench  or  slacken.    First  of  human  names 
In  eveTy  Cretan's  beart  was  Minos  still ; 
And  bolteat  far,  of  what  the  Syn  surreys 
Tbrough  bis  whole  oourse,  were  those  primeval  seats 
Which  with  religious  footsteps  he  had  taught 
Their  sires  to  approach ;  the  wild  Dictasan  cave 
Where  Jove  was  bom ;  the  erer-Terdant  meads 
Of  Ida,  and  the  spacious  grotto,  where    - 
His  actiye  youth  he  pass'd,  and  where  his  threne 
Yet  stands  mysterious ;  whither  Minos  came 
Eadi  ninth  retnming  year,  the  king  of  gods 
And  mortals  there  m  secret  to  consult 
On  justice,  and  the  tables  of  his  law 
To  inscribe  anew.    Oft  also  with  like  seal 
Great  Rheals  mansion  from  tbe  Cnossian  gates 
Men  Yisiti  nor  less  oft  tbe  antique  fane 
Built  on  tbat  sacred  spot,  aloog  tbe  banks 
Of  shady  llieron,  where  benignant  JoTe 
And  his  mąjjestic  coosort  jotn'd  their  hands 
And  spoke  their  miptial  vow8.    Alas !  'twas  there 
That  the  dire  fome  of  Athens  snnk  in  bonds 
I  fint  receiv'd  ;  what  time  an  annual  feast 
Had  summonM  all  the  genial  country  round. 
By  saeriflce  and  pomp  to  bring  to  mind 
'liiatfirst  great  spoosal ;  while  the  enamour'dyootbs 
And  yiigins,  with  the  priest  before  the  shrine, 
Observe  the  same  pure  ritual,  and  inToke 
The  same  glad  omens.    Tbcre,  among  the  crowd 
Of  strangers  from  those  naval  cities  drnwn 
Which  deck,  like  gems,  tbe  island'8  northem  sbore, 
A  merchant  of  ^gina  I  describ'd,  ^ 

My  ancient  host.     But,  forward  as  I  sprung 
To  meet  him,  he,  with-dark  dejected  brow, 
Stopp*d  balf-ayerse ;  and,  '  O  Athenian  guest,* 
He  said,  *  art  thou  in  Crete ;  these  joyful  rites 
Partaking?  Know  thy  laws  are  blotted  out: 
Thy  country  kneels  before  a  tyrant^s  throne.' 
He  added  names  of  men,  with  hostile  deeds 
Disastrous ;  which  obscure  and  indistinct 
I  heard  :  for,  while  he  spake,  my  beart  grew  cold 
And  my  eyes  dim ;  the  altars  aiid  their  train 
No  morę  were  present  to  me :  how  T  iaT'd, 
Or  whither  tum'd,  .1  know  not ;  nor  recal! 
Aught  of  those  moments  other  than  tbe  seosę 
Of  one  i^bo  straggloi  in  oppressif  e  sleep^ 
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And,  from.the  toils  of  some  distressful  dream 
To  break  away,  with  palpitating  heart, 
Weak  limba,  and  teinpl«ss  bathM  in  death-like  dew, 
Makes  many  a  painful  effort.     When  at  last 
The  San  and  Natare'8  face  again  appeai^d, 
Not  far  I  fbund  me ;  where  Łhe  public  path, 
Winding  through  cyjiress  groves  and  swelling  meads, 
From  Cnossas  to  the  care  of  Jove  aaeends. 
Heedless  I  ibIlowM  on ;  till  soon  the  skirts 
Of  Tda  Tose  befbre  me,  and  the  rault 
Wide-openmg  piercM  tl^e  robuntain^s  rocky  tide. 
Entering  within  the  thresbold,  on  the  groand 
I  flung  me,  sad,  faint,  o^erwom  with  toil." 
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Oks  efTort  morę,  one  cbeerful  sally  morę, 
Oor  destin^d  course  will  finish.    And  in  peace 
TKen  for  an  offering  sacred  to  the  powers 
Who  lent  us  gracipiu  guidaoce,  we  will  then 
Inscribe  a  monument  GriTdeathless  praise, 
O  my  adventuroQ8  song.     With  tteady  speed 
Long  hast  thou,  on  an  untńed  ^oyage  bound, 
Saird  between  Earth  and  Heaven:  baat  now  snr- 

Tey*d, 
StretchM  out  beneath  thee,  all  the  mazy  tracts 
Of  Passioa  and  Opinion ;  like  a  waste 
Of  sands  and  flowery  lawns  and  tangling  wooda, 
Where  mortals  nMim  bewilderM :  and  haat  now 
EKoltingfloar^d  among  tfae  worlda  abov«, 
Or  boYer^d  near  the  etemai  gates  of  Heayen, 
If  haply  the  discourses  of  tbe  goda, 
A  curious,  but  an  nnpresuming  guest, 
Thou  might*st  partake,  and  carry  back  iome  straiu 
Of  diTine  wisdom,  lawful  to  repeat. 
And  apt  to  be  conceiv*d  of  man  beknr. 
A  different  task  remaina;  the  secret  patfas 
Of  early  genius  to  explore :  to  tracę 
Tbose  haunts  where  Fancy  her  predestin^d  sona, 
Like  to  the  demigods  of  old,  doth  nurae 
Remote  from  eyea  ptolane.    Ye  happy  souis 
Who  now  her  tender  discipline  obey, 
Where  dwell  ye  ?  What  wild  li^er^s  bńnk  at  eve 
Imprint  your  stępa  ?  Whatsolemn  grores  at  noon 
Use  ye  to  risit,  often  breaking  forth 
In  raptuse  'mid  your  dilatory  walk, 
Or  musing,  as  m  slamber,  on  the  green  ? 
— Would  I  again  were  with  you !  ---O  ye  dałeś 
Of  Tyne,  and  ye  most  ancient  woodlands ;  where, 
Oft  as  the  giant  flood  obliąoely  strides. 
And  his  banks  open,  and  his  lawns  eatend, 
Stops  short  the  pleased  traveller  to  ^iew 
Presiding  o'er  the  scenę  some  rostic  tower 
Foanded  by  Norman  or  by  Saxon  hands : 
O.ye  Northumbrian  shades,  which  OTeriook 
Tbe  rocky  pavementand  the  mossyfalls 
Of  solitary  Wensbeck's  limpid  stream  ; 
Hofw  gladly  I  recall  your  well-known  seata 
Bekiv'd  of  old,  and  tbat  delightfal  time 
Wbea  all  al^nei  for  ouiDy  a  sumner'8  day. 
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T  wanderM  through  yoor  ^Im  rpcesses,  ted 
In  silence  by  some  powerfal  hand  unseen. 

Nor  will  I  e'er  forget  you<    Nor  shall  e'er 
The  graver  tasks  of  manhood,  or  the  adTice 
Of  yulgar  wisdóm,  move  me  to  disclaim 
Those  studies  which  possess^d  me  in  the  dawn 
Of  life,  and  fix'd  the  coloor  of  my  mind 
For  every  fnture  year  i  whenee  cven  now 
From  sleep'  I  rescue  tbe  clęar  boors  of  mom. 
And,  while  the  worid  around  łiea  overwhelm'd 
In  idle  darkness,  am  alire  to  thoughts  y 
Of  honourable  famę,  of  tnith  diTine 
Or  morał,  and  of  minds  to  virtue 
By  the  sweet  magie  of  harmonioo^erse , 
The  themes  which  now  expect  us/  For  thas  fai^ 
On  generał  babits,  and  on  arts  wnch  grow 
Spontaneous  in  the  minds  cf  all  mankinci, 
Hatb  dweit  oor  argument ;  and  how  sclf-tawglit, 
Though  seldom  conscioos  of  their  own  employ, 
In  Nature*s  or  in  Fortune's  changefol  scenę 
Men  learn  to  judge  of  beauty,  and  aoqaire 
Those  forms  set  up,  as  idols  iń  the  sool 
For  loTe  and  zealous  praise.    Yet  indisttnct, 
In  Tulgar  bosoms,  and  unnotic^d  lie 
These  pleasing  stores,  unless  the  casual  (broe 
Of  things  esternal  prompt  the  heedleas  mind 
J  To  recognize  her  wcalth.     But  some  there  are 
I  -  ConaciottS  of  naturę,  and  the  nile  whicb  man 
!  |0*er  naturę  holds:  some  who^  within  themselTea 
1  iRetiriog  AuND  the  triTial  scenes  of  chance 
^  And  moraentary  passion,  can  at  will 
Cali  up  tliese  fair  eaemplan  of  the  mind ; 
Review  their  features ;  sean  the  seoret  laws 
Which  bind  thcm  to  each  other :  and  display 
By  forms,  or  aounds,  or  oolours,  to  the  sense 
Qf  all  the  world  their  latent  charms  display  i 
Bren  aa  tn  Natnre's  frame  (if  auch  a  wńd, 
If  such  a  wottł,  so  bold,  may  from  the  lipa 
Of  man  proceed)  as  in  thts  ontward  iirame 
Of  things,  the  Great  Artificer  portrays 
His  own  immense  idea.    Yarious  names 
These  among  mortals  bear,  aa  Tarious  signs 
Tbey  use,  aod  by  pecuHar  oirgans  speak 
To  human  sense.    There  are  who  by  the  fliglit 
pf  air  through  tubes  with  movnig  stops  distiac^ 
by  extended'chords  in  measure  taught 
'o  yibrato,  can  assemble  powerful  sounds 
•ressing  every  temper  of  the  mind 
f'nMn  every  cauae,  and  charming  all  the  soal 
fWith  passion  yoid  of  care.    Others  mcan  tknę 
rThe  rugged  mass  of  metal,  wood,  or  stooe, 
Patiently  taming;  or  with  easier  band 
iDescńbing  lines,  and  with  morę  ample  seope 
Unitiog  colours ;  can  to  generał  sight 
Produoe  those  permanent  and  perfect  forms, 
Those  characters  of  heroes  and  of  gods, 
Which  from  the  cnade  materials  of  the  world 
Their  own  high  minds  ereated.    But  the  chief 
Areppets;  eloquent  men^  who  dwell  ob  Baith 
iTfcDthe  whate'er  the  soul  admires  ar  Iotcs 
With  language  and  with  numbers.    Hence  to  these 
A  field  is  openM  wide  as  Natufe*s  aphera; 
Nay,  wider :  rańous  as  the  sudden  aols 
Of  hudian  wit,  and  rast  as  the  demands 
Of  bumau  will.    The  bard  nor  length,  nor  łsCfHh^ 
Nor  place,  nor  form  coqtrols.    To  eyes^  to  ean, 
7'o  every  organ  of  the  copious  mind, 
He  offerath  all  its  tnsasures.    Him  the  houn, 
The  seasons  him  obey :  and  changeful  Time 
Seęs  him  at  will  keep  meaiuie  widi  his  fli|^V 
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JUwiU  oatstrip  it    To  enhance  his  toil, 
He  fammoneth  from  the  attermost  estent 
Of  thingi  which  Ood  hath  taugbt  him,  every  form 
Amdliar,  erery  ponrer ;  and  all  beside 
Bsclndes  imperioos.     His  pferailing  band 
I  Givea»  to  corporeal  essence,  life  and  sense 
And  every  stately  function  of  the  sout. 
The  soul  Hself  to  him  obseąukms  lies, 
like  matter^s  paasiye  heap ;  and  as  be  wills« 
To  reasoo  and  aflfectkm  he  assigns 
Their  jnat  alliances,  theirsjust  degrees : 
Whenee  his  peculiar  hooonrs;  whence  the  race 
Of  men  who  people  his  delightful  world, 
Mea  gtonaiiie  and  according  to  themsekes, 
ThuBcend  as  &r  the  uncertain  sons  of  Edrth, 
As  Earth  itseif  to  his  delightfol  worid 
The  palm  of  spotless  beauty  doth  resign. 


«w. 


>v«  •*« 


ODES  ON  SEVERAL  SUBJECm 

IM  TWO  B0OK9. 


<300K  THE  nRST. 
ODE  L 

Ow  yooder  Terdant  biiloc  laid, 

"Wbóc  oaks  and  elras,  a  fnendly  shade^ 

0'erlook  the  fiitting  stream,  , 

O  master  of  the  Latin  lyre,  ł.  .f 

Ji  wfaiJe  with  thee  will  I  retire 

Ttook  summer^  noootide  beain* 

And,  1o  1  within  my  londy  bower, 

The  indostrions  bee  from  many  a  flowef 

CoUects  ber  balmy  deirs: 
*■  For  me,"  sbe  singą,  '*  the  gems  are  bohii 
for  me  their  stlken  n/be  adom, 

Iheir  liagrant  brealh  diAue." 

fl*eet  mnrmurer !  may  no  mde  storoi 
Ihis  bospitable  acene  delbrm. 

Nor  check  thy  giadsome  toils  | 
StiU  may  the  bnds  nosnllied  spring, 
SliQ  showers  and  sansbine  court  thy  wing 

To  then  amhroaial  ^khIs. 

Nor  Bha&  my  Mnse  hereafter  fiul 
Her  fellow-Iaboiirer  thee  to  hail ; 

Aad  In^y  be  the  strains ! 
Bor  bng  ago  did  Naturę  frame 
Yoar  seasooB  aad  your  arts  the  same^ 

Yoor  pleasnres  and  your  pains. 

like  thee^  m  knrly,  syiran  scenes, 
On  irrer-banks  and  flowery  greens 

My  Moae  delighted  playn  ; 
Nor  throogfa  the  detert  or  the  air, 
Tboogh  swans  or  eagles  trinmph  there, 

With  fond  ualbilm  ftrayi. 
VQLXIY. 


Nor  where  the  bąding  raTen  chanCs, 
Nor  near  the  owPs  unhallowed  haunts 

Will  sbe  ber  oares  employ ; 
But  flies  from  ruins  and  from  tombs, 
From  Superetition^s  horrid  gloomsy 

To  day-light  and  to  joy. 

Nor  will  sbe  tempt  the  barren  waste ; 
Nor  deigns  the  lurking  strength  ta  tastć 

Of  ahy  nonous  thing ; 
But  leaves  with  scx»ni  to  £nvy*s  nse 
The  insipid  nightshade^s  banefiil  juice^ 

The  uettle^s  soidid  sting. 

From  all  whieh  Naturę  fidrest  knows, 
The  vema]  blooms,  the  summer  roae^ 

She  draws  ber  Mameless  wealth ; 
And,  when  the  generous  task  is  doa% 
Sbe  consecrates  a  double  boon. 

To  pleasure  and  to  healtb. 


.1^ 


I.- 


ODE  TL    No.  I. 

^OR  THE  WINTER  BOLSTICE. 
SEC.  11.  M.I>CC.XŁ'. 

Now  to  the  utmost  southem  gosl 

The  Sun  bas  tracM  his  annual  way 
And  backward  now  prepares  to  roU, 

And  bless  the  North  with  earlier  day. 
Prone  on  Potosi^s  lofty  brow, 
Floods  of  sublimer  splendour  flow, 

Rłpeniog  the  latent  seeds  of  gold^ 
Whilst,  panting  in  the  lonely  sbade^ 
The  afflicted  Indian  bides  his  head. 

Nor  dares  the  blaze  of  noon  behold. 

But  lo  1  on  this  deserted  coast, 

How  faint  the  light !  how  chill  the  air  * 
Ło !  arm*d  with  whirlwind,  hail,  and  fiost, 

Fierce  Winter  desolates  the  year. 

The  fields  resign  their  cheerfiil  bloom  ; 

No  morę  the  breezes  breathe  perfume  i 

No  morę  the  warbling  waters  roli : 
Deserts  of  snów  ftitigue  the  eye ; 
Successi^e  tempests  bloat  the  sky. 

And  gloomy  damps  oppress  the  soul. 


But  let  my  droopmg  genius  rise, 

And  hail  the  Sun*8  remotest  ray : 
Now,  now  be  climbs  the  northem  sides, 

To  morrow  nearer  tban  to  day. 
Hien,  louder  howl  the  stormy  waste^ 
Be  sand  and  ocean  worse  defac'd, 

Yet  brighter  hours  are  on  the  wmg, 
And  Fancy,  througfa  ttie  wintery  gloom, 
Radiant  with  dews  and  flowers  in  bloon^ 

Already  hails  the  emerging  Spring* 

O  fonntain  of  the  golden  day, 
Gould  mortal  vows  but  urge  thy  speed, 

How  soon,  before  the  vemal  ray, 
Shottld  each  unkindly  damp  recede ! 

■  This  Ode  was  afterwards  entirely  altered ;  as 
may  be  seen  in  the  following  poem.    Tbe  reader 
will  not  be  diipleased  to  see  it  as  jt  was  originaily 
wntten.    H, 
H 
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How  900Q  eacłi  tempesŁ  hoveńng  fly, 
That  noir,  fermenting,  loads  the  sky, 

Prompt  un  our  heads  to  bunt  emain, 
To  rend  the  ibrest  from  the  steep, 
And,  thnndering  o'er  the  Baltic'deep, 

To  'whelin  the  merchaufs  hopes  of  gain  ! 

But  let  not  inan's  imperfect  Yieirs, 

Presume  to  tax  wise  Nature^s  laws : 
Tis  his  with  silent  joy  to  uae 

The  indulgence  of  the  sorereign  cause ; 
5^cure  that, from  the  whole  of  tbings 
Beauty  and  good  consummate  springs, 

Beyond  what  he  can  reach  to  know, 
And  that  the  ProTJdence  of  H^ven 
Has  some  peculiar  blessing  given 

To  each  alłotted  gtate  below. 

Ev'a  now  how  sweet  the  winteiy  aight 

Spcnt  wtth  the  old  illustrious  dead : 
Whilc,  by' the  taper^s  trembling  light, 

I  seem  the  a^ful  coiirse  to  tread ; 
Where  chieiś  and  legislatora  Ile, 
Whose  trimnphs  inove  before  my  eyc, 

With  every  laurel  fresh  display*d  : 
While,  charmMi  I  rove  io  classic  song, 
Or  bend  to  Freedom^s  fearle&i  toogue, 

Or  walk  the  academic  shade. 


OT      •    ' 


No.  II. 

OM  TlIE  WINTER  SOLStlCB. 

M.DCC.XŁ. 


The  radiant  ruler  of  the  year 

At  length  his  wintery  ^oal  attains; 
.Seems  to  reverse  the  long  career, 

And  northward  bend  his  steady  reins. 
Now',  piercing  half  Potosi^s  hcight, 
Prone  rush  the  fiery  floods  of  ligbt 

Ripeniog  the  mountain^s  słlver  stores : 
^Hiile  in  somc  caveru*s  horrid  shade, 
The  panting  Indian  hides  his  head. 

And  oft  the  approach  of  eve  implores. 

But  lo,  on  this  deserted  coast 

How  pale  the  Sun !  how  thick  the  air  * 
Mustering  his  sŁorms,  a  sordid  host, 

Lo,  Winter  desolates  the  year : 
The  fields  resign  their  latest  bloom ; 
^o  morę  the  breezes  waft  pcrfiime. 

No  morę  the  streams  in  musie  roli : 
But  snows  fali  dark,  or  rains  resound ; 
And,  while  great  Naturę  moums  around, 

Her  grie&  infecŁ  the  human  soul. 

Hence  the  loud  city*s  busy  throngs 

Urge  the  warm  bowl  and  splendid  fire  ; 
Harmonious  dances,  festive  songs 

Against  the  spiteful  Heaven  conspire : 
Meantime,  perhaps,  with  tender  fears 
$ome  rillage-^ame  the  curfew  hears, 

While  round  the  hearth  her  children  play  i 
At  mom  their  fatbcr  went  abroad ; 
The  Moon  b  sunk,  and  deep  the  road  ; 

She  słgbs,  and  wonders  at  his  stay* 


i 


But  thou,  my  lyre,  awaVe,  ariiie,  , 

And  hail  the  Sun^s  retuming  foroe ; 
£ven  now  he  climbs  the  northem  skies. 

And  Health,  and  Hope  attend  his  course. 
Then  loader  howl  the  aerial  wąsie. 
Be  Earth  with  keener  cold  embrac'd, 

Yet  gentle  Hours  advance  their  wing  ; 
And  Fancy,  mocking  Winter^s  might, 
With  flowers  and  dews  and  streaming  ligh£ 

Already  decks  the  new-bom  Spring. 

O  fountam  of  the  golden  day, 

G>uld  moital  yows  promote  thy  speed* 
How  soon  before  thy  vemal  lay 

Sliou}d  each  unkindly  damp  recede ! 
How  soon  each  hoTering/tempest  fly, 
Whose  stores  for  mischief  arm  the  sky, 

Prompt  on  our  heads  to  burst  amain. 
To  rend  the  forest  from  the  stecp, 
Or,  thondering  o'er  the  Baltic  deep. 

To  Vhelm  the  merchanfi  hopes  of  gain  ! 

But  let  not  man's  uneąual  viewB 

Presume  o'er  Naturę  and  her  laws: 
*Tis  his  with  grateful  joy  to  use 

The  in^ulgence  of  the  sovran  cause ; 
Sccure  that  health  and  beauty  springs 
Throngh  this  majcstic  irame  of  things, 

Beyond  what  he  can  reach  to  know ; 
And  that  IIeaven's  all-subduing  will, 
With  good  the  progeny  of  ill, 

Attempereth  every  state  below. 

How  pleasing  wears  the  wintery  night^ 

Spent  with  the  old  illustrious  dead ! 
While,  by  the  taper's  trembling  light, 

I  seem  those  awful  scenes  to  tread 
Wliere  chiefs  or  legislators  lie,  ' 
Whose  triumphs  move  before  my  eye 

In  arms  and  antique  pomp  array*d  ; 
While  now  I  taste  the  looian  song, 
Now  bend  to  Plato's  godlike  tongue 

Resounding  through  the  olire  shadc. 

But  should  some  chcerful,  equal  frieiid 

Bid  ]eave  the  studious  page  a  whilt;. 
Let  Mirth  oo  Wisdom  then  attend. 

And  social  Ease  on  leamed  Toil. 
Then  while/'at  Love*s  uncarefiil  sbrin^ 
Each  dictates  to  the  god  of  winę 

Her  name,  whom  all  his  hopes  obey, 
Wliat  flattering  dreams  each  bosom  wam^ 
While  abseuce,  heightening  every  cham^ 

Inrokes  the  slow  retuming  May ! 

May,  thou  delight  of  Heaven  and  Earth,  . 

When  will  thy  genial  star  arise  ? 
The  auspicious  mora,  which  gires  thee  birt^ 

Shall  bring  Eudora  to  my  eyes. 
Within  her  sylvan  haunt  behold, 
As  in  the  happy  garden  old, 

She  moves  like  that  prłmeval  fairt 
Thither,  ye  silver-soundiug  lyres, 
Ye  tender  smiles,  ye  chaste  desires, 

Fond  hope  and  mutual  faith,  repaiiw 

And  if  beliering  Love  can  read 

His  better  omens  in  her  eye, 
Then  shall  my  fears,  O  charming  maii^ 

Apd  eTery  paio  of  abseace  die  i 
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Thoi  shall  1117  jocund  harp,  attunM 
To  tfay  tnie  emr,  with  sweeter  sound 

Pannę  the  finee  Horatian  song : 
Ołd  lyne  aball  Usteo  to  my  tale, 
iiiid  Echo  down  the  bordering  yale 

Ule  liq«iid  melody  pioloag. 


ODE  HL 

TO  A  FRIBNO, 


^ 


umoocnsFUŁ  im  łovi 


laiBao,  my  Pbndria,  if  to  find      ^ 
That  wealth  can  female  wishes  gai  o, 

Had  e^er  diatoibM  your  iboughtftil  mindL 
Or  oost  one  serious  momenfs  pain, 

I  slioald  have  said  that  aU  the  rules, 

You  leani'd  of  moralists  and  8cbooia» 
Werę  Yery  usdeny  Tery  yain. 

Yet  I  perbaps  mistalce  the  case — 

Say,  though  wHb  this  heroic  air, 
like  ooe  that  hotds  a  nobter  chase, 

You  tiy  the  tender  km  to  bear, 
Does  not  your  heait  renounoe  3roar  toogne  I 
Seems  not  my  censare  strang^ly  wrong 

To  coont  it  sucb  a  dight  afibir  ? 

Wheii  HespergiMi  the  shaded  sky, 
Oft  as  yoQ  seek  the  well-known  gnive^ 

Methmks  I  see  yoa  cast  yoar  eye 
Bach  to  the  morning  sceoea  of  ]ove : 

Bach  pleaang  word  you  beard  her  say, 

Bor  gestie  look,  her  graoeful  way, 
A^m  your  itruggliimp  fancy  mora 

thea  tell  me,  is  your  aoul  entire  ? 

Boes  Wisdom  cahnly  hołd  her  thraoe  i 
Tlwa  cao  you  qoestk»  each  desire, 

Bid  this  remain,  and  that  begone  ? 
No  tear  half-startmg  from  your  eye  ? 
No  kbidliDg  blush  you  know  not  why  f 

No  liealing  aigfa,  nor  stifled  groan } 

Avay  with  this  unmanly  mood ! 

S«  wbere  the  hoary  churl  appeart, 
Wbose  band  hath  seiz'd  the  faroorite  goo4 

Wluch  you  reserT'd  for  happier  years: 
WtuIe,  side  by  tide,  the  bloshing  maid 
SbfinlB  fram  hia  visage,  half  afitud, 

SpHe  of  the  sicfcly  joy  she  wean. 

Ye  goardian  powen  of  love  and  iame, 
Iluś  chaste,  barmonioas  panr  behołd  ; 

Aad  thos  reward  the  generous  flame 
Of  all  who  barter  tows  for  gold. 

O  Uoom  of  youth,  O  tender  charmg 

Weil  bnried  in  a  dotard'8  arms  I 
O  eq[oal  price  of  beauty  sold ! 

Gesse  then  to  gazę  with  looks  of  1ove : 

Bid  ber  adieu,  the  yenal  fair : 
Uaworthy  she  your  bliss  to  proye ;' 

Then  wherelbre  sfaould  she  pTove  your  cara  ? 
Ko:  lay  your  myrtlegarlsuod  down; 
Aad  kt  a  whłle  the  wilkow^s  crown 

With  luckier  oo^enp  li^nd  your  bair. 


O  just  e8cap*d  the  faithless  main, 
Though  driyen  uDwilling  on  the  land ; 

To  guide  your  fayourM  steps  again, 
Behold  your  better  geaias  stand: 

Where  Truth  reyohres  her  page  diyine, 

Where  Yirtue  leads  to  Honour^s  sbrine, 
Behold,  he  lifts  his  awful  band. 

Fix  bot  on  these  your  ruling  aim. 
And  Time,  the  sire  of  manly  Care, 

Will  Fancy's  dazzling  coloun  tamę, 
A  soberer  dress  will  Beaatjr  wear : 

Then  shall  Esteem,  by  Knowledge  led, 

Enthrone  within  your  heart  and  head 
Some  happier  loye,  some  truer  faiar 


ODE  IV. 


ĄPFBCTED  INDIFFEREBnCE. 
TO  THE  SAMB. 

Yes,  you  contemn  the  peijnr^d  maid, 
Who  all  your  fayourite  hopes  betrayM  r 
Kor,  though  her  heart  should  borne  return, 
Her  tuneful  tongue  its  falsehood  moum, 
Her  winning  eyes  your  faith  implore, 
Woald  you  her  hand  receive  again, 
At  once  dissemble  your  disdain, 
Or  listen  to  the  syren**  theme, 
Or  stoop  to  loye :  sińce  now  esteem. 
And  oonfidence,  and  frtendship,  is  no  mat^ 

Yet  tell  me,  Phaedria,  tell  me  why, 
When,  summoning  your  pride,  you  try 
To  meet  her  looks  with  cool  neglect, 
Or  cross  her  walk  with  slight  respect, 
(For  so  is  ialsehood  best  repaid) 
Whence  do  your  cheeks  indignaut  glow  ? 
Why  is  your  struggling  tongue  so  9I0W  ? 
What  roeans  that  darkness  on  your  brow    . 
As  if  with  alL  her  broken  yow 
You  meant  the  ikir  apostatę  to  upbraid  f 


ODE  V. 


r 


/ 


▲OAIN8T  SCS^ICION. 


Oh  fly !  'tis  dire  Su8picion's  mień ; 
And,  meditating  plagues  unseen, 
The  soroeress  hither  bends ; 
Behold  her  torch  in  gali  imbrued : 
Behold-^her  gannent  drops  with  blood 
.    Of  loyers  and  of  friends. 

Fly  far !  already  in  your  eyes 
I  see  a  pale  sufhision  rise ; 

And  soon  through  eyery  ye!n, 
Soon  will  her  secret  yenom  spread. 
And  all  your  heart,  and  all  your  head^ 

Imbibe  the  potent  stain. 

Then  many  a  demon  will  she  raise 

To  vex  your  sleep,  to  baunt  your  ways ; 

While  gleams  of  lost  delight 
Raise  the  dark  tempest  of  the  brain, 
M  lightuing  shines  across  the  main 

Tbiough  whiriwinds  and  through  night. 


loe 

No  morę  can  CiJtb  or  candour  moTe ; 
But  each  ingenuous  deed  of  love, 

Which  reaflon  would  appłaud, 
Now,  smiling  o'er  ber  dark  distress, 
Pancy  malignant  strives  to  dnaf 

Like  Injury  and  Fraud. 

'Farewell  to  Yirtue^s  peaceful  times : 
Soon  will  jroii  stoop  to  act  the  crimet 

Which  thu8  you  stoop  to  fear : 
truilt  follows  guilt :  and  wbere  the  trajn 
Begins  with  wrongs  of  such  a  stain, 

What  hoiToun  form  the  rear ! 

"His  thas  to  work  ber  balefal  power, 
ISuspicion  waits  the  sulien  hour 

Of  fretfulness  and  strife, 
"^IHien  care  the  infirmer  bosom  wrings, 
Or  Eonis  waves  his  murky  wioga 

To  damp  the  seata  of  Ule. 

But  come,  forsake  the  sccne  unb^ess*dy 
Wbich  iirst  beheld  your  faithful  breasl 

To  ^croondless  fears  a  prey : 
Come,  where  with  my  prevailing  l3rre 
The  sktes,  the  streams,  tbe  groves  conspire 

To  charm  your  doubts  away. 

ThronM  in  the  Sun'8  descending  car^ 
What  power  unseen  difliiseth  far 

>  This  tendemens  of  mind  ? 
What  genius  smiles  on  yonder  Aood  ? 
What  god,  in  wbispers  from  tbe  wood, 
Bids  every  thought  be  kind  ? 

O  thou,  whate*er  thy  awftil  name, 
Who&e  wisdom  our  untoward  frame 

With  sooial  łove  restratns ; 
Thon,  who  by  fair  Affect]on*s  tieą 
Giv'st  U8  to  double  all  onr  joys, 

And  half  disarm  otir  pains^ 

JjEt  univer8a1  candonr  sŁill, 

Clear  as  yon  heaTon-reflecting  rill^ 

Prescnre  my  open  mind ; 
Nor  thij  nor  tbat  man's  cmoked  tray^ 
One  sordid  doubt  withiti  me  raise 

To  injure  buman  kind. 


AK£N6ID£'S  POEMS. 


ODE  ^^. 


Y 


>«A 


HYMN  TO  CHEBRPUŁNESI. 

How  thick  tbe  shades  of  evening  cloee  I 
How  pale  the  sky  with  weight  of  bdows  I 
Hastę,  light  the  tapers,  urge  the  fire^ 
And  bid  the  joyless  day  retira. 
— Ałas !  in  yain.I  try  within 
To  brighten  the  dcjected  acene, 
Wbile  roosM  by  grief  these  fiery  paloA 
Tear  the  firail  texture  of  my  vein«  j 
Whfle  Winter*8  Toice,  tbat  storms  around^ 
And  yon  deep  death-bell^s  groaning  sound 
Itenew  my  mind*8  oppressiye  gloopi, 
Tdl  starting  horrour  shakes  tbe  room. 

Is  there  in  Naturę  no  kind  power 
To  aooth  Afflictioą's  louely  hour } 
To  błunt  the  edge  of  dire  Disease, 
Ańd  teacb  these  wintery  shades  to  pleaae> 


Come,  Cbeerfuhiess,  triumpliaiiŁ  «»», 
Shine  through  the  hovering  cloud  of  care : 
O  sweet  of  language,  mild  of  mieo, 
O  Yirtue^s  fnend  and  Plea8are'8  gMorni 
Assuage  the  flames  tbat  bum  my  brea^ 
Gompose  my  jarring  thougbts  to  lest; 
And  while  thy  gracious  gifb  I  feel. 
My  song  shall  all  thy  praise  reveaL 

As  once  ('twas  in  Astnea's  reign) 
The  Temal  powere  renewM  their  treii^ 
U  happen'd  tbat  immortal  LoTe 
^as  ranging  through  the  spheres  aborc^ 
And  downward  hither  cast  bis  eye 
The  year's  retiiming  pomp  to  wpff 
He  saw  the  radiant  god  of  day, 
Waft  in  bis  car  the  foey  May } 
The  fragrant  Aifs  and  genial  Houn 
Werę  shedding  roand  him  dews  and  flowcwii 
Belbre  his  wheels  Auraim  passM, 
And  Hesper's  golden  lamp  was  last. 
But,  fairest  of  tbe  blooming  throng, 
Wben  Health  majestic  moF*d  akatg* 
Delighted  to  survey  below 
The  joys  which  from  ber  prosencc  Bow» 
While  Earth  enliven'd  heais  ber  voice. 
And  swains,  and  flocks,  and  fidds  ngoicei 
Then  mighty  Lorę  ber  cbaimt  ooiife8B'd, 
And  so(m  bis  vow8  iaolin'd  ber  breast. 
And,  known  from  tbat  anspioious  rnorn* 
Thee,  pleasing  Cheerfolness,  was  bom. 

Thon,  Chcerfulness,  by  Heaven  designU 
To  sway  the  morementa  of  the  mind, 
Whaterer  finetful  poasion  springs, 
Whaterer  way  ward  fortunę  bringa 
To  disarrange  tbe  p^wer  within, 
And  strain  the  musical  machinę; 
Thou,  goddesa,  thy  attempering  band 
Doth  each  disoonłant  string  cnmmand, 
Refines  the  soft,  and  swells  the  strong  ^ 
And,  joining  Natoie^s  generał  tong, 
Through  many  a  Yarying  tona  uofołdą 
The  harmony  of  human  soułs. 

Fair  guardian  of  domestic  Uh, 
Kind  banisher  of  bomebred  strt^ 
Nor  sulien  lip^  nor  tauntiog  eye, 
Deforms  the  scenę  where  thou  ari  by  ą 
No  Słckening  bosband  damns  the  hour 
Which  boumi  his  jóys  to  fBfnale  power; 
No  pining  mother  weeps  the  cares 
Which  parents  waste  on  tbanUeai  beiit  i 
The  officioua  daugbters  pŁeas'd  attoid  ; 
The  brotber  adda  the  name  of  fnend: 
By  thee  with  flowors  tbair  boaid  iacrQ«rn'4f 
With  songs  from  theę  their  waiks  reaoond^ 
And  mom  with  welcome  Instre  shines, 
And  eTening  unper6eiT'd  deelinefc 

Is  there  a  youth,  whose  aasoni  benrt 
Labours  with  loYe^s  unpitied  smart  ? 
Though  now  he  stray  by  rills  and  btwwM% 
And  weeping  waste  ihe  knely  hooiaf 
Or  if  the  nymph  ber  audienea  doigi^ 
Debase  the  story  of  bis  pain 
With  slaTisb  looks,  discolóurM  eye% 
And  accents  faltering  into  ligbs ; 
Yet  thou,  anspicious  power,  with  eaia. 
Canst  yield  him  happier  arts  to  pleaa% 
Inform  his  mień  witii  manlier  chann^ 
Instruct  his  tongne  with  noble 
With  morę  commanding  paasic 
I  And  teacb  the  dignily  ołlovab 
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Fricnd  to  the  Mme  and  sil  ber  trahi, 
For  tfaee  I  coart  the  Mme  again : 
łba  Muae  lor  tfaee  owy  well  exert 
Her  pomp,  her  channS)  her  ibndest  art, 
Wlio  owea  to  thee  tfaat  pleasing  sway 
Wbidi  Euth  and  peopled  Hearen  obey« 
Łet  Melancholy's  plaintiTe  toogoe  ' 
Repeat  what  later  bards  ba^e  sung) 
Bot  thine  was  Homer^a  andeot  might, 
And  thtne  victorioufl  PiDdar's4ight : 
Tky  band  each  Lesbian  wreath  attir'd : 
Hiy  lip  Siciltan  rceds  iiiBpir*d: 
Thy  spirit  lent  the  glad  perftime 
Whenee  yet  tbe  flowen  of  Teos  bloom  $ 
Whcnce  Tet  from  'nbar*8  sabine  Tale 
Delicioos  blows  tbe  enKyening  gale, 
While  Horace  calh  tby  tporthre  cbołr,-^ 
Beroes  and  nymphs,  around  bis  lyfew 

Bat  aee  where  yonder  pensire  sagę 
(A  prey  perfaaps  to  Fortiine's  ragę, 
Ferbaps  by  tender  griefii  opprefls^d, 
Or  blooma  congeniaJ  to  bis  breast) 
Betires  in  desert  scenet  to  direll. 
And  bids  the  joyleas  world  farewelL 
Akne  be  treads  tbe  aatumnal  sbade^ 
Alooe  beneath  tbe  immntain  laid 
He  sees  tbe  nigbtly  damps  aseend 
And  gatbering  storms  aloft  impend ; 
He  bean  the  neighbouiing  surges  rolt,^ 
Aod  raging  tbnnders  shake  the  pole: 
Tben,  stmck  by  erery  object  round, 
Aad  stinm*d  by  every  bonrid  sound, 
He  asks  a  clue  far  Naliire*s  ways ; 
Bot  evil  haunts  him  tbroogb  tbe  masę: 
He  sees  ten  tbousand  demons  rise 
Tó  wii»]d  the  empire  of  the  skies. 
And  Chance  and  Fate  assume  the  rod, 
And  Malke  b)ot  the  throne  of  God. 
— O  thoo,  wbose  pleasing  power  I  sing^ 
Thy  lenient  influence  hither  bring ; 
C4)aipoBe  the  storm,  dispel  the  gloom, 
HU  Naturę  wear  her  wooted  bloom, 
TiO  fields  and  shades  their  sweets  eśbale. 
And  mosic  swell  each  opening  gale : 
Thcn  o^er  his  breast  thy  softness  pour. 
And  let  him  leam  tbe  timely  hoor 
To  tracę  the  worid*s  benignant  laws, 
Aad  judge  of  that  presiding  cause, 
Wbo  foonds  on  discord  Bekutsr^s  reign, 
Oanrerts  to  pleasnre  e^ery  pain, 
Sobdues  each  hostile  form  to  rest. 
And  bids  the  nnirerse  be  blessM. 

O  tbon  wbose  pleasing  power  I  sing^ 
if  rigbt  I  touch  Ae  roti^e  string, 
lfeq|ual  praise  I  yiehl  thy  name, 
StiU  govem  thoo  tby  poet's  flame : 
Still  with  the  Mose  my  bosom  sbaie, 
Aad  sooth  to  peace  intrading  Care. 
Bot  most  exert  thy  pleasing  power 
Ob  Firiendship's  oonsecrated  hoor; 
Aad  wblle  my  Sophron  points  tbe  road 
To  godlike  Wisdom*8  calm  abode, 
Or  wann  in  Freedom*s  ancient  cause 
l^aeeth  the  aouroe  of  A]bioo*8  laws, 
Add  tbon  o'er  all  the  generous  toil 
The  figbt  of  tby  nncłooded  smile. 
•Bat,  if  by  Fortnne^ś  stubbom  sway, 
^rom  him  and  Friendship  tom  away, 

1  conrt  tbe  Mu8e*8  bealing  spell 

For  griefr  tbat  itill  with  absenoe  dwellu 


Do  thoo  conduct  my  fancy*8  dreams 
To  soch  indnlgent  placid  tberoes, 
As  jost  the  struggling  breast  maj^  checry 
And  juat  suspend  the  starting  tear, 
Yet  leare  tbat  8acred  sense  of  woe 
Wbich  nooe  but  friends  and  loTers  know. 


ODE  VIL 


^>'" 


ON  THS  U8E  OF  POETRT. 

Not  ibr  themselTes  did  hnman  kind 
ContriTe  tbe  parts  by  Hea^en  assiguM 

On  life^s  wide  scenę  to  play  : 
Not  Scipio'8  force,  nor  Cesar^s  sktll 
Can  oonquer  01ory*s  arduous  htU, 

If  Fortune  close  tbe  way. 

Yet  still  tbe  self- jepending  son1» 
Though  last  and  least  in  Fortune^s  loll, 

•His  proper  Bphcre  commands; 
And  knows  what  Natura's  seal  bestowM^ 
And  sees,  before  the  throne  of  God, 

Tbe  rank  in  whicb  he  stands. 

Who  trainM  by  laws  tbe  futurę  age^ 
Wbo  rescued  nations  ^m  tbe  lage 

Of  partial,  factious  power. 
My  heart  with  distant  homagc  views^ 
Content  if  thou,  celestial  Muse, 

Didst  rule  my  natal  hour. 

Not  fer  beneath  the  heroda  feet^ 
Nor  finom  the  legislator*8  seat 

Stands  far  remote  the  bard* 
Though  not  with  public  terroun  eioiim*d^ 
Yet  wider  shall  his  mle  be  foand» 

Morę  lasting  his  award. 

ŁycurguB  fashioa*d  Sparta's  famę,  ' 
And  Pompey  to  the  Roman  name 

Gave  universal  sway : 
Wbere  are  tbey  ? — Homer^s  reverend  page 
Holds  empire  to  the  thirtietb  age, 

And  toogues  and  climes  obey* 

And  thus  when  Wil1iam'8  acts  diYiae 
No  longer  shall  from  Bourbon*s  lina 

Draw  one  vindictive  tow  ; 
When  Sidney  shall  with  Cato  rest. 
And  Russel  move  the  patriofk  breasl 
•    No  morę  than  Brytos  now : 

Yet  then  sikali  Shakspeare^s  powerful  art 
0*er  every  passion,  erery  heart, 

Confirm  bis  awful  throne : 
Tyrants  shall  bow  belbre  bis  laws; 
And  Freedom'8,  Glory^s,  Virtue*8  causea 

Their  dread  assertor  own. 


ODE  VIII. 
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FiUiBwtŁŁ  to  Lejrden^s  lonely  boond, 
The  Belgian  Moae^s  sobdl  seat ; 

Wbere,  d^ing  frugal  gifb  aronod 
To  all  ti»  faTOoritei  at  her  feet« 
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Sbc  traing  the  body's  bulky  frame 
For  passive,  penevering  toiłs ;    ' 
Aml  lest,  from  any  prouder  aim, 
The  daring  mind  should  scorn  |ier  homely  spoik, 
Shc  brcathes  maternal  ibgs  to  damp  its  restiess  flame. 

Farewell  tlie  grave,  pacific  air, 

Where  nerer  mountain  zephyr  blew : 
The  marshy  IevelB  lank  and  bare,  ^ 

Which  Pan,  which  Ceres  neyer  knewi 
11ie  Naiads,  witb  obscene  attire, 

Urging  in  vain  their  umB  to^ow ; 
Mliile  rouad  them  cbant  the  croking  choir. 
And  haply  soothe  some  lover*8  pnident  woe, 
Or  prompt  some  reatire  bard,  and  modulate  his  lyre. 

,  Farewell,  ye  nymphs,  whom  sober  care  of  gain 
Snatch'd  in  your  cradles  from  the  god  of 
love :  > 

Sbe  renderM  all  his  boosted  arrows  Tain ; 
And  all  his  gifts  dtd  be  in  spite  remore. 
Ye  too,  the  slow-eyM  fathers  of  the  land, 
Witb  whom  dominion  steals  from  band  to  band, 
Unown*d,  undignify'd  by  public  choice, 
I  go  wbere  liberty  to  all  is  k^own, 
And  tells  a  monarch  on  his  throne, 
He  reigns  not  but  by  her  prcserYing  ?oioe.  - 

II. 

my  ]ov*d  Englapd,  when  witb  thee 
Shall  I  sit  down,  to pait  no  morę? 
Far  from  this  pale,  discolour^d  sea,  >^ 
That  sleeps  upon  tbe  reedy  sbore,  \ 
,      When  shall  I  plougb  thy^azure  tide  ? 
When  on  thy  hills  the  flocks  admire, 
like  mountain  snows ;  till  down  their  side 
^I  tracę  the  yillage  and  the  sacred  8pire»      [yide. 
'^liilc  bowers  and  copses  green  the  golden  slope  di- 


I 


.  Ye  nymphB,  who  guard  the  patfaless  grotę, 
Ye  blue^y^d  sisters  of  the  streams, 
/   Witb  whom  I  wont  at  mom  to  rovc, 

With  whom  at  noon  I  talk'd  in  dreams : 
O!  take  me  to  your  baunts  again, 

The  rocky  spring,  the  greenwood  glade ; 
To  g^ide  my  lonely  footsteps  deign, 
To  prompt  my  slumbers  in  the  murmuringshade, 
And  soothe  my  Yacant  ear  witb  many  an  airy  strain. 

And  thou,  my  faitbfnl  harp,  no  longer  moura 
Thy  drooping  master*8  inauspicious  band: 

Now  brighter  skies  and  fresber  gales  return, 
Now  &rer  maids  thy  melody  demand. 

Daughters  of  Albion,  listen  to  my  lyre ! 

0  PhcBbus,  guardian  of  the  Aonian  choir,  ^ 
W^hy  sounds  not  minę  barmonious  as  thy  own, 

When  all  the  virgin  deities  above 

With  Yenus  aud  witb  Juno  move 
In  concert  round  the  Olympian  fathers'  throne  ? 

III. 

Theo  too,  protcctress  of  my  lays, 

Elate  with  whosc  roajestic  cali 
Above  degenerate  Latium^s  praise, 

Above  the  slayish  boast  of  Gaul, 

1  dare  from  impious  thrones  reclaim. 

And  wanton  Sloth*s  ignoble  charms, 
The  honours  of  a  poft's  name 
To  Somcrs^  counsels,  or  to  Hampden*s  arms, 
Thee,  Freedom,  I  rejom,  andbless  thy  genuime  flame 


Oreat  citizen  of  A]bk« !  thee 
Heroic  valour  still  attends, 
And  useful  Science,  pleasM  to  tee 

How  Art  her  studious  toil  estends, 
Wliile  Truth,  diffhsing  from  om  high 

A  lustre  unconfin'd  as  day, 
Fills  and  commands  the  pubńc  eye; 
Till,  pierc*d  and  sinking  by  ber  powerfbl  ray. 
Tamę  Faith  and  monkish  Awe,  like  nightly  de» 
mons,  fly^ 

Hence  the  wbole  land  tbe  pstriofs  aidonr  sbans, 

Hence  dread  Religion  dwells  with  social  Joy ) 
And  boly  passions  and  unsulUed  cares, 

In  youth,  in  age,  domestic  iife  employ. 
O  fair  Britannią,  bail ! — ^With  partial  We 
The  tribes  of  men  their  native  seats  appiwe, 

Unjust  and  hoetile  to  each  foreign  fime : 

But  when  for  generous  minds  and  manly  laws 

A  nation  holda  her  prime  applause, 

Hidr  public  ^eal  shall  all  repróof  diadaim. 


: 


ODE  DC 
TO    CCRIO*. 

lf.DCC3^IT. 

lViRicB  hath  tbe  spring  bebeUL  thy  fiided  famę 
Sbce  I  ezulting  graspM  the  tunelul  sfaell : 

Eager  througb  endless  years  tosound  thy  name^ 
Proud  that  my  memory  with  thiąe  should  d  welL 

How  hast  thou  stain*d  tbe  splendoar  of  my  chcMce! 

Those  godlike  fbrms  which  bo^er^d  roand  thy 
▼oice, 

Laws,  freedom,  glory,  whither  are  tbey  flown  ? 

What  can  I  now  of  thee  to  time  report, 

Save  thy  fond  country  madę  thy  impious  sport, 
Her  fortunę  ^md  her  hope  the  yictims  of  tby  own  ? 

There  are,  with  eyes  unmorM,  and  reckless  heait» 
Who  saw  thee  from  thy  summit  £aU  thus  Iow, 
Who  deemM  thy  arm  eztended  but  to  dart 
The  public  vengeance  on  thy  private  foe. 
But,  spite  of  CTery  gloss  of  envioas  minds, 
Hie  owl-ey'd  race  whom  Yirtue^s  lustre  blinds, 
'Who  sagely  prove  that  each  raan  batk  his  pńce, 
I  still  believ*d  thy  aim  from  blemish  free, 
I  yet,  even  yet,  believe  it,  spite  of  tliee 
And  all  thy  JMiinted  pleas  to  greatness  and  to  vice. 

"  Thou  didst  not  dream  of  liberty  decay'd. 
Kor  wisb  to  make  her  guardian  laws  morę 

But  the  rash  many,  first  by  thee  misled,    [stiuog-s 
Borę  thee  at  length  unwiUingly  along." 

Rise  from  jrour  sad  abodes,  ye  curst  of  old. 

For  ftiith  deserted  or  for  cities  sold, 

Own  here  one  untry^d,  unexampled,  deed  ; 

One  mystery  of  shame  from  Curio,  leam. 

To  beg  the  infamy  be  did  not  eam,       '  [meed. 
And  scape  in  Ouilfs  disgUise  from  Virtue's  offer^d 

For  saw  we  not  that  dangerous  power  avo(w*d  « 
Whom  Freedom  oft  hath  found  her  mortal  bane, 

Whom  public  Wisdom  ever  strove  to  exclude. 
And  but  with  blushes  suifereth  in  her  train  ? 

Gomiption  vaunted  ber  bewitching  spoils, 

0'er  court,  o*er  senate,  spread  in  pomp  ber  toik, 

'  Seę  the  Epistle  to  Curio. 


ODES  ON  SEYERAL  SUBJECTS.    BOOK  I. 


103 


And  calPd  henelf  the  state^s  directinf;  soul : 
Till  Cano^  like  a  guod  ma^cian,  tryM 
With  Bioąuence  and  Rea«on  at  his  side,      [trbl. 
By  stROgth  of  hoiier  speils  the  enchantress  to  con- 

SooD  with  thy  conntiy'!!  hope  thy  famę  estends; 

The  leacued  mefchantoft  thy  words  resounds: 
Tliee  and  thy  cause  the  rural  hearth  defends ; 

His  bcnrl  to  tłi«e  the  gratefu)  sailor  crowiw : 
Tlie  leanfd  reclasey  with  awful  zeai  who  read 
Of  Grecian  heroefl,  Roman  patriots  dead, 
Now  with  like  awe  doth  Umg  merit  scan : 
Whfle  he,  whom  Tirtue  in  his  hlest  retreat 
Bade  aocial  ease  and  pablic  passions  meet, 
Iscendi  the  oiTil  seene,  ąnd  knows  to  be  a  man. 

M  leogth  ńi  view  the  glbriods  end  appeai^d : 

We  saw  thy  spirit  thrOng^h  the  senate  reign; 
And  FreedoinV  firiends  thy  instant  omen  heard 
Of  lawB  for  which  tbeir  iathen  bied  in  vain. 
Wak'd  in  the  atriie  the  pubiic  Genins  rasę 
Morę  keen,  morę  ardent  firom  his  long  lepose : 
Beep  thiottgh  her  bonnds  the  dty  felt  his  cali: 
Each  crowded  hanntwasstiir^d  beneath  his  power. 
And  mnrmuring  chalłeng^d  the  deciding  faoar 
Of  tbat  too  Tasi  event,  the  hope  and  dread  of  alL 

O,  ye  good  powers!  who  lock  on  hnman  ktnd, 
Instract  the  mighty  moments  as  they  roli ; 
And  watch  the  fleetiag  shapes  m  Ciińo's  mind, 

And  stoer  his  pasaons  steady  to  the  goaL 
O  Alfred,  lather  of  the  English  name, 
O  valiant  Edwaid,  first  in  civil  iame, 
O  William,  hieight  of  pubiic  viitue  pnre, 
Bend  from  yoar  ladiant  seats  a  josrful  eye, 
Bdiold  the  tum  of  aU  yoar  laboars  nigh, 
Yonr  piana  of  iaw  complete,  your  ends  of  ralesecure. 

Twas  tben — O sbame!  O  soul  from  faith  estrang*d! 

O  Albion,  ofi  to  flattering  vows  a  prey  ! 
Twas  tben — Thy  thought  what  sodden  frenzy 
ehang'd? 
What  ntthing  paby  took  thy  strength  away  ? 
It  this  the  manm  Fieedom'B  cause  app(ov'd  ? 
Tbe  man  ao  great,  ao  honoorM,  so  bek^d  ? 
Wbom  the  dead  enry^d,  and  the  liTnig  bless^d  ? 
"nuB  patientslaye  by  tinsel  bonds  allur^d  ? 
Tbis  wretcbed  suitor  for  a  boon  abjur*d  ? 
Whom  thote  that  fear^d  hhn,  scom;  that  trusted 
him^detest? 

Okłfitaliketoactioaand  repose!    • 

With  all  that  habit  of  funiliar  famę, 
Sold  to  the  mockery  of  ndentless  fbes, 
And  doom'd  to  eichaust  the  dregs  of  łife  in 
shame. 
To  act  with  bunimg  brow  and  throbbing  heart 
A  poor  deserter^s  duli  eaploded  part. 
To  slight  the  fayonr  thou  canst  hope  no  morę, 
Benounce  the  giddy  crowd,  the  Yulgar  wind. 
Charge  thy  own  lightnete  on  thy  coantry*s  mind, 
And  fiom  her  voice  appaal  to  each  tamę  fbieign 
shore. 

Bat  England^  sons,  to  purchase  thence  applause, 
Shall  ne^er  the  loyalty  of  slaTes  pretend, 

By  oooitly  passioDa  try  the  pubiic  cause; 
Nor  to  the  fwms  of  mle  betfay  the  end. 

O  race  erect !  by  manliest  passions  moT^d, 

The  laboim  which  to  Tirtue  atand  appn>T*d, 


Prompt  ;n^ith  a  Wer'8  fondhess  to  snrvey ; 
Yet,  where  Injustice  works  her  i^ilful  daim, 
Fierce  as  the  fligbt  of  Jove'8  destroying  flame, 
Impatient  to  confront,  and  dreadful  to  repay. 

These  thy  heart  owns  no  longer.    Tn  their  room 
See  tbe  grave  queen  of  pageants,  Honour,  dwelT^ 
Gouch'd  in  thy  bosom'8  deeptempestuons  gloom 

Like  some  grim  idol  in  a  8orcerer's  rell. 
Before  ber  rites  thy  sickening  reason  flew, 
Di^ine  Persaasion  from  thy  tongue  withdrew, 
While  Łaugbter  mock'd,  or  Pity  stoTe  a  sigh : 
Can  Wit  her  tender  movemeat8  rightl  y  frame 
Where  the  prime  functłon  of  the  soul  is  lamę  ? 
Can  Fancy*s  feeble  spruigs  the  force  of  Truth  snpply  ? 

But  come :  His  timc :  strang  Destiny  impends 

To  shnt  thee  from  the  joys  thou  hast  betray»d : 
With  princcs  iill*d,  the  sołemn  fene  ascends, 
>   By  Infamy,  the  mindftil  demon  sway'd. 
There  Yengeful  tows  for  guardian  laws  effac^d, 
From  nationsfetter^d,  and  from  towns  laid  waste. 
For  ever  through  the  spacions  courts  resound : 
There  long  pOBterity*s  united  groan. 
And  the  sad  charge  of  horrours  not  thcir  own, 
Assail  the  giant  chieft,  and  press  them  to  the  ground. 

In  sight  old  Time,  imperious  jodge,  a^^ts : 
Above  revenge,  or  fear,  or  pity,  just, 

He  urgeth  onward  to  those  guilty  gates 
The  great,  the  sagę,  the  happy,  and  angust* 

ADd  still  he  asks  them  of  the  hidden  plan 
Whence  every  treaty,  every  war  bojran, 

EroWes  their  secrets,  and  their  guilt  proclaims ; 

And  still  his  hands  despoil  them  on  the  road 

Of  each  vain  wreath  by  lying  bards  bestow'd, 
And  cnish  their  trophies  huge,  and  rasę  their  scnlp- 
tur^d  names. 

Ye  mighty  sbades,  arise,  give  place,  attend : 

Herę  his  etemal  raansion  Curio  secks :    [bend, 
— Low  doth  proud  Wentworth  to  the  strancer 

And  his  dire  welcome  hardy  ClifTord  speaks : 
**  He  comes,  whom  Fate  with  surer  arts  preparM 
To  accomplish  all  which  we  but  vainly,  dord : 
Whom  o^er  the  stabboin  herd  shetadght  to  reign: 
Who  soothM  with  gaudy  dreams  their  raging: 
Even  to  its  last  irrevocable  howr ;  [power, 

Tben  baffled  tbeir  nide^trength,  and  broke  them 
to  tbe  chain." 

But  ye,  whom  yet  wise  Liberty  inspircs, 
Whom  for  her  champions  o*er  the  world  she 
daims, 
(That  household  godhead,  whom  of  old  your  sirrs 
Sought  ia  the  woods  of  Elbę,  and  borę  tr> 
Drire  ye  this  hostile  omen  far  away ;     [Thamcs) 
Their  own  fell  efforts  on  ber  fbes  repay; 
Your  wealth,  your  arts,  your  famę,  be  her'8  alone : 
Still  gird  your  swords  to  combat  on  her  side ; 
Still  frame  your  laws  her  generous  test  to  abidc; 
And  win  to  her  defence  the  ailtar  and  the  tlirone. 

Protect  her  from  ycurseWes,  ere  yet  the  flood 
Of  golden  luxury,  which  Gommerce  pours, 
Hath  spread  that  selfish  fierceness  through  your 
blood, 
Which  not  ber  lightest  discipline  endures : 
Snatch  from  fantastic  demagogues  her  cause: 
I      Dream  not  of  Numa's  mantter»,  Plato"*  laws : 


). 
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A  wiser  foaiider,  md  a  nohler  plan, 
O  soDS  of  Alired,  were  for  yoa  assignM : 
I^ring  to  that  birthright  but  an  equal  mind. 
And  no  sabliiner  lot  will  Fat«  roerye  for 


ODEX. 

TO  THE  MUSB. 


ii 


Ourat  of  my  wngB,  harmonioas  maid, 
Ah  why  bastthou  with4ra¥rn  thy  aid  ? 
Ah  wby  forsaken  thus  my  breast 
With  inauspiciooB  dampB  oppreiB*d  ? 
Wbere  is  the  dread  propbetic  beat, 
With  whicb  my  bosom  wont  to  beat  ? 
Wher^  all  the  bright  mysterions  drcami 
Of  haimted  gro^es  and  taneftil  streams, 
lliat  wooM  my  genius  to  djvinest  themes  ? 

Say,  goddesB,  can  the  festal  board» 
Or  young  01ympia*8  form  ador^d ; 
Say,  can  tbe  pomp  of  promis'd  fome 
Reiume  thy  faint,  thy  dying  flame  ? 
.  Or  bave  melodiooa  aiia  the  poirer 
To  give  one  free,  poetic  hour  ? 
Or,  from  amid  the  Elysian  train» 
y  The  80ul  of  Milton  shall  I  gain. 
To  win  thee  back  with  8ome  celestial  strain  ? 

O  powerful  strain»  O  sacred  soul ! 
His  numbers  every  sense  control : 
And  now  again  my  bosom  bums; 
The  Muse,  the  Muse  herself,  retums. 
Such  on  the  banks  of  Tyne,  confes8'dt 
.  I  hail*d  the  iair  immortal  guest, 
When  first  she  seard  me  for  her  own« 
Madę  all  her  blissful  treaswes  known. 
And  bade  me  swear  to  foUow  her  alone. 


ODE  XU 


on  ŁOVB. — TO  A  FRIBffD. 

Ko,  foolish  youth — ^to  virtuous  fome 
If  now  thy  early  hopes  be  ▼ow'd, 

If  tnie  ambition*8  nobler  name 
Command  thy  footsteps  from  the  crowd, 

Lean  not  to  LoTe*8  enchanting  snare; 

His  eongs,  his  words,  his  looks  beware. 
Kor  join  his  Totaries,  tbe  young  and  fain 

By  thought,  by  dangera,  and  by  toils, 
The  wreath  of  just  Renown  is  wom; 

Kor  will  Ambition*8  awful  spoils 
Tbe  flowery  pomp  of  Ease  adom : 

But  Love  unbends  the  foroe  of  thought; 

By  Love  unmanly  fears  are  taught ; 
And  Łove's  reward  with  gaudy  Sl^  is  bonghł. 

Yet  thou  hast  read  in  tuneful  lays, 

And  heard  from  many  a  zealous  breast, 
The  pleasing  tale  of  Beaaty's  praise 

In  Wi8dom's  lofty  language  dreisM ; 
Of  Beauty,  powerfiil  to  impart 
Each  finfcr  aense,  each  comelier  art, 
An<l  sootfae  and  polish  man's  ungentle  beart« 


If  thcn,  froiii.Loire*t  deceiŁ  MCv«^ 
Thns  for  alone  thy  wishes  teod. 

Go ;  see  the  whiCe-wiiig'd  erentng  hour 
Ob  .Delia's  ▼emal  walk  descend : 

Go,  wbile  the  goldeo  light  serepe, 

The  grove,  the  lawn,  the  ioften'd  scenr^ 
^ecomcs  tbe  presence  of  the  rani  qoeeo. 

Attend,  wbile  tbat  harmonioiis  tsogne 

Each  botom,  each  desire,  oomnandt: 
Apollo%  lute  by  Hermes  strung, 
"^    And  touch'd  by  chaste  Minerva'B  haiid% 
Attend.     I  feel  a  force  dirine, 
O  Delia,  win  my  thooghts  to  thine; 
That  half  tbe  colour  of  thy  life  is  mineb 

Yet,  ooDseious  of  the  dangerons  ebann, 
"ŚooD  would  I  tom  my  stępa  away  ; 

Kor  aft  profoke  the  lovely  harm. 
Kor  luU  my  reason^s  watefafiU  sway. 

But  thou,  my  friend — I  hear  thy  sigfas : 

Alas!  I  read  thy  downcast  eyes; 
And  thy  tongue  foulters;  and  thy  colour  flieiu 

So  sooa  again  to  meet  the  foir  } 
80  pensire  all  this  absent  hour  ł 
yet,  unlucky  youth,  beware, 
Wbile  yet  to  think  is  in  thy  pow«. 
In  rain  with  fnendship^s  flattering  name 
"Hiy  passion  Teils  its  inward  sbarae ; 
Friendship  the  triacheroiis  fuel  of  thy  flame ! 


Once  I  remember,  new  to  lofe, 

And  dreading  his  tyranoic  chain, 
I  sougbt  a  geotle  maid,  to  prore 

What  peaoeftil  joyt  in  friendship  reign  | 
Whence  we  forsooth  might  safely  stand. 
And  pitying  Tiew  the  love-słck  band. 
And  mock  the  winged  boy's  malidons  hand. 

Thns  firraaent  pass*d  tbe  ckradlcss  day. 
To  smiles  and  sweet  disooune  resigB'd  ; 

Wbile  I  esulted  to  surrey 
One  generous  woman^s  real  mind : 

Till  Friendship  soon  my  laaguid  breait 

Each  mght  with  unknown  cares  ponseitfd, 
Daah'd  my  coy  slumbers,  or  my  dieams  distresB*d. 

Fool  tbat  I  was !— And  ootw,  eren  now 
Wbile  thus  I  preach  the  Stoic  strahn 

Uniess  I  shun  OIympia's  view, 
An  hour  unsays  it  all  again. 

O  friend ! — when  Łove  directs  her  eyes 

To  pierce  wbere  every  passion  Hes, 
Where  }s  the  form,  the  cautious,  or  the  wise  f 


;     ODE  xn. 

TO  SIR  FRANCIS  HfcNRY  DRAK 


Cjf,  BARI^ 


Berouh  the  Balance  in  the  sky 

Swift  on  the  wintry  scąln  inclines; 
To  earthy  caves  the  Dryads  fly. 

And  tbe  bare  pastures  Pan  resigns. 
I^te  did  the  formcr'8  fork  o'feiBpread 
With  recent  soil  the  twice-mown  mcnd^ 

Tainting  the  bloom  which  antomn  kńowit 
He  whets  the  rnsty  oouUer  dow« 
He  biods  his  oxen  to  the  ^doogb, 

Aod  wide  his  futurę  hatreti  thrcnra^ 
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Mi'V',  London^ii  Inny  ćdDfiDM  r^pad* 

By  Kensington^s  impeńal  toireri> 
Trom  ICgtagatie's  rodgh  desoeot  profound, 

Ene^ian  heathe,  or  Kentiah  bo«en» 
Wbere*er  I  pas,  I  tee  approach 
Some  raral  statennaii'8  eager  ooach 

Hurried  by  senatorial  cara : 
Where  runi  nyihphs  (alike  within, 
JkSfiamg  ooortly  prane  to  vin) 

D^ate  thehr  drats»  lefonn  tbeir  ain. 


Say,  irhat  can  now  the  coaiitry  boast, 

O  Drmke,  thy  fooŁsfeps  to  detain, 
Wben  peeviah  winda  and  gloomy  finDst 

Tbe  sonahnie  of  t]w  temper  stain  ? 
Say,  are  tbe  priests  of  Deron  grown 
niends  to  tbia  toleratń^  throne, 

Championa  for  George's  legał  rigbt? 
BaYe  góieral  freedom,  Qq«al  laW| 
Won  to  tbe  glory  of  Naasau 

£acb  bołd  Wes9exian  'sąuiie  and  Imtgbt  ? 

I  doobt  it  much;  and  guess  at  least 

That  wben  tbe  day,  which  madę  us  free, 
Shall  nexŁ  retom,  tbat  sacred  feast 

Tboa  better  may'st  observe  vith  me« 
Witb  me  tbe  snlphurous  treason  old 
A  hr  inferior  part  shall  hołd 

In  tbat  glaa  day^s  triumphal  strain  ; 
And  generous  William  be  reyer^d. 
Nor  one  untimely  arcent  heard 

Of  James  or  bis  ignobte  reign. 

Tbcn,  while  the  Gaacon*^  fragrant  wind 

Witb  modest  cnps  our  joy  sopplies, 
We'11  tmly  tbank  tbe  powiw  di^ine 

Wbo  bade  tbe  chief,  tbe  patriot  rise  ; 
Riie  lirom  beroic  ease  (tbe  spoil 
Dne^  far  bia  yoiith's  Herculean  totl, 

From  Belgiom  to  ber  sariour  son) 
Riie  witb  tbe  same  QnGoiV{uer*d  zeal 
for  oor  Britannia'8  injur'd  weal, 

Her  lawa  defiu:'d,  ber  śbrines  n^ertbrown. 


He  came.    Tbe  tyrant  from  oor  sbore» 

like  a  Inbidden  demon,  fled ; 
And  to  etemal  esUe  borę 

Fontific  ragę  and  yaaml  dread. 
Tbere  snnk  the  monldering  Gothic  reign : 
New  yean  caihe  fertb^  a  liberał  train, 

Call*d  by  tbe  people'8  great  decree. 
l^Mt  day,  my  friesd,  leŁ  bleasings  crown  s 
— Fili,  to  tbe  demigod'8  renown 

From  wbom  tbon  hast  that  tfaou  art  free. 

Then,  Brake,  (for  wherefbre  sboald  we  part 

Tbe  public  and  the  pri^ate  weal?) 
In  vows  to  ber  wbo  aways  thy  hejrt. 

Fair  bealtb,  glad  fortunę,  will  we  ^eal. 
Whether  Aglaiia^s  bloomiDg  cbeek^ 
Or  tbe  soft  omaments  that  speak 

So  eloqnent  iu  Daphne*B  smile, 
Whether  the  ptercing  lights  that  fly 
From  tbe  dark  heaven  of  M3rrto*8  eye, 

Haply  thy  fimcy  then  beguile. 

For  80  it  ts.    Thy  stnbbom  breast, 
Tboagfa  toochM  by  many  a  slighter  Wound, 

Hath  no  fali  conąnest  yet  confessM, 
Nor  the  one  fatal  chamlcr  found. 


Wbile  I,  a  tme  and  loyal  ^wain, 
My  fSair  Olympia^s  genile  reign 

Through  all  the  varying  seasons  owSi 
Her  genios  stilł  my  boBom  warms: 
No  oŁber  maid,for  me  hath  cbarms, 

Or  I  hare  eyes  for  ber  alooe. 


ODE  xiir. 


Oncb  morę  I  join  tbe  Tbespian  choir. 
And  taste  the  inspiring  fount  again : 

0  parcnt  of  tbe  6recian  lyre, 
Admit  me  to  thy  powerful  strain — 

And  lo  !  witb  ease  my  step  invade8 
The  pathless  rale  and  opening  shades^ 

TiU  now  I  spy  ber  verdant  seat : 
And  now  at  iarge  I  drink  tbe  sound, 
Wbile  these  ber  offspring,  listeulng  roun^* 

By  toms  her  melody  repeat 

1  see  Anacreon  smile  and  sing, 

I      His  silver  tresses  breathe  perfume  ( 
His  cbeek  displays  a  second  spring 

Of  roses  taught  by  wine  to  bloom. 
Away,  deceitftil  cares,  away, 
And  let  me  listen  to  his  lay ; 

Let  me  the  wanton  pomp  ei^oy, 
Wbile  in  smootb  dance  the  light^wing*d  boon* 
Lead  round  his  lyre  its  patron  powei-s^ 

Kind  laughter  and  convivial  joy. 

Broke  from  the  fetters  of  bis  natire  land, 

Devoting  shame  and  yengeance  to  ber  lords, 
With  louder  impułse  and  a  threatening  band 
The  Lesbian  patfiot '  sm  ileś  the  soandingcbordsi 
Ye  wretches,  jre  perfidious  train, 
Ye  curs^d  of  gods  and  free-bom  men, 

Ye  mórderers  of  the  laws, 
Tbońgb  now  ye  glory  in  your  lust, 
Thougb  now  ye  tread  ^e  feeble  neck  in  dnst, 
Yet  Time  and  righteoos  Joye  will  judge  your  dcead^ 
fol  cause. 

n. 

Bu^  lo,  to  Sappho'8  meltin^  airs 

Descends  the  mdiant  queen  of  lorę: 
She  smiles,  and  asks  what  fonder  cares 

Her  supplianfft  ptaintiye  measnres  morti 
Why  is  my  farthful  maid  distressM  ? 
Wbo,  Sappho,  woands  tby  tender  brcast ! 

Say,  flies  be  ? — Soon  be  shall  pursue: 
Shuns  be  thy  gifts? — He  soon  shall  gire : 
Sligbts  be  thy  sorrows? — ^He  shall  grieye^ 

And  soon  to  all  tby  wishes  bow. 


Bot,  O  Melpomenę,  for  wbom 

Awakes  thy  golden  shell  agatn  ? 
What  mortal  breath  shall  e'er  presume 

To  echo  that  uobounded  strain  ? 
Majestic  in  the  frown  of  years, 
Behold,  the  man  of  Tbebes*  appean: 

For  some  there  are,  whose  mighty  firame 
The  band  of  Joye  at  birUi  endow'd 
With  hopes  that  mock  the  gazing  Crowd ; 

As  eagles  drink  the  noon-tide  flame, 

■  Alceos.        *  Phidat. 
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While  the  ^im  mten  beata  her  weary  włngB, 
And  clamours  far  below. — ^Propitioos  Mnse, 
While  I  80  łatę  unlock  thy  purer  springs, 
And-breathe  whate*er  thy  ancient  atra  inAise, 
Wilt  thou  for  Albion^i  sons  around 
(Ne'er  hadst  thou  audience  morę  renownM) 

Thy  charming  arts  employ, 
As  when  the  winds  from  shore  to  shore 
Through  Greece  thy  lyre^s  persuasiYe  langnage 
borę, 
TiU  towns  and  isles  and  seas  retumM  the  voca!  joy ? 

III. 

Tet  then  did  Pleasure^s  lawless.throng, 

Oft  nishing  fbrth  in  loose  attire, 
Thy  virgtn  dance,  thy  gracefii]  song, 

Pollute  włth  impions  revels  dire. 
O  fair,  O  chaste,  thy  echoing  shade 
May  no  foul  discord  here  invade : 

Nor  ięt  thy  strings  one  accent  move, 
Except  what  Eartb^s  untroubled  ear 
lifid  all  her  social  tribes  may  hear. 

And  Heaven'8  unerring  throne  approve« 

Qaeen  of  the  lyre,  in  thy  retreat 

The  fairest  ilowers  of  Pindus  glow ; 
The  vine  aspłres  to  crown  thy  seat. 

And  msrrties  round  thy  laurel  grow : 
lliy  strings  adapt  their  varied  strain 
To  erery  pleasure,  e\'ery  pain, 

Which  mortal  tribes  were  bom  tqj)rovej 
And  straight  our  passions  rise  or  fal^ 
Aa  at  the  wind*8  imperious  cali 

The  ocean  swells,  the  billows  morę. 

When  Młdnight  liatens  o'er  the  slumbering  Earth, 

Let  me,  O  Mose,  thy  solenm  whispers  hear : 
When  Moming  sends  her  fragraitt  breezes  ibrth, 
With  atry  mitrmurs  touch  my  opening  ear. 
And  ever  watchfal  at  thy  side, 
Let  Wi8dom's  awfiil  sufiVage  guide 

The  tenour  of  thy  lay: 
To  her  of  old  by  Jovc  was  giveq 
To  judge  the  various  deeds  of  Earth  and  Hra ven ; 
Twas  tbine  by  gentle  arts  to  win  us  to  her  sway. 

IV. 

^Oft  as,  to  well-eamM  ease  resign^d, 

I  qait  the  maże  where  Science  toils. 
Bo  thou  refresh  my  yielding  mind 

With  all  thy  gay,  delnsive  spoils, 
Bnt,  O  indulgent !  come  not  nigh 
The  bosy  steps,  the  jealous  eye 

Of  wealthy  Care  or  gainful  Age  ; 
Whose  barren  souls  thy  joys  disdain. 
And  hołd  as  foes  to  Reason^s  reign 

Wbome'er  thy  lovely  works  engage. 

When  Friendship  and  when  letter'd  Mirth 

Haply  partake  my  simple  board, 
Tben  let  thy  blameless  hand  cali  forth 

The  musie  of  the  Teian  chord. 
Or  if  invok*d  at  softer  hours, 
O !  seek  with  me  the  happy  bowers 

That  hear  01ympia*8  gentle  tongue ; 
To  Beauty  linkM  with  Virtue's  train. 
To  LoYe  devoid  of  jealous  pain, 

Tbere  let  the  Sapphic  lote  be  stsung. 


But  when  from  ^mry  and  fmat  Deafh  to  elmmC 

A  bero  bleeding  for  his  nati^e  land ; 
When  to  thiow  incense  on  the  Tcstal  Same 

Of  Liberty  my  genius  gi^es  coHimand, 
Nor  Theban  Toire  nor  Lesbian  lyre 
■    From  thee,  O  Muse !  do  I  TeqQire  ; 
While  my  presaging  mtnd, 
Conscious  of  powers  sbe  never  knew, 
AstonishM  grasps  at  things  beyond  her  vtew, 
Nor  by  aaotber^s  fate  submits  to  be  ooiifiii'd. 


ODE  XIV. 


TO  THB  HON.  CHARŁBS  TOWNS HBHD: 

rtoii  TUB  couitnr. 

SAr,  Townshend,  what  can  London  boast 
To  pay  thee  for  the  pleasures  lost, 

The  health  to  day  resignM ; 
When  S[mng  from  this  her  fayourite  seat 
Bade  Winter  hasten  his  retreat. 

And  met  the  western  wind  ? 

Oh !  knew'8t  thou  how  the  btyjmLaii^ 
The  Sun,  the  azure  heavens  prepare 

To  heal  thy  łanguid  frame ;  ^ 

No  morę  would  noisy  courts  engage, 
In  yain  would  lying  Faction*8  ragę 

Thy  sacred  leisure  claim^ 

Oft  I  look^d  fbrth,  and  oft  adm]r*d  | 
Till  with  the  ttudious  ^ume  tir^d 

I  sought  the  open  day ; 
'*  And  surę,''  I  cryM,  "  the  rural  god« 
Fjcpect  me  in  their  green  abodes, 

And  chide  my  tardy  stay.'' 

But,  ab  1  in  Tam  my  resdess  feet 
Trac*d  every  silent  shady  seat 

Which  knew  their  forma  of  old : 
Nor  Naiad  by  her  fountain^laid. 
Nor  Wood-nymph  tripping  through  her  glade^ 

Did  now  their  rites  unfold: 

ether  to  nune  some  infiint  oak^ 
ey  tum  the  slowly-tinkling  brook. 
And  catch  the  pearly  sbowen, 
r  brush  the  mildew  from  the  woods,   | 
paint  wtth  nooo-tide  bearas  the  bód^ 
,  OrĆff^the  on  opening  flowers. 

Such  rites,  which  they  with  Spring  renew, 
The  eyes  of  Care  can  never  view ; 

And  care  hatii  long  been  minę : 
And  hence  ofiended  with  their  guest, 
Since  grief  of  love  my  soul  oppressM, 

They  hide  their  toils  divine. 

But  soon  shall  thy  enlirening  tongue 
This  heart,  by  dear  affliction  wrang, 

With  noble  bope  inspire : 
Then  will  the  syWaii  powere  again 
Receive  me  in  their  genial  tnin^ 

Asd  listen  to  my  lyre« 


ODES  ON  SEYERAL  SUBJECT5-    BOOK  I. 


107 


tBeantk  ytn  Dryad^s  londy  shai^ 
I A  rnstic  altar  shall  be  pai^       ; 
V   OftarfwHhlaurelfram^d:  / 

And  tboa  the  inscriptioo  wilt  appiore ; 

•*  Tbia  lor  the  peaoe  whkh,  kwt  by  Łovę» 
By  Friendahip  was  iec]abn'd." 


ODE  XV. 

TO  THS  EVBIIING  STAH. 

To  mcar  retir'd  the  qaeen  of  Heaven 

With  young  Endymion  strays: 
And  DOW  to  Hesper  is  it  given 
Awbile  to  nile  the  vacant  sky, 
TiU  she  shall  to  ber  lamp  fupply 
A  stream  of  lighter  rays. 

O  Hesper!  while  the  sfcarry  thrang 
With  awe  thy  path  furrounds. 
Oh !  Usteo  to  my  suppliant  song, 
If  baply  Doir  the  vocal  sphere 
C^o  suffier  thy  delighted  ear 
To  stoop  to  mortal  aouiids, 

Sb  may  the  brid^rooin'8  n^oual  strain 

Tbee  itill  ioYoke  to  sbine : 
So  may  the  bride*8  anmarried  train 
To  Hymen  chaat  tbór  flatternig  vow, 
Skill  that  his  lucky  toreb  may  glow 

With  loatie  pure  as  thine. 

Far  other  tows  must  I  prefer 

To  thy  indulgent  power, 
Alas  !  but  now  I  paid  my  tear 
On  iair  Ol3rmpta*8  yirgin  tomb : 
And  lo !  fiom  thence,  in  ąuest  I  roam 

Of  PhiIomela*s  bower. 

Fropitkrns  send  thy  gplden  ray, 

llKMi  purest  ligfat  aboTC : 
Let  no  fialse  flame  seduce  to  stray 
Wbere  gulf  or  steep  lie  hid  for  barm : 
Bat  lead  wbere  Music^s  healmg  charm 

May  soothe  afflicted  lo^e. 

To  them,  by  many  a  grateful  song 

hi  happier  seasoos  irow*d, 
Tbcse  lawns,  Olympia*8  haunt,  belong: 
Oft  by  yon  siWer  stream  we  walk*d, 
Or  fa*d,  wfaile  Philomela  talk>d, 

Beneath  yon  copses  stood. 

Nor  seldom,  wbere  the  beacben  boaghs 

That  roofless  tower  invade, 
We  oome  wbite  ber  enchanting  Mnse 
The  radiant  Mood  above  ns  held : 
Till,  by  a  damorons  owi  oompeird, 

She  fled  the  solemn  shade^ 

3at  bark !  I  bear  ber  liqnid  tonę. 

Now,  Hesper,  guide  my  feet 
Down  the  red  marle  with  moss  o*eigiuwu, 
Throagh  yon  wild  thicket  nezt  the  plain, 
Wboae  bawthoms  cboke  the  winding  lama 

Whkb  łeads  to  her  retretit 


I  See  the  green  space :  bn  either  band 
Enlarg*d  it  spreads  around : 
See,  in  the  midst  she  takes  her  stand, 
Wbere  one  ótd  oak  his  awful  shade 
Extends  o^er  half  the  level  mead, 
Encloi^d  in  woods  profonod. 


HailL !  how  throttgh  many  a  melting  notę 

She  now  pcoloogs  her  lays : 
How  sweetly  down  the  void  they  float ! 
The  breeze  tbeir  magie  path  attends: 
THe  stars  shine  out:  the  fbrest  bends ij 
\rhe  wakeful  heifera  gazę.  ^ 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  whom  chance  may  bring 

To  this  8equester*d  spot, 
If  then  the  plaintive  syren  sing. 
Oh !  soiUy  tread  beneath  ber  bower. 
And  think  of  Heaven's  disposing  power, 

Of  man's  uucertain  lot 

Oh !  think,  o^er  all  this  mortal  stage, 

What  monmfal  scenes  arise : 
What  i^in  waits  on  kiugly  ragę : 
How  often  Yirtue  dwells  with  W^oe : 
How  many  griefii  from  knowledge  flow< 
,  How  swiftly  pleasure  flies. 

O  sacred  bird,  let  me  at  eve, 

Thus  wandering  all  alooe^ 
Thy  tender  ooonsel  oft  receive, 
Bear  witness  to  thy  pensi^e  airs. 
And  pity  Nature'8  common  cares- 

Till  I  forget  my  own. 


ODEXVL 

TO  CAŁEB  HARDINGB,  M.  0« 

WriH  sordid  floods  the  wintry  urn  ■ 

Hath  8tain*d  fair  Rjchmond^s  lerel  green  t 
Her  naked  bill  tbe  Dryads  mouniy 

No  longer  a  poetic  scenę. 
No  longer  (£ere  thy  raptur^d  eye 
The  b(»iateoo8  forms  of  earth  or  sky 
SurveyB  as  in  their  author's  mind : 
And  London  shelters  from  the  year 
Tbose  whom  thy  social  honrs  to  share 
The  Attic  Mnse  design'd. 

From  Hampstead*s  airy  summit  me, 
Her  g^est,  the  city  shall  behold, 

What  day  the  people^s  stem  decree 
To  anbelieving  kings  is  told, 

When  common  men  (the  dread  of  .Famę) 

Adjadg'd  as  one  of  evil  name, 

Before  the  Sun,  the  anohoted  bead. 

Then  seek  thou  too  the  pious  town, 

With  no  unworthy  cares  to  crown 
That  eTening*s  awfii]  shade. 

Deem  not  I  cali  thee  to  deplore 
The  sacred  martyr  of  the  day» 

By  iast  and  penitential  lorę 
To  purge  our  ancient  guitt  away. 

For  this,  on  bumbłe  faith  I  rest 

That  sUU  our  ad^ocate,  the  pries^ 

■  Aquarins» 
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AKENSIDE^S  POEMS. 


From  hea^eiily  wnth  wiU  8ftT«  tbe  land; 
Kor  mak  what  rites  our  pardon  gain, 
Kor  baw  his  potent  sounds  mtrain 
The  thunderer*8  lifled  haod. 

Ko,  Hardinge :  peace  to  cburcta  and  stale  I 
That  erening,  let  tbe  Mtue  give  law: 

While  I  anew  tbe  tbeme  relate 

Which  my  first  youtb  coainonrM  ww. 

T%en  will  I  oft  ezplore  thy  thougbt, 

Wbat  to  reject  wbicb  Locke  baith  taugbt^ 
What  to  pursue  in  YhgiPs  lay: 

Till  Hope  asceDds  to  loftiest  thłiig% 

Kor  eoTies  demagogues  or  kings 
Tbair  frail  and  Tuigar  sway. 

O !  yetsM  in  all'tbe  bomM  frame^ 
Lead  thou  where'er  my  laboar  iiei| 

And  Englisb  Fancy'8  eager  flame 
To  Grecian  purity  cbastiie : 

While  band  in  band,  at  Wisdom^s  shrinei 

Beauty  witb  lVuth  I  strite  to  join, 
And  grave  assent  witb  glad  applanflej 

To  paint  tbe  ttory  of  tbe  kwI, 

And  Plato'8  Tisions  to  oontrol 
By  Yemlamian '  laws. 


ODB  xvn, 

Oir  A  gERMOirACArNST  OŁORT« 

1I.I>CC.XŁV1I. 

CoMt  then,  tell  me,  sagę  diTine^ 

b  it  an  offence  to  own 
That  our  boeoms  e*er  incfine 

Toward  immortal  01ory'B  tbrone  ł 
For  witb  me  nor  pomp,  nor  pleasure, 
Bourbon'B  migbt,  Braganza^s  treasnre, 
So  can  Fancy'8  dream  rejoice^ 
So  conciliate  Reason*s  cboice, 
Ai  one  appnmnff  word  of  ber  impartial  Toice. 

If  to  spam  at  noble  praise 

Be  tbe  passport  to  thy  Hearei^ 
Follow  thou  tbose  gloomy  ways ; 
No  sucb  law  to  me  was  giTen, 
Kor,  I  tnist,  sball  I  deplore  me 
Faring  like  my  friends  bełbre  me; 
Nor  an  holier  place  desire 
Than  TimoIeon's  arms  acąaire. 
And  Tally^s  cuhile  chair,  and  Milton'i  goldenlyre. 


ODE  xvm. 

TO  THE  miGBT  BOMODRABŁB 
FRANCIS  BARŁ  OF  HUNTIMGD 

M.DCC.ZŁTII. 

I. 


y 


Tm  wise  and  great  of  every  clime, 
Througb  all  tbe  spacioua  walks  of  Time, 
Wbere'er  tbe  Muae  ber  power  di9pl8y'd, 
Witb  joy  have  li8ten*d  and  obey'd. 

*  Yerulam  gareoneof  his  titles  to  Francis  Baoon, 
KoTam  OrgamuB. 


For,  tangbt  of  Hear^n,  the  Mcred  flin* 
Perśuasire  numbers,  fbrgds  dirine. 

To  mortal  sense  impart : 
Tbey  best  tbe  sóul  witb  glory  fire ; 
Tbey  nobleat  oounsels,  boldest  deeds  iaspire ; 
And  high  o*cr  Foftnne*8  rage  endntMie tiielłaed  beart. 

Nor  less  prevail)ng  is  tbdr  cbarm 

The  yengeTul  bosom  to  disaim  i 

To  melt  tbe  prond  witb  buman  woe. 

And  prompt  unwilling  tears  to  flow. 

Can  wealth  a  power  like  tbis  affocd  ? 

Can  Cromweirs  aits,  or  Marlboroagh*s  swonl, 

An  equal  empire  claim  ? 
No,  Hasdngs.    Thou  my  words  will  own : 
Thy  breast  tbe  gifts  of  every  Muse  bath  known  ; 
Nor  sball  tbe  girePs  love  disgrace  thy  noble  name. 

The  Mnse'8  awfol  art. 
And  the  blest  fiinction  of  tbe  poefs  tongne, 
Ne'er  sbalt  thou  blush  to  bonouf ;  to  aasert 
From  all  that  soomad  Vioeor  siwish  Fear  bath  8ang;i 
Nor  sball  tbe  blandishment  of  Tuscan  striiigs 

Waibling  at  will  in  Pleasare^s  waytńe  bower; 
Nor  sball  tbe  serrile  notes  to  Geltic  kings 

By  flattering  minstrels  paid  in  evil  bou^ 
Move  tbee  to  spum  tbe  hearenly  Muse^  reign. 
A  diflferent  strain. 
And  otber  tbemes, 
From  ber  propbetic  shades  and  haltow^d  streams, 
(Thou  well  canst  witnen)  meet  tbe  purged  ear  s 
Sucb,  as  wben  Greece  to  ber  immortal  abell 
Rejoicing  Iisten'd,  godlike  sounds  to  bear ; 

To  bear  tbe  sweet  instmctress  tdl 
(Wbile  men  and  beroes  tbrong^d  around) 
How  life  its  noblest  use  may  find, 
How  well  for  ireedom  be  resign*d ; 
And  bow,  by  Glory,  Yirtue  sball  he  crown'd. 

II. 

Sucb  was  the  Chian  father's  strain 
To  many  a  kind  domestic  train, 
lilTiose  pious  bearth  aod  genial  bowl 
Had  cheer'd  the  rererend  pilgrtm*s  scyal  i 
When,  eyery  bospitable  rite 
With  equal  bounty  to  requite, 

He  struck  his  magie  strings ; 
And  potrM  spontaneoos  numbers  forth, 
And  seizM  thetr  ean  with  tales  of  ancłent'wortb. 
And  fiird  tbeir  musing  bearts  witb  yast  beroic  thinp. 

Now  oft,  where  happy  spbits  dwdl, 
Where  yei  be  tones  his  cbanning  sheli, 
Oft  near  ban,  witb  applanding  bands, 
Tbe  Genius  of  bis  country  ttands. 
To  listening  gods  be  makes  him  kBCMn% 
That  man  divine,  by  wbom  were  aown 

The  seeds  of  Grecian  famę: 
Who  first  tbe  race  with  freedom  firM; 
From  wbom  Lycui^pus  Sparta*8  som  inspii^d; 
From  wbom  Plataean  palms  and  Cyprian  trophiea 
came. 

O  noblest,  happiest  age ! 
When  Aristides  rul'd,  and  Cimon  fought ; 
When  all  the  gen^nios  fniits  of  Honier's  paga 
Exulting  I^ndar  saw  to  fuli  perfection  brooght. 
O  Pindar,  oft  sbalt  thou  be  haiPd  of  me : 

Not  that  Apollo  fed  tbee  from  bis  shrine; 
Not  that  thy  lips  drank  sweetness  from  the  bee; 
Kor  yet  that,  stadkMM  of  thy  notes  diYine, 
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Tma  daiic*dtii6ir  niMuiure  with  tlM  tylTu  thnmi:: 

But  tbat  thy  song 

Was  proiid  to  uirfbld 
What  thy  baie  ralen  Uembled  to  bdiold  $ 
Amid  corraplied  Tbebes  was  proud  to  tell 
Tbe  deeds  of  Athens  and  tbe  Peniao  shame : 
Hcoce  OB  thy  head  tbeir  impious  vengeaBce  felL 
But  tlKm,  O  fiuthfol  to  thy  faoie, 
Tbe  Mose^s  law  didit  rightly  know  ; 
That  who  woold  animatff  hif  lays. 
And  other  mnidf  to  ▼ńtiie  raiae. 
Most  feel  bś  own  with  all  her  spirit  glo«r» 

in. 

Are  there,  approv*d  of  later  times, 
Wboae  Tene  adornM  a  tyranfs '  erimes  f 
Who  saw  majestic  Romę  betray*d. 
And  lent  the  imperial  rtifBan  aid  ? 
Alas !  not  one  poHoted  baid. 
No,  not  the  strains  that  Mlncius  heaid, 
Or  Tihiir*8  hills  rcply'd, 
Dare  to  the  Mi»e*s  ear  asfńre ; 
SaTe  that,  instnicted  by  the  GreciaB  lyre, 
With  PVeedom'«  ancient  notes  theńr  shamefiil  task 
they^hide. 

Mark,  bow  the  dresidl  FmtheoB  standii 
Amid  tbe  domes  ef  modem  banda : 
Amid  the  toys  of  idle  stale, 
How  simply,  bow  aeyerely  great ! 
Then  tnrn,  ńd,  wbile  each  western  clima 
Preaeate  her  tnnefiil  sons  to  Time, 

80  mark  thoii  Mikon^s  name  $ 
And  add,  *«Thns  diffen  Aom  the  throog 
The  spirit  włiich  informM  thy  awfiil  song,  f^fiaiie.'* 
Wluch  bade  thy  poteat  rmee  pietect  thy  coaiiti7*8 

Yet  henoe  barbarie  Zeal 
His  meoiory  with  unhoiy  ragę  punues ; 
While  fffom  these  ardwms  caies  of  ^^blic  weal 
Sbe  bids  each  bard  b<^one^  and  rest  hira  with  bis 
Mnse. 

0  fool !  to  tbmk  the  raaa»  whose  amplo  miad 
Hast  grasp  at  aU  that  yooder  stan  8|irvey ; 

Must  join  tim  noblest  forms  of  every  kind, 
The  worid's  most  perfect  imaga  to  display, 
Can  e*er  bis  eoflmtry*8  mąjesty  bebold, 
UnmoY^d  or  ecrfd ! 
O  Iboi  1  to  deem 
That^M,  whoae  tbongbt  most  visit  ev6ry  tberae, 
Wboae  beart  miist  erery  staong  ca^otion  know 
Inspir^d  by  Natan,  er  by  Fortune  taiigbt; 
That  he»  if  haply  some  presnmptooias  foe» 
With  fiUm  i^Dobie  scieaee  innght, 
Shall  spum  ai  Preedom'8  fisithfttl  bmid ; 
That  be  tbeir  dear  defence  wiH  eiiaBy 
Or  bidę  tbeir  glofies  from  the  Sun, 
Or  deal  their  mengeaace  with  a  woman^s  band  I 

IV. 

1  care  not  that  in  Arao'8  plaio, 
Or  on  tbe  sportire  banks  of  Seine, 
From  poblic  themes  the  Mo8e*8  q«rre 
Content  with  poll8b'd  eaae  Mtire. 
Where  priests  the  studions  head  commaad, 
Where  tyranti  bow  the  wariike  band 

To  Tile  Aaiibitioii'B  aim, 
Śay,  what  etn  pubłic  themes  aflbrd, 
Save  venal  bonenis  to  an  hatefal  lord,   (Famę? 
fieserf^d  lor  angry  fiearen,  and  seoni^d  of  bonest 

*  0Qtaviaii|if  Ce«ar. 


But  here,  where  Fteedom's  eąpal  tbroąe 
To  all  ber  valiaat  sons  is  known ; 
Where  all  are  conscious  of  her  carfs» 
And  each  the  power,  that  rules  bim,  shares; 
Here  let  the  Bard,  whose  dasUrd  tongue 
I«ave8  pubUc  arguments  nnsung,  . 

Bid  public  pmise  larewell: 
LeC  bim  to  fitter  cUmes  remQ^, 
Far  from  the  heroda  and  the  patriat's  love. 
And  Inli  mysterious  monks  to  slumber  in  their  celL 

O  Ha8ttng%  not  to  aU 
Can  niling  Heaven  the  same  endowmenU  lend  s 
Yet  still  doth  Naturę  to  ber  ofiąnring  cali, 
That  to  one  generał  weal  tbeir  difierent  powefi 
they  bend, 
Unenyious.    Thus  alooe,  though  strains  diyine 
Inibrm  the  bosom  of  the  Muse^s  son ; 
Though  with  new  honoorB  tbe  patrician's  linę 
AdTance  from  age  to  age;  yet  thus  alone 
They  win  the  sofirage  of  impartiai  Famę. 
The  poet*8  name 
He  b«st  sball  prove, 
Whośe  lays  the  soul  with  noblest  pasBJons  move. 
But  tbee,  O  progeny  of  heroes  oki, 
Thee  to  se?erer  toils  thy  fate  reąutres: 
The  fate  which  form'd  tbee  in  a  chosen  mouM, 
The  grateful  country  of  thy  sires, 
Thee  to  sublimer  paths  demaod; 
SuUimer  than  thy  sires  could  trace^ 
Or  thy  own  Edward  teach  his  race» 
Though  Gaul*to  proud  genios  sank  beneatb  bis  band 

V. 

From  rich  domains  and  subject  faims. 
They  led  the  mstic  youth  to  arms; 
And  Idogs  tbeir  ateni  aobievemeBts  feai'd  ; 
While  pii^ato  Strife  thdr  bannen  rear^d.. 
But  loftier  scenes  to  tbee  are  sbown,    • 
Where  £mpire*s  wide-establiahM  throBe 

No  private  master  fills : 
Where,  long  Ibretold,  the  peopłe  reigns : 
Where  each  a  vas8al's  humble  hea«t  disdains; 
Aod  judgeth  what  be  sees^  and,  as  be  jndgetb,  wills. 

Here  be  it  thine  to  calm  and  guide 
The  «relling.  democcatic  tide ; 
To  wateh  the  state's  unoertahu  imme. 
And  baiBe  Faction*s  partia!  aim  t 
But  chiefly,  with  deiermin*d  zeal. 
To  quell  that  senrile  band,  who  kneel 

To  Freedom'8  banish^d  foeB ; 
That  monster,  which  ia  daily  found 
£xpert  and  bold  thy  oountry*8  peace  to  wound) 
Yet  dreads  to  handle  arms,  nor  manly  counsel  knows* 

*Ti9  highest  HeaTen^s  command, 
That  gnilty  wms  should  sordid  paths  pursue; 
That  what  ensnares  the  heart  should  maim  the 
hand. 
And  Viitae'8  worthłess  fees  be  faise  to  dlory  too. 
But  bok  on  Fkeedom.    See,  through  erery  age^ 
What  labours,  penis,  grieft,  hath  she  disdain^d ! 
What  arms,  wbat  regal  pńde,  what  priestlyrage, 
Have  her  dread  oflbpring  conquer'dor8usta]n'd ! 
For  Albion  wełl  ha^  conquei^d.    Let  the  strains 
Of  happy  swains, 

Which  now  resoond  [boand, 

Where  Searalale's  clifis  the  swelling  pastures 
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Beiir  witneis.    There,  oft  let  tbe  farmer  hail 
Tbe  sacred  orchard  which  imbowers  his  gate. 
And  show  to  strangen  passing  down  the  Tale, 
Wlia^  Ca'ndish;  Booth,  and  Osbome  sate ; 
When,  bursting  from  their  countr3r's  chain, 
£ven  in  the  nudst  of  deadly  arms, 
Of  papai  snares  and  lawleas  arms, 
They  plann'd  for  Freedom  this  her  noUest  reign. 

This  reign,  tbese  lawą,  thb  public  care, 
Whtch  Nassau  ga^e  us  all  to  sharey 
Had  ne*er  adomM  the  English  naine, 
Cottld  Pear  have  stlencM  Freedom'8  cłakn. 
Bot  Fear  in  vain  attempts  to  bind 
Those  lofty  efforts  of  the  mind 

Whtch  social  Good  inspires; 
>Vhere  men,  for  this,  assanjt  a  throne, 
£ach  adds  the  common  wetfare  to  his  own ; 
And  each  unoonqaer'd  heart  the  strength  of  all  ac- 
ąuires. 

Say,  was  it  thus,  when  late  we  view'd 
Our  fields  in  ci  vii  blood  imbrued } 
When  Fortune  crownM  the  barbarous  host. 
And  half  the  a8tonish*d  isle  was  lost  ? 
Did  one  of  all  that  vaunting  train, 
Who  dare  afih>nt  a  peaoeful  reign, 

Durst  one  in  arms  appear  ? 
Darst  one  in  oounsels  pledge  his  lifie  ? 
Stake  his  Inzurious  fortunes  in  the  strife  ? 
Or  lend  his  boasted  name  his  Tagrantfriends  tocheer? 

Yet,  HastingB,  these  are  they 
Who  challenge  to  themselyes  thv  country's  lo^e^ 
The  trne ;  the  constant:  who  alone  can  weigh, 
What  Gloiy  should  demand,  or  Liberty  approTe ! 
But  let  theirworks  declare  them.  Thy  free  powere, 
The  generous  powers  of  thy  prevailing  mind, 
Notrfor  the  tasks  of  their  confederate  hours, 
Łewd  brawls  and  lurking  slander,  where  de8ign*d. 
Be  thou  thy  own  appro^er.    Honest  praise 
Oft  nobły  sways 
Ingenuous  youth: 
But,  songfat  from  oowards  and  the  lying  moatby 
Praise  is  reproach.     Etemal  God  alone 
For  mortals  fixeth  that  sublime  award. 
|Ie,  from  the  fatthf ul  records  of  his  throne, 
Bids  the  bistorian  and  the  bard 
Dispose  of  honour  and  of  soom ; 
Discem  the  patriot  from  the  sla^e ; 
And  writo  the  good,  the  wise,  the  brave^ 
For  lessons  to  the  multitude  unbora. 


AKENSIDE^S  POEMS. 


BOOK  THE  SECOND. 
ODE  Ł 


/ 


THE  REMON8TRANCE  OF  SHAKSPEARE : 

sopfosbd  to  ravb  iben  sfokbm  at  tbb  theatyb-aoyał, 
whiłe  trs  frsmch  comdiams  webb  actino  bt  8vb- 
•criItioii. 

1I.DCC.XLIX. 

Ip,  yet  regardful  of  your  natire  land, 
Old  Shak^are'8  tongue  you  deign  to  nndeistand, 
Ło !  irom  the  blisAil  bowers  where  Heayen  rewaids 
Instructire  sagei  and  iinhlemish^d  bards, 


I  come,  the  ancient  fiyunder  of  the  stige» 
Intrnt  to  leam,  in  this  disceming  age, 
Whai  form  of  wit  your  iancies  hare  embrac*d| 
And  whither  tends  your  elegance  of  taste, 
That  thus  at  length  our  horoely  toils  you  spum, 
That  thus  to  fbreign  scenes  you  proudly  turn, 
That  from  my  brow  the  laorel  wreath  you  claim 
To  crown  the  iiva]s  of  your  country's  fiune. 

What,  though  tbe  footsteps  of  my  derioos  Muse 
The  measur^d  walks  of  Grecian  art  refiise  ? 
Or  though  the  frankness  of  my  hardy  style 
Mock  the  nice  tooches  of  the  critic^s  iile  ? 
Yet,  what  my  age  and  climate  held  to  yiew^ 
Inipartial  I  8unrey'd  and  fearless  drew. 
And  say,  ye  skilful  in  the  human  heart, 
Who  know  to  prize  a  poefs  noblest  part, 
What  age,  what  clime,  could  e*er  an  ampler  field 
For  lofty  thought,  for  daring  fancy,  yield  ? 
I  saw  this  England  break  the  shameful  bands 
Foi^d  for  the  souls  of  men  by  sacred  hands  t 
I  saw  each  groaning  realm  her  aid  implore  $ 
Her  sons  the  heroes  of  each  wariike  shore : 
Her  narał  standard  (tbe  dire  Spantard's  bane) 
Obey'd  through  all  the  circuit  of  tbe  main. 
Then  too  great  Commeroe,  for  a  late-found  wor14» 
Around  yonr  coaat  her  eager  sails  unfurfd : 
New  hopesy  new  paisions,  thence  the  bosom  firM ;. 
New  plans,  new  arts,  the  gentus  thenoe  inspir*d ; 
Thence  every  scenę,  which  priTate  fortunę  know^ 
In  stronger  life,  with  bolder  spirit,  rosę. 

DisgracM  I  this  fnll  prospect  wbich  I  drew  ł 
My  colours  languid,  or  my  strokes  natme  ? 
Haye  not  your  sages,  warriorB,  swains,  and  king^ 
Confeas^d  the  living  draught  of  men  and  thmgs  ł 
What  other  bard  in  any  clime  appeaia 
Alike  the  master  of  your  smiles  and  tean  ? 
Yet  have  I  deign^d  your  audience  to  entice 
With  wretehed  bribes  to  Luxury  and  Vice  ? 
Or  have  my  yarious  scenes  a  pnrpose  knowa 
Which  Fireedom,  Yirtue,  Glory,  might  not  own  t 

Such  from  the  first  was  my  dramatic  plan  ; 
It  should  be  yours  to  crown  what  I  began: 
And  now  that  England  spurns  her  Gothic  chany 
And  equal  laws  »Qd  social  science  reign,  ' 

I  thought,  Now  surely  shail  my  zealout  eyes 
View  ndbler  bards  and  juster  critics  rise^ 
Intent  with  leamed  labour  to  refine 
The  copious  ore  of  Aibk>n'B  natiye  minę, 
Our  statoly  Muse  morę  graoeftil  airs  to  teach,  ' 
And  form  her  tongue  to  morę  attncthra  qpeeclk 
Uli  rival  nations  listen  at  her  fieet. 
And  own  her  polish*d,  as  they  own'd  her  great* 

But  do  you  thus  my  laTourite  hopes  fblfil? 
Is  France  at  last  the  standard  of  your  skill  ł 
Alas  for  you  !  that  so  betray  a  mmd 
Of  art  unconsdous,  and  to  beauty  Ułnd. 
Say;  does  her  lang^nage  yonr  ambition  raise^ 
Her  barren,  trivtal,  unharmonious  phraae, 
Which  fetters  eloąuence  to  scantieat  bounds. 
And  maims  the  cadence  of  poetic  sounds  ? 
Say ;  does  your  humble  admiration  chocMK 
The  gentle  prattłe  of  her  comic  Muse, 
While  wita,  plain-dealen,  fops;  and  fińla  appear, 
Charg^d  to  say  nought  but  what  the  king  may  bear  f 
Or  rath^r  melt  your  sympathizing  hearts. 
Won  by  ber  tragic  scene*8  romantic  arta, 
Where  old  and  young  declaim  on  soft  dóire, 
And  heroes  never,  but  for  love,  eapire } 

Nob    Though  the  eharms  of  novelty,  a  while^ 
Perbaps  too  foodly  win  yonr  thoaghtiińi 
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Yet  not  fior  jcn  designM  indałgent  Fate 
Tbe  modes  or  manners  of  the  Bourboa  state. 
And  Ul  3roiir  minds  my  partia!  judgment  reads, 
And  maoy  an  aagury  my  hope  m^eads, 
If  the  fajr  maids  of  yooder  blooming  train 
To  their  tight  courtship  would  an  audience  deigiiy 
Or  tbose  chaste  matrons  a  Parisian  wife 
Choose  fisr  the  model  of  domestic  life ; 
Or  if  one  youth  of  all  that  generaus  band, 
The  strength  and  splendoar  of  their  Dative  land, 
Would  yield  his  portioo  of  his  country*s  famę, 
And  qi|iŁ  old  Freedom^s  patrimom'al  claim, 
With  lyiag  smiles  Oppression^s  pomp  to  see. 
And  judge  of  glory  by  a  kiag*8  decree. 

O  ble^  at  home  with  jusŁly-enyted  laws, 
O  long  the  chiefe  of  £arope'B  generał  cause, 
Whom  HeaTen  hath  choaea  at  each  dangerous  hour 
To  check  the  inroads  of  btirbaric  power, 
The  rights  of  trampled  nations  to  reclaim, 
And  guard  the  social  world  from  bonds  and  ęhame; 
X>h !  let  not  Luxury's  fantastic  charms 
Thos  gire  the  lie  to  your  hęroic  arms : 
Nor  fN-  the  omaments  of  life  embraoe 
Diihanest  lessons  from  ^hat  raunting  race, 
Whom  Fate*8  dread  laws  (for,  in  etemal  Fate, 
Despotic  Ruie  was  heir  to  Freedom's  hate) 
Whom,  in  each  warKke,  each  commercial  part, 
In  ci^il  coHiwel,  and  in  pleasing  art, 
The  jodge  of  Earth  predestinM  for  your  fbes. 
And  raade  it  lamę  and  Tirtne  to  oppose. 


ODE  II.  ^ 

TO   8ŁBEP. 


Tmo  aSkUkt  power,  whose  weleome  sway 
Charms  erery  ansrioos  thonght  away; 
in  wbooe  drrine  oblłvion  drownM, 
Sore  pain  and  weary  toil  grow  mild, 
Łflnre  is  with  kinder  looks  beguiPd, 

And  Grief  forgets  her  fondly-cbernVd  wonnd  ; 

O  wbither  hast  thoa  flown,  indulgent  god  ? 

God  of  kind  sbadiiws  and  of  healing  diews, 

Whom  do6t  thon  tooch  with  thy  Lethsan  rod  ? 
Atóund  whose  temples  now  thy  opiate  airs  difTase? 


/ 


Xi9 !  Blidnight  from  her  stariy  reign 
Looks  awfol  down  on  earth  and  main. 
Tlie  taneful  birds  lie  hash*d  in  sleep, 
Wltfa  all  that  crop  the  reniant  (bod, 
/    With  all  that  skim  the  cryrtal  flood, 
,'  Or  hamiŁ  the  cftvems  of  the  rocky  steep. 
/    Nomshing  windsdistnib  the  tufted  bowers; 
;    Ufo  wakefiil  aoond  the  moon^ligbt  Talley  knows, 
.     Sarę  where  the  bróok  its  liimid  murmur  pours, 
I  Aad  hilb  iba  w«?ing  S(MM  to  miff«7rolbuńd'repo6e. 

O  let  not  me  alone  oomplain, 
Alone  iuToke  thy  power  in  vainl 
Bescend,  propttious,  on  my  eyes  i 
Not  from  the  coucb  that  bears  a  crown. 
Not  from  the  ooortly  statesman^s  down. 
Kor  where  the  mtser  and  his  treasure  Ues : 
Bnognotthe  shapes  that  break  the  mttrderer'8rest, 
Nor  tbose  the  hirelmg  soldier  lores  to  see. 
Nor  tbose  which  haunt  the  bigot's  gloomy  breast: 
7ar  be  their  gnilty  night^  aod  far  tbeir  dr»uiis 


Nor  yet  tbose  awfbl  fbrms  preseo^ 
For  chiefr  and  heroes  only  meant: 
The  figur'd  brass,  the  chorał  song, 
The  rescned  people'8  glad  applauae, 
The  listening  seoate,  and  the  laws 
Fix*d  by  the  counsels  of  Timoleon's  <  tongue, 
Are  scenes  too  grand  for  Fortnne*s  private  ways ; 
And  though  they  shine  in  youth's  ingoauous  view, 
The  sober  gak)ful  arts  of  modem  days  ^    - 

To  such  romantic  thoaghts  bare  bid  a  long  adien. 

I  ask  not,  god  of  dreams,  thy  care 
To  banish  Love'8  presentments  fair  i 
Nor  rosy  cheek,  nor  radiant  eye 
Can  arm  him  with  such  strong  command 
That  the  young  sorcerer^s  fatal  band 
Shall  round  my  soul  his  pleasing  fetters  tie. 
Nor  yet  the  oourtłer'8  hope,  the  giTing  smile 
(A  lighter  phantom,  and  a  baser  chain) 
Did  e'er  in  siumbeńny  proud  lyre  beg^le 
To  letid  the  pomp  of  thrones  her  ill-accordUng  straia. 

But,  Morphens,  on  thy  balmy  wing 
Such  hononrable  yisions  bring,  - 
As  sooth^d  great  Milton*6  injur^d  age, 
When  in  prophetic  dreams  he  saw 
The  race  nnboni  with  pious  awe 
Imbibe  each  yirtne  firom  his  hea%'enly  page : 
Or  sodi  as  Meaid's  bentgnant  fancy  knows 
When  Health^s  deep  treasnres,  by  his  art  explor'd^ 
Have  8X9*6.  the  iniantfrom  an  orphan*s  woes, 
Or  to  the  trembling  sire  his  age^s  hope  restorM. 


ODE  III. 


TO  TttB  CVCK0O. 

O  Kumc  herald  of  the  Spring, 
At  leogth  in  yooder  woody  Tale 

Fast  by  tiie  brook  I  hear  thee  sing ; 
And,  studious  of  thy  homely  tale. 

Amid  the  irespen  of  the  grore. 

Amid  the  chaunting  choir  of  lov^ 
Thy  sagę  responses  haiU 

The  time  has  been  wheri  I  have  frownM 
To  hear  thy  voice  the  woods  invade; 

And  while  thy  solemn  accent  drown'd 
Some  sweeter  poet  of  the  shade, 

"  Thiis,"  thonght  I,  *<  thus  the  sons  of  Care 

Some  constant  youth,  or  generoits  fair, 
With  dul!  advrce  upbraid.' 


łł 


I  said,  ''While  Philomela's  song 
Prodaims  the  passion  of  the  grove« 

It  i  U  beseems  a  cuckoo^s  tongue 
Her  charming  language  to  reprove"«-^ 

Alas!  how  much  a  loyer^s  ear 

Hates  all  the  sober  tn]gth  to  hear, 
The  sober  truth  of  Iove ! 


'  After  Timoleon  had  deliyered  Syrącuse  froM 
the  tyranny  of  Di(Miysius,  the  people  on  every  im- 
portant  deliberation  sent  fi>r  łum  into  the  pobito 
aśsembly,  asked  his  adrice,  and  yoted  accordiog 
to  it.    Plutarch. 
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When  hearts  wn  i«  esafi  other  bleasM, 
Wben  nought  but  lofty  Faith  can  nile 

The  nymph^  and  swatn^s  consenting  breost, 
How  cuckoo-like  in  Cupid^s  scbool, 

Wlth  storę  af  gra^e  prudential  saws 

On  Fortune*8  power  and  CuBtom'8  lawt, 
Appean  each  frieodły  fbol ! 

Yet  thjnk  betimes,  ye  gentle  tratn 

Wbom  Love  and  Hope  and  Pancy  sway, 

Whom  every  harsber  care  disdain, 
Who  by  the  morning  jodge  the  day, 

Think  that,  in  ApriPs  fiurest  boura. 

To  waibling  sbades  and  painted  flowera 
The  cuckoo  joios  his  ]ay. 


ODE  IV. 


TO 


SHBUfD. 


IN  THE  COUNTRY. 
'  M.DCC.Ł. 

I. 

How  oft  ihall  I  nirrey 
-This  hamble  roof,  tbe  lavn,  tbe  greenwood  sbade, 

The  Tale  with  sbeares  o^enpread, 
The  glassy  brook,  tbe  flooks  wbich  round  tbee  stray ; 

Wben  will  tby  cbeerful  mind 
Of  tbese  ha^e  uttea^d  all  ber  dear  efteem  ł 

Or,  tell  me,  dost  thóu  deem 
No  morę  to  join  in  01ory*B  toilsome  race. 

Bot  here  content  embrace 
That  happy  letsure  wbich  thon  hadst  resłgn'd) 

Alas !  ye  happy  houn, 
When  books  and  youtbiiil  sporU  tbe  soul  could  share, 

Ere  one  ambitiou^  care 
Of  civ  ii  life  had  awM  ber  simpler  powers^ 

Oft  a9  your  winged  train 
Revi8it  here  my  frieod  in  wbite  array, 

O  fail  not  to  display 
Each  fairer  scenę  where  I  percbance  had  part, 

That  80  his  generous  heart 
The  abode  of  eren  friendahip  may  remauif 

For  not  iroprudent  of  my  losft  to  come, 
I  saw  irom  Omtemplation's  quiet  cęll 
His  feet  aseending  to  another  home 
Where  public  Praise  and  envied  Greatness  dwell. 
But  sball  we  therefore,  O  my  lyre, 
ReproTe  Ambition^s  beat  desire  ? 

Bsctinguisb  Glory'8  flamei 
Far  other  was  the  task  enjoin'd 
When  to  my  band  tby  strings  were  first  asńgn^d: 
Far  other  iaith  belongs  to  Friendsbip^s  honour'd 
name. 

* 

IŁ 

Tbee,  Townsbend,  not  the  arms 
Of  slnmbering  Ease,  nor  Pleast)re's  rosy  chain, 

Were  destin'd  to  detain : 
.No,  nor  bright  Science,  nor  the  Mu8e's  charms. 

For  them  high  Hearen  pcepares 
Their  proper  ▼otaries,  an  humbter  band  : 

And  ne^er  woald  Spensor^  band 
Have  deign'd  to  strike  the  warbling  Tuscan  shell. 

Nor  Harrington  to  tell 
<What  habit  aa  iomoital  city  wears. 


Ilad  this  been  born  to  sbield 
Tbe  cause  wbieh  OomwelPs  impwiis  band  beti«y*<^ 

Or  that,  Uke  Vere,  display^d 
His  redcroas  banner  o^er  the  Beigian  field ; 

Yet  where  the  will  divnie 
Hath  sbttt  thoae  krftiest  paths,  it  nest  remaio^ 

Wlth  reason  clad  in  strains 
Of  harmony,  selected  minds  to  inspire. 

And  Yirtue^s  liiring  fire 
To  fbed  and  etemize  in  beaits  like  tiune. 

For  nerer  shall  the  berd,  wbom  Enry  sways, 
Se  ąnell  my  purpose  or  my  tongne  coatroł, 
That  I  sbould  fear  lUustrious  worth  to  praise, 
Beeause  its  master^s  fnendshipmovM  my  souL 
Yet  if  this  undissernUing  strain 
Should  now  perhaps  thine  ear  detain 
'  With  any  pleasing  sound, 
Remember  thou  that  righteous  Famę 
From  hoary  Age  a  strict  acconnt  will  elaim 
Of  each  auspicioas  palm  with  which  tby  youtfa  waf* 
cfown*d. 

m. 

Nor  6bvion8  is  the  way 
Where  Heaven  espects  tbee;  nor  the  traveUer  lead% 

Througb  flowers  or  fragiant  fneads, 
Or  grove8  that  bark  to  Philomela's  lay, 

The'iq[ipartial  laws  of  Fkte 
To  nobler  yirtues  wed  severer  cares. 

Is  there  a  man  who  shares 
Tbe  summit  next  where  heavenly  natures  dwell  f 

Ask  him  (for  he  can  tell) 
What  storms  beat  round  that  roughlaborious  heigfat. 

Ye  heroes,  who  of  old 
Did  geneiouf  Kngland  Fraedom^a  throtte  cadafai ; 

From  Alfred'B  pareni  reign 
To  Nassau,  gieat  dełiyerer,  wiae  ai|d  boUl  i 

I  know  your  perils  bard. 
Your  wounds,  your  painful  marches,  wintiy  sea% 

The  night  estraag^d  from  ease» 
Tbe  day  by  oowaidice  and  falaebood  vex^ 

The  head  with  doubt  perplex'd, 
Hie  indignaat  heart  disdaining  tbe  rewaid 

Which  EuTy  hardly  grants.    But,  O  Renown, 
O  praiae  fram  judgittg  Hearen  aod  Tirlooii^ 


If  thus  they  purcba8'd  thy  diviiiest  ewm, 
Say,  who  shall  hesitato  ?  or  who  oomplain  ? 
Ajid  |iow  they  sit  on  thraoes  above : 
And  wben  among  the  gods  they  morę 

Before  the  soTereign  mind* 
«  Lo,  tbese,"  be  saith, « lo»  tbeae  are  tbe* 
Who  to  tbe  lawB  of  minę  etemal  sway 
From  ynleooe  and  jfear  aneited  faiimaik  kM^ 

IV. 

Thus  bonoaf  d  wblle  the  train 
Of  legislatora  in  his  preaence  dwell ; 

If  I  may  aught  foretell, 
The  statesman  shall  tbe  second  palm  obtahir 

For  dreadful  deeds  of  arms 
Łet  Tulgar  bards,  with  undtscereing  praise^ 

Morę  gtittering  trophies  raise  : 
But  wisest  Heaven  what  deeds  may  chiefly  inoYe 

To  ftiTonr  and  to  loTe  } 
What,  saye  wida  bleMngSi  or  aTerCed  httns  I 
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Nor  to  the  embattled  field  • 
Shall  the  achierements  of  the  peacef ul  gown 

The  green  immortal  crown 
Of  Talonr,  or  the  soags  of  coiiqaest  yield. 

Noi  Fair&x  wildly  bold, 
Whiłc  bare  of  crest  he  hew*d  his  fotal  way, 

Throu^h  Naseby'B  iinn  array, 
To  heavier  dangera  did  his  breast  oppoee 

Than  Pym's  free  Yirtue  chose, 
When  the  pniud,force  of  Strafford  be  controPd. 

Bot  wbat  is  man  at  eomity  with  truth  ? 
What  were  the  fruits  of  Wentworth's  oopioiis 
mind, 
When  (blighted  all  the  promise  of  his  yoiith) 
The  patriot  in  a  tyimnt^s  league  had  joinM  ? 
lA!t  Trehind's  load-lamenting  plains, 
Let  Tyiie's  and  Humber*s  trampled  swains, 
Let  menacM  London  tell 
How  impious  Goile  madę  Wisdom  base; 
How  generous  Zeal  to  cruel  Ragę  gave  place; 
And  haw  onblessM  he  liv*d,  and  how  dishonour'd 
felL 

V. 

Thencc  nercr  hath  the  Muse 
Aroand  bis  tomb  Pierian  roses  flung: 

Nor  shaJl  one  poet^s  tongue 
His  name  for  Music^s  pleasiog  labour  choose. 

And  surę,  when  Naturę  kind 
Uath  deck*d  some  favour'd  breast  above  the  throng, 

That  man  with  grievoas  wrong 
AfErontB  and  wounds  his  genius,  if  be  bends 

To  Gniłt'6  łgnoble  eods 
Tbe  functknis  of  his  iU-submitting  inind> 

For  worthy  of  tbe  wise 
Nothing  can  seem  but  Yirtue ;  nor  £arth  yield 

Thdr  famę  an  equal  field, 
Save  where  impartial  Freodom  giyes  the  prize. 

There  Somers  fix*d  his  name, 
Enroird  the  nest  to  William.    There  shall  Tinke 

To  crery  woodcring  clime 
Foijit  out  that  Somers,  who  from  Faction's  crowd, 

Th^  slanderous  and  the  loud, 
Gould  fair  aseent  and  modest  reverence  claim. 

Nor  anght  did  laws  or  social  arts  acquire, 
Nor  tbis  majestic  weal  of  AIbion*s  hind 
Did  anght  accomplish,  or  to  aught  aspire, 
Withoat  his  guidance,  his  superior  band. 
And  rightiy  shall  the  Muse*ft  care 
Wreaths  like  ber  own  for  him  preparat 

Whose  mind'8  enamourM  aim 
Gould  forms  of  civil  beauty  draw 
Soblime  as  ever  sagę  or  poet  saw, 
Yet  stOi  to  life'8  mde  scenę  the  proud  ideas  tamę. 

VL 

Let  nonę  pro&ne  be  near  1 
The  Mnse  was  never  foreign  to  his  breast: 

On  Power's  gra^e  seat  coufessM, 
Sdll  to  her  Toice  he  bent  a  lo^er^s  ear. 

And  if  tbe  blessed  know 
Their  anctent  cares,  even  now  the  unfading  groves, 

Where  baply  Milton  rov€8 
With  Spenser,  hear  the  encbanted  echoea  round 

Through  fuithest  Hearen  resound 
Wise  Somers,  goardian  of  thev  famę  bdow, 
VOL.  XIV. 


He  knew,  the  patriut  kiiew, 
'Tliat  letters  and  the  Muses'  powerful  art 

Exalt  the  ingenuuus  heart, 
And  brighten  eyeryg^urm  of  jubt  and  tnie. 

They  lend  a  noblor  sway 
To  civi1  Wisdom,  th^n  Corruption^s  lure 

Could  ever  yet  procure: 
They  too  from  'Bayy^s  pale  malignant  light 

Conduct  her  forth  to  sight, 
ClotliM  in  the  fairest  colours  of  the  day. 

O  Townshend,  thns  may  Time,  the  judge  severe, 

Instruct  my  happy  tongue  of  tbee  to  tell : 
And  when  I  speak  of  one  to  Freedom  dear 
I^or  płanning  wisely  and  for  acting  well, 
Of  one  whom  Glory  loves  to  own, 
Who  still  by  liberał  means  alone 
Hath  liberał  ends  pun>ued; 
Then,  for  the  guerdon  of  my  lay, 
<<  Tbis  man  with  faithful  friendship,"  will  I  say, 
"  From  youth  to  honour'd  age  my  arts  and  me 
hath  view'd." 


ODE  V. 


ON  ŁOVE  OF  PRAI8E* 

Of  all  t£e  springs  within  the  mind, 

Which  prompt  ber  stępa  io  Fortune's  maże, 

From  nonę  morę  pleasing  aid  we  find 
Than  from  the  geuuiue  love  of  praise. 

Nor  any  partial,  private  end 
Such  reverence  to  the  public  bcars; 

Nor  any  pąsston,  Virtue'8  friend, 
So  like  to  Virtue*s  self  appears. 

For  who  in  glory  can  dt:light 
Without  delight  in  glorious  deeds  ^ 

What  man  a  charming  voice  can  slight, 
Wbo  courts  tbe  echo  that  succeeds  ? 

But  not  the  echo  on  the  voice 

More,  than  on  yirtue  praise  dc^nds  ; 

To  włiicb,  of  cóurse,  its  real  price 
The  judgment  of  the  praiser  lends. 

If  praise  tfien  with. rei igious  awe 
From  the  solc  perfećt  judge  be  sought, 

A  nobler  aim,  a  purer  law. 
Nor  priest,  nor  bard,  nor  sagę  hath  taught. 

With  which  in  character  the  same 
Though  in  an  humbier  sphere  it  lies, 

I  count  that  soul  of  human  famę, 
The  suffrage  of  the  good  and  wise. 


ODE  VI. 


TO  WIŁUAM  HALL,  ESQUIRB) 

WrrH  THE  WORKS  OP  CHAUŁteu* 

AiTEND  to  Chaulieu's  wanton  lyre ; 
While,  fiuent  as  the  sky-lark  sings 
When  first  the  mom  allures  its  wings, 
I1)e  epicure  his  theme  pursues : ' 
And  tell  me  if,  among  the  choir 
Whose  musie  charms  the  banks  of  Seine, 
So  fuli,  so  free,  so  rich  a  strain 
E'er  dictatcd  tbe  warbling  Musc. 
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Yet,  Hall,  while  thy  judicious  ear 
Admires  the  welMissembled  art 
Tbat  can  such  harmony  impart 
To  tb^  lamę  pace  of  Gallic  rhyties ; 
Wbile  wit  from  affectation  elear, 
Bright  images,  aml  passious  true, 
Recall  to  .thy  assenting  view 
The  envied  bards  of  nobler  times; 


Say,  is  not  oft  his  doctrine  wrong  ? 
This  pńest  of  Pleasure,  who  aspires 
To  lead  us  to  ber  sacred  fires, 
Knows  be  the  ńtual  of  ber  sbrine  ? 
Say  (her  sweet  influence  to  tby  song 
So  inay  the  goddess  still  afford) 
Doth  sbc  consent  to  be  ador*d 
With  shameicss  love  and  frantic  winę  ? 

Nor  Cato,  nor  Cbrysippas  berę    ^ 
Need  we  in  high  indignant  pbnue 
From  their  Elysian  qaiet  raise : 
But  Heasure'8  oracie  ałone 
ConsulŁ ;  attentive,  not  se^ere. 
O  Plearare,  we  biMpheme  ftot  tbee  ; 
^or  emnlate  die  ligid  knee 
Wbich  bends  butat  the  stoic  throne. 

We  own  had  Fate  to  man  assign*d 
Nor  sensc,  nor  wisb,  but  what  obcy 
Or  Venus  soft  or  Bacchiis  gay, 
Tłtcn  might  our  bard's  Volnptaou8  creed 
Most  aptly  govem  human  kind : 
Uniess  perchance  what  he  batb  sting 
Of  tortur'd  joints  and  ner^es  un&trung, 
Some  wrangling  berctic  should  plead. 

But  no  w  with  all  tbcse  pnnid  dcsirets 
For  dauntless  truth  and  bonest  famę ; 
With  that  strong  master  of  our  frame, 
The  inexorable  judcre  within, 
What  can  be  donc  ?  Alas !  ye  fires 
Of  love ;  alas !  ye  rosy  smiles, 
Yo  ncctar*d  ciips  from  happier  soils^ 
— Ye  have  no  bribe  his  grace  to  win. 


AKENSIDE'S  POEMS. 


ODE  VII. 


E»J)  V 

WINCHESTOI. 


TO  1U£  aiCIIT  &BVE»ENO 
BENJAMIN  LORD  BISHOP  OF 

M.ncc.u7. 

I. 

For  toils  which  patrioU  have  endur'd. 
For  treason  queH'd  and  lai»s  secur'd^ 
In  every  nation  Time  displays 
The  palm  of  bonourablc  praise* 
Enry  may  raił ;  and  Faetion  (ierce 
May  strive;  but  what,  alas  !  can  those 
(Though  bold,  >xt  blind  and  sordid  foes) 
To  gratitude  and  love  oppose, 
To  faithfnl  story  and  persuasivc  verse  ? 

O  nurse  of  Freedom,  Albion,  say, 
Thou  tamcr  of  despotic  sway, 
What  man,  among  thy  sons  around, 
Thua  heir  to  z^^jry  htutt  tbou  found  * 


What  page,  in  all  thy  annals  bright^ 
Hast  tbou  with  purer  joy  surreyM 
Than  that  where  Thith,  by  Hoadly*s  aid, 
Shines  through  Intposture^s  solemn  shade, 
Tlirougb  kingly  and  through  sacerdotal  nightf 

To  bim'theTeaeher  blessM, 
Who  sent  Religion,  from  the  palmy  field 
By  Jordan,  like  the  mom  to  cheer  the  west. 
And  lifted  up  the  veil  which  HeRYen  from  Enih 
conceal*d, 
To  Hoadły  thus  his  mandate  he  addressM : 
"  Go  thouy  and  rescue  my  disbonour^d  l«v 
From  bands  rapacioiis  and  from  tongues  impure: 
Let  not  my  peacefol  name  be  madę  a  lure 
Feli  Persecution^s  mortal  snares  to  aid : 
Let  not  my  words  be  impions  chains  to  draw 
The  freebom  soiil  in  morę  than  brutal  awe, 
To  faith  without  assent,  allegiance  unrepatd." 

n. 

No  cold  or  unperforming  hand 
'Was  arm*d  by  Heaveu  with  this  command^ 
The  world  soon  felt  it:  and,  on  high. 
To  William^s  ear  with  welcome  joy 
I)id  Locke  among  the  bfost  unfold 
The  rising  hope  of  Hoadly's  name, 
Godolphin  thcn  confirmM  the  famę; 
And  Somers,  when  from  Earth  he  ckme. 
And  generous  Stanhope  the  fair  seąuel  told« 

Then  drew  the  lawgivers  around, 
(Sires  of  the  Grecian  na  me  renownM) 
And  listening  ask'd,  and  wondering  kneWy 
What  private  force  could  thus  subdae 
The  Tulgar  and  the  great  combin'd; 
Could  war  with  sacred  FoUy  wagę  ; 
Could  a  whole  nation  disengage 
From  the  dread  bonds  of  many  an  age. 
And  to  new  habits  mould  the  public  mind. 

For  not  a  conąueror^s  sword, 
Nor  the  strong  powers  to  civil  founden  knowi^ 
Werę  his :  but  truth  by  faithful  search  explor*d| 

And  social  seiise,  like  seed,  in  genial  plenty  sown. 
Wherever  it  took  root,  the  soul  (restoi^d 
To  freedom)  freldom  too  for  othen  sougbŁ 
Not  monkłsh  craft,  the  tyrant's  claim  dirine. 
Not  regal  zeal,  the  bigot^s  cruel  shrine, 
Could  Tonger  giiard  from  reason^s  warfare  sagę; 
Not  the  wild  rabble  to  sedition  wrought. 
Nor  synods  by  the  papai  genius  taught. 

Nor  St  John's  spirit  loose,  nor  Atterbury^s  rag«. 

III. 

But  wfaere  ahall  recompense  be  found  ł 
Or  how  such  ardiious  merit  crownM  } 
For  look  on  life^s  laborioos  scenę  ; 
What  rugged  spaces  lie  between 
Adrcnturous  Virtue's  early  toils 
And  her  triumphal  throne !  Tlie  shade 
Of  Death,  mean  time,  does  olt  invade 
Her  progress;  nor,  to  us  dispIayM, 
Wears  the  bright  heroinę  her  expected  spcńk. 

Yet  bom  to  conquer  is  her  powcr : 
— ^  Hoadły,  if  that  favmirite  hoor 
On  F^rth  arnve,  with  thankful  awe 
We  own  jnst  Heav«n's  iodnlgent  taii^ 
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And  proudly  thy  socceas  behold  ; 
We  attend  thy  rererend  length  xjf  dayt 
With  beoedictkrn  and  with  praise, 
And  hail  th«e  in  our  pubiic  ways 
like  9ome  great  spirit  &m*d  in  ages  old. 

While  thus  oor  Yowg  prolong 
Thy  steps  on  Eaitb,  and  when  by  us  resIgnM 
Tbóu  join'st  thy  senion,  tbat  heroie  tbronjr 
Wtn  rescned  or  preserr^d  the  rightg  of  buman  kiild, 
O !  not  nowocthy  may  thy  Albioo^s  tongue 
Tliee  sttlł,  h^  frieiid  and  benefector,  name: 
O !  never,  Hoadly,  in  thy  country's  eyes, 
May  impious  gold,  or  pleasure'8  gandy  prize, 
Hake  pnbtic  Tirtue,  pubłic  freedom^  ^ile ; 
Nor  our  o«n  mamers  tempt  as  to  disclaim 
That  beritage,  our  noblest  wcalth  and  famę, 
Whieh  tbou  hast  kept  entire&om  force  ind  fiuitious 
guile. 


ODE  yni. 


If  rigbtly  tonefnl  bards  decide, 
If  it  be  fyCA  in  \ore*s  decrees, 

Tbat  beanty  ought  not  to  be  tried 
But  by  itft  native  power  to  please, 

Thm  tell  me,  yonths  and  lo^ers,  teU| 

What  frir  cas  Amoret  excel  ? 

Behold  that  hright  unsullied  smile. 
And  ródom  speaking  in  ber  mień ; 

Yet  (sfae  80  aitleas  all  the  while, 
So  little  stodious  to  be  seen) 

We  nooght  but  instant  gladness  knour^ 

Mor  thułk  to  whom  the  gift  we  owe. 

Bat  neitfaer  musie,  nor  the  powers 
Of  youth  and  mirtb  and  frolic  cheer, 

Add  half  that  sunshine  to  the  boora, 
Or  make  life'8  praąpect  half  so  ciear| 

As  metnory  brings  it  to  the  eye 

Aon  acanes  whore  Amoret  was  by. 


Yet  not  a  saticist  could  there 
Or  &ułt  or  indiflcretłon  find ; 

Kor  any  pronder  sagę  declare 
One  yirtue,  pictur'd  in  his  mind« 

Wfaoie  Ibrm  with  lovelier  colours  gloii^. 

Hian  Amoret'8  demeanour  shows. 

This  Bure  is  beantsr^s  happtest  part : 
This  gives  the  mott  unbounded  sway: 

This  shaLI  encbanŁ  the  subject  heart 
When  rosę  and  lily  fade  away ; 

And  she  be  stiU,  in  spite  of  Tune^ 

8veet  Amocet  in  ail  ber  prime« 


ODE  IX 

AT  STODT. 

Wbitre  did  my  fency  stray  } 
By  wbat  mi^e  drawn  away 

Have  I  ieii  my  studjous  tbcme  ? 
Fom  this  philosophic  page, 
Fnm  the  pcoUenu  of  the  sagę,. 

Waadenog  tfaipngh  » ita«i«i$  ^reąin  ? 


SUBJECTS-    BOOK  II. 

Tis  in  vain,  alas  !  I  find. 
Much  in  vain,  my  zealous  mind 

Would  to  leamed  Wisdom^s  throue 
Dedicate  each  tboUghtful  hour : 
Naturę  bids  a  softer  power 

Claim  some  minutes  for  his  ownt 

Let  the  busy  or  the  wise 

Vicw  him  with  contemptuous  eyes  j 

Love  is  native  to  the  heart : 
Guide  its  wisfaes  as  you  will ; 
Withoot  Łove,  you  'li  find  it  sŁill 
•  Yoid  in  one  eseential  part 

Me  thotlgh  do  peculi&r  fair 
ToUches  with  a  ]oVer's  care ; 

Tbougb  the  pride  of  my  desirR 
Asks  immortat  fiiendship^s  naikie, 
Asks  tbe  palm  of  bonest  fame^ 

And  the  old  heiotc  lyre ; 

Thongh  the  day  ha^e  smobthly  goni^ 
Or  to  letter^d  leisure  known, 

Or  in  social  duty  spent; 
Yet  at  eve  my  lonely  breast 
Seeks  in  vain  for  perfect  rest; 

liaiiguishes  for  true  content 
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ODE  X. 

TO 

THOMAS  BDWABD8,  E8QUIRE| 

Oir  TBE  ŁATB  SDniOM  OP  M|U  POPB'8  WORKS. 

1I.DCC.ŁI. 

BsŁiSTB  me,  Edwards,  to  restrain 

The  lićence  of  a  railer^s  tongue 
Is  wh^  but  seldom  men  obtain 

By  sense  or  wit,  by  prose  or  song: 
A  task  for  morę  Herculean  powen» 
Nor  suited  to  the  sacred  bours 
Of  leisure  in  tbe.  Muse'8  bowers. 

In  bowers  where  laure!  weds  with  palm, 
The  Muse,  the  blameless  queen,  resides; 

Fair  Famę  attends,  and  Wisdom  calm 
Her  eloquence  harmonious  guides : 

Whtle,  shutifor  ever  from  ber  gate, 

Oft  trying,  still  repining,  wait 

Fierce  Euvy  and  calumnious  Hate. 

Who  then  from  ber  delightful  bounds 

Would  step  one  moment  forth  to  heed 
What  impotent  and  8avage  sounds 

From  their  unhappy  mouths  proceed  ? 
No :  ratber  Spenser^s  lyre  again 
Prepare,  and  let  thy  pious  strain         \ 
For  Pope's  disbonour^d  shade  complaia* 

Tell  how  displeasM  was  every  bard, 
When  latety  in  the  Elysian  gK>ve 

They  of  his  Muse^s  guardian  heard. 
His  delegata  to  Famę  aboTe; 

And  what  with  one  accord  they  said 

Of  wit  in  drooping  age  misled, 

And  Wajrbiortoa'*  officious  aid : 
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How  Virgil  mournM  thc  sordid  fiite 
To  tbat  raelodious  lyre  assignM, 
Beneath  a  tutor  who  so  late 

With  Midas  and  his  rout  combinM 
By  spiteful  clamour  to  confound 
That  very  lyre'8  enchanting  sound, 
Though  listening  realms  admii^d  around : 


AKENSIDES  POEMS. 

Wbatcare  hast  thou  to  guard  firom  Fartan«^s  stray  ł 
Amid  the  storms  of  war,  bow  sood  may  ali 
The  lofŁy  pile  from  its  foimdatioos  &U» 
Of  ages  the  proud  toil,  the  nąiu  of  a  day ! 


How  Horace  ownM  he  iSuight  the  fire 

Of  his  friend  Pope*8  ^muć  Bne 
Did  fnrther  fuel  scarce  reąnire 

From  such  a  militant  divłnc: 
How  Milton  scomM  thc  sophist  vain, 
Who  durst  approach  his  hallow*d  strain 
With  unwash^d  hands  and  lips  profane* 

Then  Shakspeare,  debonnair  and  mild, 

Brought  that  strange  comroent  forth  to  view ; 
Conceits  morę  decp,  he  said  and  smilM, 
Than  his  own  fbols  or  madmen  knew : 
But  thankM  a  generous  friend  abovc, 
Who  did  with  free  adventurous  Iotc 
Such  pageants  from  his  tomb  remove. 

And  if  to  Pope,  in  eqval  need, 

The  same  kiud  office  thou  wonldst  pay, 

Then^  Edwards,  all  the  band  decreed 
That  futurę  bards  with  fTequent  lay 

Should  ca!l  on  thy  auspicious  name, 

From  each  absurd  intruder^s  claim, 

To  keep  inviolate  tbeir  famę. 


ODE  XI. 


TO  TUB 


COUNTRY  GENTŁBMEN  OF  ENGŁAN 


M.DCC.LV]ilI. 


^ 


No:  thou  art  rich,  thy  streams  and  fertile  Talea 

Add  Industry^  wi»e  gifts  to  Nature*9  storę: 
And  every  port  is  crowded  with  thy  sails. 

And  every  wave  throws  treasure  on  thy  sfaote. 
What  Ijoots  it  ?  If  luxuriou8  plenty  cbann 
Thy  selfish  beart  ftom  glory,  if  thy  arm  ^ 
Shrink  at  the  frowns  of  dangcr  and  of  p«in, 
Those  gifts,  that  tneasure  is  no  longer  thine. 
Oh  rather  far  be  poor.    Thy  gold  will  shine 
Tempting  the  eye  of  force,  and  deck  thee  to  thy 
bane. 

r 

But  what  hath  fbrcc  or  war  to  do  with  thee  ? 

Girt  by  the  azure  tide,  and  thron*d  subiime 
Amid  thy  floating  bulwarks,  thou  canst  sec, 
With  scom,  the  fury  óf  eatrh  hostile  clime 
DashM  ere  it  reach  thee.     Sacred  firom  the  Ibe 
Are  thy  fair  fields.     AthWart  thy  guanłian  prow 
No  hołd  invader*8  foot  shall  tempt  the  strand — 
Yet  say,  my  country,  will  the  waves  and  wind 
Obey  thee  ?  Hast  thou  all  thy  hopes  resign^d 
To  the  sky'$  fickle  faith  ?  the  pilofs  wavenng  hand  ł 

For  oh  !  may  neither  fear  nor  stronger  love 

(Love,  by  thy  virtuous  princes  nobly  won) 
Thee,  lastof  many  wretched  nations,  mo^e, 

With  mighty  armiesstationM  round  thethiYKK 
To  trust  thy  safety.    Then,  farewell  the  cl&ims 
Of  Freedom  !  Her  proud  rccords  to  the  flames 
Then  bear,  an  oifering  at  Ambition'»«hrine  j 
Whate*er  thy  ancient  patnots  dar'd  demand 
From  furious  John's,  or  faithless  Charles*s  hand, 
Or  what  great  William  seaPd  for  his  adopted  Ime. 


WmniFR  is  Europe^s  ancient  spirit  fled  ł 

Where  are  those  vatiant  tcnants  of  hcr  shore, 
Who  from  the  warrior  bow  the  strong  dart  spęd, 

Or  with  firm  hand  the  rapid  pole-ax  borę  ? 
Freeman  and  soldier  was  their  common  name, 
Wlio  latc  with  reapers  to  the  furrow  came, 
Now  in  the  front  of  battle  rharg'd  the  foc : 
Who  taugbt  the  steer  the  wintry  plough  toendure, 
Now  in  fuU  councils  clucWd  encroaching  power, 
And  gave  the  guardian  la\vt$  Uieir  majesty  to  koow. 

But  who  are  ye  ?  finom  Ebro*s  loitering  Bons 

To  Tibei^^s  pageants,  to  the  sports  of  5»eine ; 
From  Rhine'sfrail  palaces  to  I)anube's  throncs 

And  cłties  lookińg  on  tho  Timbric  maiu, 
Ye  lost,  ye  self-desertcd  ?  whose  proud  lords 
Have  baffled  your  tamę  hands,  aud  gtven  your 

swords 
To  s1avish  ruffians,  hirM  for  their  command : 
These,  at  sorae  greedy  monk's  or,harlot'8  nod, 
Sce  rifled  nations  crouch  beneath  their  rod ; 
Tbcse  are  the  publie  will,  the  reason  of  the  land. 

Thou,  heedless  Albion,  what,  alas !   the  while 
Dost  thou  presume  ?  O  inex|iert  in  arms, 

Yet  vain  of  freedom,  how  dort  thou  beguile, 
With  dreanis  of  hope,  these  ncar  and  loud 
alarms  ?  '         .  • 

Thy  splendid  home,  thy  plan  of  laws  renown'd, 

The  pi*ais«  aiid  et>vy  of  the  nations  round, 


But  if  thy  sons  be  worthy  of  their  name, 

If  liberał  laws  with  liberał  hearts  they  prize, 
l^et  them  from  conąuest,  and  from  serrile  sham^ 
In  War*s  glad  school  their  own  pnitectors  rise. 
Ye  chiefly,  łieirs  of  Albion's  cultur*d  plains, 
Ye  leadcrs  of  her  bold  and  faithful  swains, 
Now  not  unequal  to  your  birth  be  found : 
The  public  voice  bids  arm  your  rural  state, 
Patemal  hamlets  for  your  ensigns  wait. 
And  graiige  and  fold  preparc  to  pour  tbeir  youth 
arounda 

Why  are  ye  tardy?  what  inglorious  care 

Detaiift  you  from  their  head,  your  native  post? 
Who  most  their  counlry's  famę  and  fortunę  sbare, 

'Tis  theirs  to  share  her  toils,  her  perils  most. 
Fach  man  his  task  in  social  Itfe  sustains: 
With  partial  labours,  with  domestic  gains, 
Let  others  dwell:  to  you  indulgent  Ueavea 
By  counsel  and  by  arms  the  public  cause 
To  serve  for  public  lo^e  and  love's  applause;, 
The  first  employment  far,  the  noblest  hune,  hath 
given. 

HaTe  ye  not  heard  of  taced»moii'8  iame  ? 
Of  Attic  chiefs  in  Freedom's  war  dinne  ? 
Of  Romc'8  dread  generals  ?  the  Yalerian  name? 
The  Fabion  sons  ?  the  Scipios)  matchłess  lineł 
Your  lot  was  theirs.    The  farmer  tfnd  the  swain 
Met  his  lov'd  patron*s  sumaioos  from  the  plain,; 
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The  lesioDB  gathei^d;  the  brigrht  eag-Ies  flew: 
Bariiariaii  mooarchs  in  tbe  triumph  nAourn^d ; 
The  conąueron  to  their  household  gods  retuni'd, 
And  fed  C^abrian  flocks,  and  steei^d  the  Sabinę 
ploogh, 

Shall  then  this  glory  of  the  antiąue  age, 

Thk  pride  of  men,  be  lost  among  mankind  ? 
Shall  Wai^s  henńc  aits  no  morę  engage 

The  uobought  hand,  the  unsubjected  mind  } 
Both  vąlour  to  the  race  no  morę  belong  ? 
Ko  morę  with  soom  of  violence  and  wrong 
]>oth  forming  Natare  now  her  sons  inspire, 
ThtLtj  Iłke  some  mystery  to  few  reveal'd, 
The  skill  of  arms  abash'd  and  awM  they  y\e\ó, 
Ajid  from  their  own  dcfence  with  hopeless  hearts 

retire? 
• 

O  shame  to  human  life,  to  humasi  laws ! 

The  looee  adventurer,  hireiing  of  a  <lay, 
Who  bis  fell  sword  without  affection  draws, 

Whose  God,  whose  country,  is  a  tyranfs  pay, 
This  toan  the  lessons  of  the  field  can  Icam ; 
Can  ereiy  palm,  which  decks  a  warnor,  eam, 
And  erery  pledge  of  conquest:  while  in  vain» 
To  giiard  yoor  altars,  yoar  patemal  lands, 
Are  social  arms  held  out  to  your  free  hands : 
Too  arduoas  is  the  lorę ;  too  irfcsome  were  the  pain. 

Meantime  by  Pleasare^s  lytng  tales  allnr*d, 

From  the  bright  Sun  and  liTing  breeze  ye  stray; 
And  deep  in  Loodon^s  gtoomy  hannts  immur'd, 
Biood  o*er  your  fbrtune's,  freedom'8,  hcalth*s 
decay. 
O  Ułnd  of  cb(»oe  and  to  yourseIv>es  untme  f 
Tbe  young  grove  shoots,  their  bioom  the  fields 
^  renew, 

The  mansion  asłn  its  lord,  the  swains  their  friend ; 
"^lliile  he  doth  Riot's  orgies  haply  share, 
Or  tempt  the  gamester^s  dark,  destroying  snare, 
Or  at  aome  coortly  shiine  with  slayish  incense  bend. 

And  yet  fal]  oft  your  anxious  tongues  complain' 
Tłnt  lawless  tumult  prompts  the  rustic  throng ; 
Thai  the  mde  village  inmates  now  disdain 

Those  homciy  tips  which  niPd  their  fathers  long. 
Alas !  your  fathers  did  by  other  arts 
Draw  those  kind  ties  around  their  simple  hearts. 
And  Icd  in  other  paths  their  ductile  will ; 
By  succour,  faithful  counsel,  courteous  cheer. 
Won  them  the  ancient  manners  to  revcrc. 
To  prize  their  country's  peace,  and  Heaven'9  due 
rites  fulfil. 

Bntmark  the  jndgment  of  experienc*d  Time, 
Tutor  of  nations.     Doth  light  Discord  tear 
A  itate  ?  and  impotent  Sedition's  crime  ? 
The  powers  of  warlike  Prudence  dwell  not 
tbere; 
The  powers  who  to  command  and  to  obey, 
Instmct  the  va1iant.     There  would  civil  gway 
The  risin^  race  to  manlv  concord  tamę  } 
Oft  lei  the  marshaPd  field  their  stejis  unitę, 
And  in  glad  splendour  bring  before  their  sight 
One  cooimon  rause  and  one  hereditary  famę. 

Nor  yet  be  aw^d,  nor  yet  your  task  disown, 
Tboagh  War's  prood  votaric9  look  on  8evere; 

Though  secrets  taugbt  erewhile  to  them  ałone, 
They  deem  piofim'd  by  yoar  intniding  ear. 


I      Łet  them  in  Tain,  yoar  martial  hope  to  c|ncll, 
'      Of  new  refinements,  fiercer  weapoa^  tell. 
And  mock  the  old  simplicity,  iu  va;n : 
To  the  time's  warfiire,  simpłe  or  rcfin^d, 
Hie  time  itself  adapts  the  warrior^s  mind ; 
And  equal  proweas  stiU  shall  equal  palms  obtain. 

Say  then;  if  England^s  yontb,  in  earlier  days. 

On  Glory^s  field  with  weU-train'd  armies  yy'd, 
Why  shall  they  now<renouoce  that  generous 
praise^ 
Why  dread  the  foreign  mercenary'9  pride? 
Thoagh  YaloiK  braT'd  young  £dward*s  gentla 

hand, 
And  Albeit  n»h'd  on  HenTy's  way-wom  band, 
With  Europe'8  chosen  sons  in  arms  Tenown'd, 
Yet  not  on  Vere*s  bold  archers  long  they  look'd. 
Nor  Au^ley^s  squire8»  nor  Mowbcay's  yeomen 
brookM:  '  [bound. 

They  saw  their  standard  fali,  and  left  their  monarch 

Such  were  the  laurels  which  yonriathers  won; 
Such  Glory'sdictates  in  their  dauntless  breast: 
— Is  there  no  voice  that  speaks  to  erery  son  ? 

No  nobler,  holicr  cali  to  You  address'd  ? 
O !  by  majestic  Freedom,  rightnous  laws. 
By  heaTenly  Ti'uth*s,  by  manly  Reason's  cause^ 
Awake ;  attend  ;  he  indolent  no  morę : 
By  Friendship,  sociał  Peace,  domestic  Lotc, 
Rise ;  arm  !  your  country's  li  vii  j^  safety  prove; 
And  train  her  Taiiant  yQuth»  and  watch  around  her 
sboi-e^ 


ODE  XII. 

ON  RECOYBRING  FROM  A  FIT  CF  SICKXCS9» 

IN  THE  COONTRY. 
^  M.DCC.l.Vnt. 

Thy  verdant  soenes^  O  Goulder^s  hiB, 
Once  móre  I  seek,  a  languid  gtiest: 
With  throbbtng  temples  and  wiUi  bnrden'd  brotti 
Once  morę  I  climb  thy  steep  aerial  way. 
O  faithful  cure  of  oft-retuming  ill, 
Now  cali  thy  ^rightly  breezes  round, 
DissoWe  this  rigid  cough  pvofound» 
And  bjd  the  springs  of  life  irith  gentler  moTCOient 

How  gladly  *na^  the  dews  of  dawn 
By  weary  Inngs  thy  healing  gale^ 
The  balmy  west  or  the  fircsh  north,  inhale ! 
How  gladly,  while  my  musing  footsteps  rove 
Round  the  eool  orchard  or  the  sunny  lawn, 
AwakM  I  stc^,  an<^  look  to  find 
What  shrub  perfumes  the  pleasant  wind, 
Or  what  wild  songster  charms  the  Dryads  of  the 
9rove« 

Now,  ere  the  monung  walk  is  done, 
The  distant  Toice  of  Health  I  hear, 
Weloome  as  Beauty^s  to  the  lover'8  ear. 
«•  Draop  not,  nor  doubt  of  my  return,*'  she  cries; 
"  Herę  wili  I,  'mid  the  radiant  calm  of  noon, 
Meet  thee  beoeath  yon  chesnut  bower, 
•i\nd  lenient  on  thy  bosom  pour 
That  indolence  divine,  which  lulls  the  earth  and. 
skies." 
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The  goddoss  piomisM  not  in  Tain. 
I  found  faer  at  my  favoarite  time. 
Nor  wishM  to  breatbe  in  any  softer  clime, 
While  (half-recrm'd,  hatf-słumbering  as  I  lay) 
Sbe  hover*d  o*er  me.    Theo,  among  her  train 
Of  nymphs  and  zephyrs,  to  my  yiew 
Thy  gracious  form  appear^d  anew, 
!Xben  firet,  O  heayenly  Miiae,  unseen  fi>r  many  ą 
day. 

In  that  soft  pomp  the  tuneful  maid 
Śbone  like  the  golden  star  of  love. 
I  saw  her  band  in  carelesR  met|Mii-eb  morę ; 
I  heard  sweet  preludes  dancing  pn  her  lyre, 
While  my  whole  frame  the  sacred  somid  obey*d. 

New  sunsbine  o'er  my  fancy  springs, 
New  colours  clothe  estemal  things, 
And  the  last  glooms  qf  pain  and  'sickl^^  plaint  re- 
tire. 

O  Goulder^  bill,  by  thee  restorM 
Once  morę  to  this  enliven*d  band, 
My  barp,  wbicb  late  resounded  o'er  the  iand 
The  voice  of  Glory,  solemn  and  severe. 
My  Dorian  harp  sball  now  with  mild  accord 
To  thee  ber  joyful  tribute  pay, 
And  8eqd  a  less-ambitious  iay 
Of  Friendship  and  of  Love  to  greet  thy  master^s 
ear. 

For  when  witbin  thy  sbady  seat 
First  from  the  sultry  to^n  he  chose, 
And  the  tirM  senate^s  cares,  his  wish'd  repose, 
Then  wast  tbou  mińe ;  to  me  a  happier  borne 
For  social  leisure :  where  my  wclcome  feet, 
EstrangM  from  all  the  entangling  ways 
In  which  the  restless  vułgar  strays, 
Thiough  Nature's  simple  paths  with  ancient  faith 
might  roam. 

And  while  around  his  sy)van  scenę 

My  Dyson  led  the  wbite-wing'd  bonrs, 
Oft  from  the  Atheman  Academic  bowers 
Their  sag^  came :  oft  heard  our  lingering  walk 
The  Mantuan  inusic  warbling  o'er  the  green : 

And  oft  did  Tully'8  rererend  shade, 

Though  much  for  liberty  afraid, 
Witb  us  of  letter*d  ease  or  virtuous  glory  talk. 

But  other  guests  were  on  their  way. 
And  reach'd  erelong  this  favour*d  grore; 
Even  the  celestial  progeny  of  ^ove, 
Bright  Yemis,  witb  her  all-sabduing  son, 
Wbose  golden  shaft  most  wiłlingly  obey 
The  best  and  wisest.     As  they  came, 
Olad  Hymen  wav'd  his  genial  flame. 
And  sang  their  happy  gifts,  and  praisM  their  spot- 
less  throne. 


I  saw  when  through  yon  festive  gate 
He  led  along  bis  chosen  maid. 
And  to  my  firiend  witb  smiles  presenting  said; 
*'  Receii^e  that  fitirest  wealth  wbicb  Heaven  as- 

signM 
To  human  fortunę.    tKd  thy  lonely  state 
One  wish,  one  utmost  hope  confess  ? 
Bebold,  she  comes,  to  adom  and  bless : 
Comes,  wortby  of  thy  heart,  and  equal  to  thy 
wind,'* 
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Tbb  men  rfnown*d  as  chiefs  of  bmnan  race. 
And  bom  to  lead  in  counsels  or  in  arms. 
Ha ve  seldom  turpM  their  feet  fix>m  Glory 's  cbas^ 
To  dwell  with  books,  or  court  the  Muse's  cbamis. 
Yet,  to  our  eyes  if  haply  time  bath  brougbt 
Some  genui ne  transcript  of  their  calmer  thoaght^ 
There  still  we  own  the  wise,  the  great,  or  goodj 
And  CsBSar  there  and  Xepophon  are  seen, 
As  elear  in  spirit  and  sublime  of  mień, 
As  on  Pbarsalian  plaios,  or  by  tbe  Assyrian  flood. 

Say  tbou  too,  FredcriCi  was  not  this  tby  aim  ? 
Thy  YJgils  could  tbe  studenfs  lamp  engage, 
£xcept  for  this  ?  except  that  futurę  famc 

Might  rcad  thy  genius  in  the  faithfuł  page} 
That  if  bereafler  Envy  sbąll  presume 
With  words  irreverent  to  inscribe  tby  tomb^ 
And  baser  weeds  upon  thy  paliną^to  fling, 
That  hence  posterity  may  try  thy  reign, 
Assert  thy  treaties,  and  tby  wars  explain, 
Ąnd  yiew  in  native  lights  the  bero  and  the  king, 

O  evi1  foresight  and  pemlcious  care  ! 

Wilt  thou  indeed  abide  by  this  appoal  ? 
Sball  we  tbe  iessons  of  thy  pen  oompare 

With  priTate  honour  or  with  pubłic  zeal  ? 
Whence  then  at  things  divine  those  dartB  of  scoml 
Why  are  tbe  woes,  wbicb  rirtuous  men  bave  borne 
For  sacred  Trath,  9,  prey  to  laugbter  giren? 
What  fieiid,  what  fbe  of  Naturę,  urged  thy  arm 
The  Almighty  of  his  sceptre  to  dbarm  ? 
To  push  this  Earth  adrift,  and  leaTe  it  loose  froią 
Hearen  t       ' 

Yę  godlikc  sbades  of  legislators  old, 

Ye  who  madę  Romę  victonous,  Athens  wise^ 
Ye  first  of  mortals  witb  the  bless'd  enroUM, 
Say  did  not  borrour  in  your  bosoms  ńscy 
When  thus  by  impious  vanity  impelPd 
A  magistrate,  a  monarcb,  yę  bebeld 
Aifronting  civi]  order*s  bolie»t  bands  ? 
Thoiie  bands  which  ye  so  labourM  to  improye) 
Those  hopes  and  fears  of  justice  from  above, 
Wbicb  tam*d  the  sarage  world  to  your  divine  coip- 
mands? 


ODE  XIV, 


THE  C0MPŁA1NT. 


Away!  away! 
Tempt  me  no  morę,  insidious  Lo?e : 

Tby  sootbing  sway 
Long  did  my  youtbftil  bosom  prove< 
At  length  thy  treason  is  disoeraM, 
At  length  some  dear-bought  caotion  earp*  d: 
Away !  nor  hope  my  riper.»ge  to  mpre. 
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I  koow,  Isee 
Her  meńt.    Needs  it  now  be  sbovn, 

Alas !  to  me  I 
Hov  often,  to  mysclf  nnknown, 
The  gńiceful,  gentle,  yirtuous  maid 
Have  I  admir^d  !  How  often  said, 
Wbat  joy  to  cali  a  heart  like  her's  onę*8  own. 

• 

Bnt,  flatteńng  god, 
O  sąuaiMieTer  of  content  and  eas^ 

In  Łhy  abode 
Will  Care's  rude  lesson  leam  to  pleąse  ? 
O  aay,*decciver,  hast  thou  won 
Proud  Fortune  to  attend  thy  throne, 
Or  pla£'d  thy  friends  above  ber  stem  decrees } 


ODE  XV. 


ON  DOMB8TIC  MANNBR9. 
[iTNFINISHED.] 

"  MsBK  hononr,  female  shame, 
O !  whitber,  sweetest  oiiśpring  of  the  sky, 

From  AlbioD  dost  thou  fi y ; 
Of  Albion*s  daugbters  onoe  the  fayourite  famę  ? 

O  Beauty^s  oniy  friend, 
Wbo  fix*tt  ber  pleasing  rererence  to  inspire ; 

^Iso,  selfifih,  bold  desire 
Dost  to  esteem  and  dear  afTection  tum  ; 

Alas  !  of  thee  fbriom, 
What  joy,  what  praUe,  what  hope  can  life  pretend  ? 

"  BehoM ;  onr  youths  in  vain 
CoDceming  mipttal  happiness  inąuire : 

Onr  maids  no  morę  aspire 
The  arts  of  bashfiil  Hymen  to  attain ; 

But  witb  triumpbant  eyes 
And  checks  impassive,  as  they  moTe  along;, 

Ask  homage  of  the  throug. 
The  lover  swears  that  in  a  harlofs  anns 

Aie  fbimd  the  seif-same  charins, 
Aod  worthless  and  dcserted  łtves  and  dies« 

**  Bchold;  unbless'd  at  borne, 
The  &ther  of  the  cheerless  household  moums : 

The  night  in  yain  rctums, 
For  Lewe  and  glad  Content  at  distance  roam; 

WbiJe  she,  in  whom  his  mind 
Seeks  refuge  fit)m  the  day'$  duH  task  of  cares, 

To  mcet  him  she  preparcs, 
Through  noise  and  spleen  and  all  the  gamester's  9rt, 

A  listles,  haras8*d  heart, 
Where  not  one  tender  thought  can  welcome  find." 

'Twas  thos,  along  the  sbore 
Of  Thames,  Britannia^s  guardian  Geni  os  heard, 

From  many  a  tongne  preferr^d, 
Of  strife  and  grief  the  fond  invective  lorę : 

At  which  the  queen  divine 
lodignant,  with  her^damantine  spear 

JLJke  thuiider  sonnding  near, 
Smote  the  red  cross  upon  her  silver  sbield, 

And  thus  her  wnith  re^ealM. 
(I  watchM  her  awful  wprds  and  madethem  minę.) 


NOTES 


ON 


THE  TWO  BOOKS  OF  ODES.. 

Book  /.  Ode  XriIL  Sianza  IL  Linę  19.]  Ly- 
curgus  the  Laćedaemonian  law-giver,  brought  into 
Cireece  from  Asia  Minor  the  first  complctc  copy  of 
Homer'8  works. — At  Płatka  was  fonght  the  dccisive 
battle  between  the  Persian  army  and  the  nnited 
militia  of  Greece,  under  Pausanias  and  Aristides. 
— Cymon  the  Athenian  ercctod  a  trophy  in  Cyprus 
for  two  great  victories  gained  on  the  same  day  over 
the  Persiaiis  by  sea  and  land.  D.odorus  Siculus 
has  preserved  the  inscription  which  the  Atheuians 
ai!ixed  to  the  consecrated  spoils,  after  this  great 
success;  in  which  it  is  very  remarkabic,  that  the 
g^reatn^s  of  the  occasion  has  raised  the  manner  of 
expression  above  tbe  usual  simplicity  and  modesty 
of  all  othcr  auciimt  inscriptions.     It  is  this : 

EH.  OT.    r-'  ETPiinHN.   A2IA2.  AIXA.  nONTOI. 
ENEIME. 
KAI.      nOAEAS.     eNHT^N..     ©0TPO2,      APH2. 
EnEXE:i. 
OTAEN.  nn.  roiOTTON.  EniX©ONinN.   TENET'. 
ANAPilN. 
EPTON.    EN'.    HnEIPai,    KAI.    KATA.    HONTON. 
AMA. 
OIAE.    TAP.    EN     KTnPai.    MHAOT2:.  nOAAOT2. 
OAESAN  lEi;. 
iHOIMKaN.   EKAION.  NAT2.  EAON.  EN.   HEAA- 
TEI. 
ANAPftN,  nAHeOTIAS.  META-  A'.  ESTENEN.  AIIS. 

Tn'.  ATTilS. 
nAHrEIS*.    AM*0TEPAI2.    XEP2I.   KPATEI.   HO 
AEMOT. 

The  following  translation  is  almost  literał : 

Since  first  the  sea  from  Asia^s  hostile  coast 

Divided  Europę,  and  the  god  of  war 

Assaird  impcrlous  cities ;  never  yet, 

At  once  amons?  the  waves  and  on  the  shore, 

Hath  such  a  labour  been  achiov'd  by  men 

Who  Earth  inhabit.    They,  whose  arms  the  Medet^ 

Tn  Cyprus  felt  pemicious',  they,  the  same 

Havć  won  from  skilful  Tyre  an  hundrcd  ships 

Crowded  with  warriors.     Asia  groaus,  in  boUi 

Her  banda  sore  smittcn,  by  the  might  of  war. 


StaniSa  IL  IJne.  ^.]  Pindar  was  contomporary 
with  Aristides  and  Cymon,  in  whom  the  glory  of 
ancicnt  Greece  was  at  its  height  '  When  Xerxe« 
iuvaded  Greece,  Pindar  was  true  to  the  common 
intercst  of  his  country ;  though  liis  ft  llow  citizens, 
tho  Thebans,  had  sold  themselves  to  the  Persian 
king.  In  one  of  his  Odes  he  exprf;sses  the  great 
distress  and  anxiety  of  his  mind,  <xTcasioned  by  the^ 
vastpreparation9ofXerxe»again8t  Greece.  (Isthm.  * 
8.)  In  another  he  cclebrates  the  yictorles  of  Sala- 
mis,  Plataa,  and  Himera.  (Pyth.  1.)  It  wili  be 
necessary  to  a<ld  two  or  three  other  partłculars  of 
his  life,  real  or  fabulous,  in  order  to  cxp!a;n  what 
foUows  in  the  text  conceming  him.  First  tlien,  he 
was  thought  to  be  so  great  a  favourite  of  Apollo, 
that  the  priests  of  that  deity  ailotted  him  a  con- 
stant  share  of  thoir  oderiugs.     It  was  said  of  him. 
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as  of  8omc  otlicr  UltHtrious  zncn,  that  at  his  birth 
a  swarm  of  bccs  lighted  on  his  lips,  and  fed  him 
with  their  honcy.  It  was  also  a  tnidition  ooDcem- 
ing  him,  tbat  Pan  was  heard  to  recite  his  poetry, 
and  seen  dancing  to  one  of  his  hymns  on  the  moun- 
taius  near  Thebes.  But  a  rcal  historical  fact  in  his 
lifa  iS|  that  the  'Hiebans  imposed  a  large  fine  upon 
him,  on  account  of  the  Teneration  which  be  ex- 
pressed  in  his  poems  for  that  herotc  spirit,  shown 
by  the  people  of  Athcns  in  defence  of  the  common 
liberty,  which  his  own  fellow-citizens  had  shame- 
fully  betrayed.  And  as  the  argument  of  this  ode 
implies,  that  great  poetical  talenis,  and  High  senti- 
tnents  ąf  liberły,  do  reciproealiy  produce  tmd  atsitt 
tach  ołhery  so  Piudar  is  perhaps  the  most  exempla! 
proof  of  this  connection,  which  occurs  in  histoi 
'fbe  Thebans  were  remarkable,  in  generał,  for 
słavisb  disposition  through  all  the  fortmies  of  thei 
commonwealth ;  at  the  time  of  its  ruin  by  Philip 
and  cven  in  it^  b«^t  state,  \mdrr  the  administratioi 
of  Pclopidns  and  Epaminondas:  and  every  one 
knows,  they  were  no  less  remarkabic  for  great  dul- 
nes8,  and  want  of  all  genius  That  Pindar  should 
have  oąiially  distinguish^\!  himself  from  the  restof 
his  fełlow-citizens  in.  both  thcse  rospccts  seems 
somewhat  e^traordinary,  and  is  srarce  to  be  ac- 
coanted  for  but  by  the  prcccdiiig  obseryation. 

ziarna  III.  Une  28.]  Alhiding  to  his  "  Defence 
of  the  People  of  England"  against  Solmasius.  Soe 
particularly  the  manner  in  which  he  himself  speaks 
of  that  uudcrtaking,  in  the  introduction  to  his  rę- 
ply  to  Morus. 

Slanza  IV,  Une  33.]  Edward  the  Third;  firom 
whom  descended  Henry  Hat^tings,  third  earl'  of 
Huntingdon,  by  the  daughter  of  the  duke  of  Cla- 
rence,  brothento  Edward  the  Fourth. 

Stanza  K.  Une  36.]  At  Whittingtoo,  a  Tillage  on 
the  edge  of  Scar«dale  in  Derbyshirc,  the  earls  of 
])i-von5iiire  hnd  Danby,  with  the  lord  Delamere, 
))rivately  concerted  the  plan  of  the  Rerolutioo. 
The  house  in  which  they  met  is  at  present  a  Ikrm- 
houM^;  and  the  country  people  distinguish  the 
room  where  they  sat,  by  the  name  of  "  the  plol- 
ting  parlout." 

Book  U,  Ode  Fil,  Stanza  II,  linę  5.]  Mr.  Locke 
died  in  1704,  when  Mr.  Hoadiy  was  begiuning  to 
distin.sruish  himself  in  the  cause  of  civil  and  religi- 
ons  liberty:  lord  Godolphin  in  1712,  when  the 
doctrine^  of  the  Jącobite  faction  vere  chiefly  fa- 
YOiired  by  those  in  power:  lord  Somers  in  1716, 
amid  the  praotioes  of  the  non-jurjng  dergy  against 
the  protestant  cstablishmrnt ;  and  lord  Stauhope 
in  17'21,  during  the  controversy  with  the  lower 
house  of  couYOcation. 

Ode  X.  Siama  ^^l]  During  Mr.  Pope*8  war 
with  TheobaKl,  Concanen,  and  the  rest  of  their 
tribe,  Mr.  Warburton,  tho  present  lord  bishop  of 
Gloucester,  did  with  great  zeal  cultivate  their 
friendship ;  having  been  introduced,  forsooth,  at 
the  meetings  of  that  rcspectable  confcderacy :  a 
farour  which  he  afterwards  »\wke  of  in  very  high 
tcrms  of  complacency  and  thaukfulness.  At  the 
sarao  time,  in  his  intercourse  with  them,  he  treated 
Mr.  Popc  in  a  mo<<t  contemptuous  manner,  and  as 
a  writcr  without  genius.  Of  the  trutli  of  these 
as«ertions  his  lordship  can  have  no  doubt,  if  he  rc- 
collects  his  own  corrrspondence  with  Concanen;  a 
pmtof  wliich  is  stilł  in  being,  and  will  pro')ably  lie 
remembered  as  long  as  any  of  this  pie!aic's  wr.t- 
ługs. 


Ode'XIIIJ]  Id  the  yfAr  1*751,  appeared  a  v€rf 
splendid  edition,  in  qaartOy  of  "  Memoires  pour 
servir  k  V  Histoire  de  la  Maison  de  Brandebourg, 
&  Berlin  et  k  la  Haye ;"  with  a  privilcge  sig:D«l 
FRKDenicj  the  same  being  engnived  in  imitation 
of  haiid-writing.  In  this  edition,  among  otłier  ex- 
traordinary  passages,  are  the  two  foliowing,  to 
which  the  third  stanza  of  this  ode  mtMre  particu- 
larly refers: 

"  II  se  fit  une  migration"  (the  author  is  speak- 
ing  of  what  happened  of  the  revocatiou  of  tbe  edtct 
of  Nantes)  **  dont  on  n'avoit  gnere  tu  d*cxemples 
dans  Phistoire :  un  peuplc  enticr  sortit  du  royainne 
par  Pesprit  de  parti  en  haine  du  papę,  et  pour  re- 
ceroir  sous  un  autre  ciel  la  communioa  sous  ł«a 
denx  especes :  quatre  ceas  mille  ames  s'expatrie- 
rent  ainsi  et  abandonnerent  tous  leur  biens  pour 
detonn^r  dans  d*autres  teraptes  les  vieux  pseaumes 
de  element  Marot"    P.  163. 

*'  La  crainte  donna  le  jour  k  la  crcdnlite,  ei 
Pamour  propre  interessa  bientot  le  ciel  au  dcstią 
des  bommes,'*    P.  242. 


HYMN  TO  THE  NAIAD& 

ir.DCC.XŁTI. 


THE  AROUMBirr. 

The  nymphs,  who  preside  over  springs  anci  ńrvr 
lets,  are  addressed  at  day -break,  in  honour  of 
their  sereral  functions«  and  of  the  relations  which  * 
they  bear  to  the  natural  and  to  the  mora)  wor'.d. 
Their  origin  is  dęduced  from  the  first  allegorical 
deities,  or  powers  of  Naturę;  arcording  to  thc 
doctrine  of  the  old  mythologiral  poets,  concem- 
ing  the  generation  of  the  gods  and  the  rise  of 
thiugs.  They  are  then  successirely  considcred, 
as  giving  motion  to  the  air  and  exciting  snmmer- 
breezes ;  as  nourishing  and  beautifying  the  ve- 
getable  creation ;  as  contribnting  to  the  fullnesy 
of  navigable  rivers,  and  consequcntIy  to  the 
maintenąfice  of  commerce ;  and  by  that  means, 
to  the  maritime  part  of  military  power.  Next 
is  represented  their  favqtirable  influence  iipoo 
health,  when  assisted  by  niral  exercise:  which 
introduces  their  oonnection  with  the  art  olT 
physic,  and  the  happy  effects  of  minerał  med^- 
cinal  springs.  Lastly,  they  are  celebrated  wr 
the  friendship  which  the  Muses  bear  them,  and 
for  the  true  inspiration  which  tcmpcrance  ooly 
can  receive :  in  opposition  to  the  enthusiasm  ąf 
the  morę  licentious  poets.  , 


0'eh  yonder  eastem  hill  the  twifight  pale 

Walks  forth  from  darkness ;  and  the  god  of  day, 

With  bright  Astrssa  seated  by  his  sidc, 

Waits  yet  to  leave  the  ocean.  I  Tarry,  Nymphs 

Ye  Nymphs,  ye  blue-ey'd  projreny  of  Thames;, 

Who  now  the  mazes  of  this  rugged  heath 

Tracę  with  your  fleettng  steps ;  who  all  night  lon^ 

Repeat,  amid  the  cool  and  tranquil  air, 

Yoiir  lonelv  murmurs,  tarry :  and  re^-cire 

My  offer*d  laj*.     To  pay  you  honiage  d«e,  1C1 

I  leave  the  gates  of  Sieup^  iK>r  ^hail  ^py  lyrc 
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i2r 


Tso  Ikr  infto  the  sptendid  botirs  of  mora 
Etagage  your  audience :  my  obsenrant  haod 
Aali  ekiBR  the  strain  ere  any  sultry  beam 
Approacli  yoa.    To  your  subterranean  haunts 
Ye  tbea  may  timely  steal ;  to  pace  with  care 
The  humid  sands,  to  loosen  from  the  soil 
The  babbling  saarces ;  to  direct  the  rills 
To  mcet  in  wider  channels ;  or  beneath 
Some  grotto^s  dńpping  arch,  at  heigbt  of  noon  ^0 
To  sltimber,  8heiter*d  from  the  baming  heaven«/ 
Wheirc  shall  my  song  begin,  ye  Nymphs  ?  or  end  ? 
I  Wide  is  your  praise  and  copions — First  of  things, 
1  Knt  of  the  lonely  powers,  ere  Time  arose, 
Werę  Lotc  and  Ćhaw.     LoTe  the  sire  of  Fate ; 
Bder  fHSR  ChaosT^^om  of  Fate  was  Time, 
Who  many  mkis  and  many  comely  births 
DeYour^d,  relentlese  father :  till  the  child 
Of  Rhea  drove  him  fWim  the  upper  sky,  S9 

Aad  queird  his  deadly  might    llien  social  rełgn'd 
The  kindred  powers,  Tethys,  and  reverend  Ops, 
And  spotless  Yesta ;  while  supremę  of  sway 
Ilemain'd  the  cloud-compeller.     From  the  couch 
Of  Tethya  sprang  the  sedgy  crowned  race, 
Who  frcwn  a  thousand  ums,  o^er  eyery  chme, 
Send  trihute  to  their  parent :  and  from  them 
Are  ye,  O  Naiads :  Arethusa  fair. 
And  tunefiil  Aganippe ;  that  sweet  name, 
BandttHa  ;  that  soft  &mily  which  dwelt 
With  Syrtan  Dapbne ;  and  the  honour*d  tribes  40 
Bdoiv'd  of  PaBon.     UsUn  to  my  strain, 
Baaghters  of  Teth3rs :  listen  to*your  praise. 

Ybn,  Njrmphs,  the  winged  ofispring,  which  of  old 
Aurora  to  divine  Astraens  borę, 
Owns ;  and  your  aid  beseecheth.     When  the  might 
Of  Hyperion,  irom  his  noontide  throne, 
rnbends  their  languid  pinions,  aid  from  yoa 
They  ask :  Favonius  and  the  miłd  Soutfa^west 
From  you  rdief  implore.     Your  salłying  streams 
ffcsh  vigour  to  their  weary  wings  impart.  50 

Again  they  fly,  disporting ;  from  the  mead 
IŁdf  Tipen*d  and  the  tender  bladcs  of  com. 
To  sweep  the  nosious  miłdew ;  or  dispel 
Gontagious  streams,  which  oft  the  parched  Earth 
Br»tbes  on  her  fainting  sons.    From  noon  to  eve, 
Along  the  river  and  the  pared  brook, 
Ascend  the  cheerfnl  breezes :  haiPd  of  bards 
Who,  iast  by  leanied  Cam,  the  .^lian  iyre 
SoHcit ;  nor  unwelcome  to  the  yonth 
Who  on  the  beights  of  Tibur,  all  inclin^d  60 

0'er  ruahing  Anio,  with  a  pious  hand 
The  re^erenid  scenę  delineates,  broken  fanes, 
Or  tomba,  or  piilar*d  aqueducts,  the  pomp 
Of  anctent  Time;  and  haply,  while  he  seans 
The  ruins,  with  a  silent  tear  re\'olves 
Tbe  fime  and  iortime  of  imperious  Romę. 

Yott  too,  O  N3rraphs,  and  your  unenvious  aid 
The  rural  powers  confess ;  and  stili  prepare 
For  you  their  choicest  treasures.     Pan  commands, 
Oft  as  the  0elian  king  with  Sirius  holds  70 

The  central  heavens,  the  father  of  the  gTOve 
Commands  his  Dryads  over  your  abodes 
To  spread  their  deepest  umbra^     Weil  the  god 
Bemembereth  how  indulgent  ye  supplied 
Your  generał  dews  to  nurse  them  in  their  prime. 
Pales,  the  pasture*B  queen,  wbere'er  ye  stray, 
Pumies  your  steps,  delighted  ;  and  the  path 
With  tiving  ven1ure  clotbes.     Amnnd  your  haunts 
The  laughing  Chloris,  with  profuseth  hand, 
Unows  wide  ber  blooms,  her  odours.     Still  with  you 
PooMma  aeeks  to  dwelf :  and  o'er  the  lawns,       81 


Andei'erthe  vale  of  Richmoud,  where  with  Tham^s 
Ye  love  to  wander,  Amalthea  pours 
Well-plea8'd  the  wealth  of  that  Ammonian  horn, 
Her  dower ;  unmindful  of  the  fragrant  isles 
Nysean  or  Atlantic.     Nor  canst  thou, 
(Albeit  oft,  ungrateful,  thon  dost  mock 
The  bererage  of  the  sober  Naiad^s  urn, 
O  Bromius,  O  Lenaean)  nor  canst  thou 
Disown  the  powers  whose  bounty,  ill  repaid,       PO 
With  nectar  feeds  thy  tendrils.     Ypt  from  me., 
Yet,  blameless  Njnmphs,  firom  my  deiłghtcd  Iyre, 
Accept  the  rites  your  bounty  well  may  claim, 
Nor  heed  the  scoffings  of  tbe  Edonian  band. 
For  better  praise  awaits  you.  Tharaes  your  sirc, 
As  down  the  verdant  słope  your  duteous  rills 
Descend,  tbe  tribute  stately  Thames  rceeives, 
Delighted  ;  and  your  piety  applauds ; 
And  bids  his  copious  tide  roli  on  secure,  99 

For  faithful  are  his  daughters ;  and  with  words 
Auspicious  gratulates  the  bark  which,  now 
His  banks  forsaking,  her  adventurous  wings 
Yields  to  the  breeze,  with  Ałbion*s  happy  gifts 
FiXtremest  isles  to  bless.     And  oft  at  moim, 
When  Hcrmen,  from  Olympus  bont  o'er  I^arth 
To  bear  the  words  of  Jove,  on  yonder  hiłl 
Stoops  lightly-sailing ;  oft  intent  your  s))rings 
He  views :  and  waving  o'er  some  new-bom  streara 
His  West  pacific  wand,  "  And  yet,"  he  cńcs,    109 
**  Yet,"  cries  the  son  of  Maia,  "  though  recluse 
And  silent  be  your  stores,  from  you,  fair  Nymphs, 
Flows  wealth  and  kind  society  to  men. 
By  you  my  fqnction  and  my  honourM  name 
Do  I  possess ;  while  o'er  the  Boetic  vale, 
Or  through  the  towers  of  Memphis,  or  the  palms 
By  sacred  Ganges  water'd,  I  conduct 
The  Engiish  merchant :  with  the  buxom  fleecc 
Of  fertile  Ariconium  while  I  clothe 
Sarmatian  kings ;  or  to  the  household  gods 
Of  Syria,  from  the  bleak  Comubian  shore,        120 
Dispense  the  minerał  treasure  which  of  old 
Sidontan  pilots  songht^  when  thts  fair  land 
Was  yet  unconscious  of  those  generous  arts 
Which  wise  Phcenicia  from  their  natire  climc 
Transplanted  to  a  morę  indulgent  Hearen." 

Such  are  the  words  of  Hermes :  snch  the  praise^ 
O  Naiads,  which  from  tongues  celestial  waits 
Your  bounteous  deeds.  From  bounty  issucth  powcr : 
And  those  who,  sedulous  in  prudent  works, 
Re1ieve  the  wants  of  naturę,  Joto  repays  150 

With  noble  wealth,  and  his  own  seat  on  F^rth. 
Fit  jodgments  to  pronounce.  and  curb  the  mtgiit 
Of  wicked  men.    Your  kind  unfailing  nrns 
Not  vainly  to  the  hospitable  arts 
Of  Hesmes  yield  their  storę.    For,  O  ye  Nymph«, 
Hath  he  not  won  the  unoonquerable  queen 
Of  arms  to  oourt  your  friendship }  You  she  owns 
The  fair  associates  who  extend  her  sway 
Wide  o*er  the  mighty  deep ;  and  grateful  thhigs 
Of  you  she  uttereth,  oft  as  from  the  shore         140 
Of  Thames,  or  Medway^s  Tale,  or  tbe  green  banks 
Of  Yecta,  she  her  thundering  nary  leads 
To  Calpe's  foaming  channel,  or  the  rough 
Cantabrian  surge  ;  her  anspices  di^ine 
Imparting  to  the  senate  and  the  prince 
Of  Albion,  to  dismay  barbarie  kings, 
The  Iherian,  or  the  Celt.    The  pridc  of  kings 
Was  ever  8Coni'd  by  Pallas :  and  of  old 
Rejoic'd  tlie  virgin,  from  tbe  brazen  prow 
Of  Athens  o'er  >£gina's  gloomy  surge,  150 

To  drive  |ięr  clonds  and  storms;  o'erwhekning  all 
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The  Persian'8  promisM  K^ory,  when  tbe  realms 

Of  Indus  and  the  soft  Jonian  cłime, 

When  Lihya^s  torrid  chanipain  and  the  rooks 

Of  cold  ImauB  join*d  their  semle  bauds, 

To  sweep  the  sons  of  Liberty  from  Earth. 

In  Tain :  Minerva  oa  the  bounding  prow 

Of  Athcns  stood,  and  with  the  tbunder^s  voice 

DenonncM  her  terroun  on  their  impious  heads, 

And  shook  her  buming  aogis.    Xerxes  saw :       160 

Prom  Heracl^um,  on  the  naountain'8  height 

ThronM  in  his  goMen  car,  he  khew  the  sign 

Celestial ;  felt  unrighteous  hope  forsake 

His  faultering  heart,  and  tum'd  his  iace  with  shame. 

Hail,  ye  who  share  the  stern  Minerva's  powerj 
Who  arm  the  hand  of  Liberty  for  war : 
And  give  to  the  renownM  Britańnic  name 
To  awe  contending  monarcha :  yet  benign, 
Yet  mild  of  naturę :  to  the  works  of  peace 
Morę  prone,  and  lenient  of  the  many  ills  170 

A^liich  wait  on  human  iife.     Your  gentle  aid 
Hygęia  well  can  witness ;  she  who  saves 
From  poisonoos  cates  and  cups  of  pleasing  bane,  " 
The  wretch  deroted  to  the  entangling  snares 
Of  Bacchus  and  of  Comus.     Him  she  leads 
To  Cynthia'8  lonely  haiints.    To  spread  the  toils, 
To  beat  the  coverts,  with  the  joviai  hora 
At  dawn  of  day  to  summon  the  loud  hounds, 
She  calls  the  lingering  sluggard  finom  his  dreams: 
And  wbene  his  breast  may  drink  the  mountain  breeze, 
And  where  the  fervour  of  the  sunny  vale  181 

May  beat  upon  his  brow,  throui^h  derious  paths 
Bcckons  his  rapid  courser.     Nor  when  ease, 
Cool  ease  and  welcome  siumbers  have  becalm'd 
His  cager  bosom,  does  tbc  queen  of  hcalth 
Her  pleasing  care  withhold.     His  decent  board 
She  guards,  presiding;  and  the  frugal  powers 
With  joy  sedate  Icads  in  :  and  while  the  brown 
Ennaeau^ame  with  Pan  prcscnts  her  stores; 
While  changin;?  still,  and  comely  in  the  change, 
Yertumnus  and  the  Hours  beforc  him  spread    191 
The  garden'6  banquct ;  you  to  crown  his  feast. 
To  crown  his  feast,  O  Naiads,  you  the  fair 
Hygeia  calls:  and  from  your  shelving  seats, 
And  gPove8  of  poplar,  picnteous  cups  ye  bring, 
To  slake  his  reins:  till  soou  a  purer  tide 
Fiows  down  those  loadcd  channels;  wasbeUi  off 
The  dregs  of  Iuxury,  the  lurking  seeds  1 98 

Of  crude  disease ;  and  through  the  alx>de8  of  Iife 
Sends  vigonr,  sends  repose.     Hail,  Naiads:  haii, 
>V*ho  give,  to  labour,  health ;  to  stooping  age, 
llie  joys  which  yonth  had  8quandcr'd.     Oft  your 
Will  [  invoke ;  and,  frcqucnt  iu  your  pratse,  [ums 
Abash  the  frantic  Thyrsus  with  my  song. 

For  not  estranii^M  from  yourbenignant  art£| 
Ts  he,  the  god,  to  whosc  mysterious  shrine 
My  youth  was  sacred,  and  my  votive  careg 
Belong;  the  leamed  Paeon.     Oft  when  al  I 
His  cordial  treasures  be  hath  search'd  In  vain: 
When  herbs,  and  potent  trees,  and  drops  of  bum 
Eich  with  the  gejiial  influence  of  the  Sun,         211 
(To  roiise  dark  Fancy  from  her  plnintiYc  dreamS; 
To  brace  the  nervełe^s  arm,  with  fcx)d  to  win 
Sick  appetite,  or  hush  the  unquirt  breast 
M'h)ch  pines  with  siient  passion)  he  in  vain 
Hath  proT^d ;  to  your  deep  mansions  he  descends, 
Your  gates  of  humid  rock,  your  dim  arcades, 
He  entereth ;  where  empurpled  veins  of  ore 
Gleam  on  the  roof ;  where  throngh  the  rigid  minę 
Your  trickling  rills  insinuate.     1'here  the  god   220 
From  your  indulgent  hands  the  streaming  howl 


1 


Wafts  to  his  pale>ey*d  suppliaois ;  wafla  tbe  seeds 
^etallłc,  and  the  elemental  salts  (soon 

Wash'd  finom  the  pregnant glebę.  They  drink:  aad 
Flies  pain ;  flies  inauspicious  care :  and  soou 
The  social  hauot  or  unfrequented  shade 
Hears  To,  lo  Pean ;  as  of  old, 
\^nien  Python  fell.     And,  O  propitious  Nymph% 
Oft  as  for  helpiess  mortals  I  implore 
Your  salutary  springs,  through  every  nm         20O 
Oh  shed  your  healing  treasures.     With  the  6rst 
And  iinest  breath,  which  from  the  genial  s(rife 
Of  minerał  fermentation  springs,  like  light, 
0'cr  the  fresh  moming^s  Yapours,  lustrate  thi» 
The  fountain,  and  inform  the  rising  wavc. 

My  lyre  shall  pay  your  bounty.     Sami  not  ye 
That  humble  tribute.     Though  a  mortal  hand 
Excite  the  strings  to  utterance,  yet  for  thcmcs 
Not  unregarded  of  celestial  powers, 
I  (irame  Ćheir  languagc ;  and  tbe  Muses  deign  240 
To  guide  the  pious  tenour  of  my  lay. 
The  Muses  (sacred  by  their  gifts  divii<e) 
In  early  days  did  not  my  woodering  sensA 
Their  secrets  oft  reveal :  oft  my  rais*d  car 
slumber  fćlt  their  musie :  oft  at  noon 
hour  of  sunset,  by  some  lonely  stream, 
field  or  shady  grove,  they  taught  me  words 
power,  from  death  and  envy  to  preserve  [mind, 
The  good  man's  name.    Wbence  yet  with  gratefal 
And  offerings  unprpfon'd  by  ruder  eye,  2M) 

My  Yows  I  send,  my  homage,  to  the  seats 
Of  rocky  Cirrba,  where  with  you  they  dwell : 
Where  yon  their  chaste  oompanions  they  admit 
Through  all  the  hallow^d  scenę:,  where  olt  inteot. 
And  leaning  q^^x  Gastalia^s  mossy  '^^rgc^ 
lliey  mark  the  cadence  of  your  conflutut  ums^ 
How  tunefiil,  yjelding  gratehiUest  repr>se 
To  their  consorted^^easure :  till  again, 
With  emulation  all  the  sounding  choir^ 
And  bright  Apollo,  leader  of  the  soog,  S60 

Their  voices  through  the  liquid  air  €xalt. 
And  sweep  their  lofty  strings :  those  powerful  stringt 
That  charm  the  mind  of  gods  :  that  till  the  couits 
Of  wide  Olympus  with  obIivion  sweet 
Of  evils,  with  immortal  rcst  from  cares : 
Assuage  the  terrours  of  the  throne  of  Jove  \  ' 
And  quench  tbe  formidable  thunderboll 
Of  unrełenting  fire.    With  slackenM  wings, 
^\llile  now  the  solemn  concert  breathes  around,^ 
Incumbent  o*er  tiie  soeptre'of  his  lonl"  270 

Sleeps  the  steru  eag^;  by  the  numbcrM  notes,  - 
)  P()ssc:»*d ;  and  satiate  with  the  melting  tonc : 
SoYcreign  of  birds.     The  furious  god  of  war. 
His  darts  forgetting,  and  the  wing^ed  «hcels 
That  bear  him  vengeful  o*er  the  cmbattlod  plain. 
Kelcnts,  and  sooths  his  own  fierce  heart  to  ease. 
Most  welcome  ease.    The  sire  of  gods  and  men, 
In  that  great  moment  of  diTine  delight, 
Looks  down  pn  all  that  Uve ;  and  whatsoe*cr 
He  loYcs  not,  o*er  tbe  peopled  earth,  and  o*er  280 
The  intermhnated  ocean,  he  beholds 
Curs'd  with  abhorrence  by  liis  dooin  severe. 
And  troubled  at  the  sound.     Ye  Naiads,  ye 
With  ravish'd  ears  the  melpdy  attend 
Worthy  of  sacred  si lence.     But  the  slares 
Of  JBacchus  with  tempestuous  ciamoure  ^t^ive 
Ib  drown  the  hearcnly  strains ;  of  highest  Jore 
Irrercrent,  and  by  mad  presnmption  fir'd 
Their  own  discordant  rapturcs  tu  advance 
With  łiostiłe  emulation.     Down  they  rush         290 
From  Nysa*s  ^inj^gmourpled  cliff.  the  dames 
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C^Thrace,  tlie  Sat3rTS,  and  the  unruly  FauiiB,  . 
Wtth  old  SUenns,  reeltng  through  the  crowd 
Which  gambols  ronod  him,  m  conva1sionfl  wild 
ToEsin^  thehr  timbs,  and  brandishing  in  air 
The  if^y-mantled  thyrsus,  or  the  torch  ' 
Through  black  smoke  flaming:,  to  the  Phiygian  pipe's 
Sbrill  Toice,  and  to  the  clashinsę  cyinjl>al8,  mhcM 
^Ith  shiieks  and  fiantic  nproar.     May  the  gods 
From  erery  nnpolluted  ear  avert  300 

Their  orgies !  If  withm  the  seata  of  men, 
Wtthia  the  valłs,  the  gaies,  wberc  Pallas  holdB 
The  guardjan  key,  if  haply  there  be  found 
Who  lores  to  mingle  with  the  revel-band 
And  bearken  to  their  accents ;  who  aspires 
From  sQch  instructors  to  inform  his  breast 
With  Torse ;  let  him,  fit  Totanst,  implore 
Tlieir  inspiTatioo.     He  perchance  the  gifts 
Of  yomiję  Łyeus,  and  the  dread  exploits, 
May  anj(  in  ąptest  numbers :  he  the  fate  SIO 

Of  sober  Ptsntheos,  he  the  Paphian  rites, 
And  naked  Mars  with  Cytherea  chain'd, 
And  strong  Alcides  in  thc  spinstei^H  robes, 

(May  oelebrate,  applaiided.     But  with  you, 
O  NaJads,  far  fronf  that  nnha]iow'd  rout, 
Mnst  dwell  the  man  ^hoe'er  to  praised  ihemes 
Inrokes  the  immortąl  Mose,    The  immortal  Masę 
1\>  youT  caim  habitations,  to  the  cave 
Coryciąa  (Ar  the  Delphic  mount,  will  guide' 
His  footeteps ;  and  with  your  nnsullied  streams        | 
His  lipa  will  bathe :  whećher  (he  etermil  lorę     331 
Of  Themis,  or  the  majesty  of  Jove, 
To  mortals  he  rereal ;  or  t^ąch  his  lyre 
The  unenvied  t^uerdon  of  the  patriot^s  toils, 
lo  thoae  unfading  islands  of  tlie  blessM, 
Whcresacred  bards abide.  Hail,  hcmoiir'd  Nympbs ; 
TTirice  hail.     For  you  the  Cyrenaic  shell 
B^oid,  I  toiich,  rerering.     To  my  song^ 
Be  prettent  ye  witłi  favnurable  feet, 
Ąad  all  profaner  aadience  far  removei 
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THK  HTMN  TO  THE  VAIA1)8. 

VoL  25 Loce 

Elder  łhan  CAoar.]  Hesiod,  Tn  his  The- 
•gooy,  gWea  a  different  accoimt,  and  make  Chaos 
the  ddest  of  beings ;  though  he  as^signs  to  Lovc 
neitber  father  nor  superior:  which  circnmstatice  is 
particularly  mentioned  by  Phaedrus,  in  Plato^s  Ban- 
qttet,  as  bemg  obserrable  Qot  only  in  Hesiod,  but 
ń  all  other  writers  both  of  verse  and  prosc :  and 
on  the  same  occasion  he  cites  a  linę  from  Parmę- 
■ides,  in  which  Love  is  expre5i6ly  styled  the  eldest 
of  all  the  gods.  Yet  Aristophanes,  in  The  Biids, 
aflfams,  that  "  Chaos,  and  Night,  and  Erebus,  and 
Taitams,  were  first ;  and  that  Love  was  produced 
6nm  an  egg,  which  the  sable-wmged  Night  depo- 
sited  in  the  immense  bosom  of  Krrbiis."  But  it 
mustbe  obsenred,  that  the  Loive  de'«igncd  by  this 
eomic  poet  was  always  distlnguishecl  from  the 
other,  from  that  original  and  setf-existent  being 
the  TO  ON  or  aFABON  of  Plato,  and  mcant  only 
the  AHMiOTProi  or  second  person  of  the  old 
Grecian  trinity ;  to  whom  is  inscribcd  an  hymn 
amoog  those  which  pass  ander  the  nanie  of  Or- 


phens,  where  he  is  ćallod  Frotogonos,  or  ihe  firsi- 
begotten,  is  said  to  have  l^een  bom  of  an  ef:gy  and 
is  represented  as  the  principal  or  origin  of  all  these 
extemal  appearances  of  Naturę.  In  the  fragmeiits 
of  Orphcus,  collected  by  Henry  Stephens,  he  is 
named  Phanes,  the  discorerer  or  discloser ;  who 
unfblded  the  ideas  of  the  supremę  intelligence,  and 
exposed  them  to  the  perception  of  inferior  beingi. 
in  this  Tisible  frame  of  the  world ;  as  Macrobins, 
and  Proclus,  and  Athenagoras,  ali  agree  to  inter- 
pręt  the  several  passages  of  Orpheus,  which  they 
have  prcsenred. 

But  the  Love  designed  in  onr  tesct,  is  the  one  self- 
existent  and  infinite  mind,  whom  if  tbe  generał ity 
of  anoient  mythologists  have  not  introduced  or  truły 
described  in  accountinsr  for  the  prodnction  of  the 
world  and  its  appearances ;  yet,  to  a  modem  poet, 
it  can  be  no  objcclion  that  he  hath  venturcd  to 
differ  from  them  in  this  particuiar;    though,  in 
other  respects,  he  professeth  to  imitate  their  man- 
ner,  and  conforai  to  their  opinions.     For,  in  thcse 
p^eat  points  of  natural  theology,  they  differ  no  less 
remarkably  among  themseWes,  and  are  perpetually 
confoonding  the  philosophical  rełations  of  things 
with   the  traditionary  circumstances   of    mythlc 
history:  npon  which  Tery  account,  Callimachus, 
in  his  hymn  to  Jupiter,* declareth  his  dissent  from 
them  conceming  even  an  article  of  the  national 
creed ;  adding,  that  the  ancient  bards  were  by  no 
means  to  be  depended  on.    And  yet  in  the  exordium 
of  tht;  old  Argfmautic  poem,  ascribed  to  Orpheus, 
it  is  sawł,  that  "  Love,  whom  mortals  in  latter 
times  cali  Phanes,  was  the  father  of  the  etemally 
begotten  Night ;"  who  is  generally  represented  by 
these  mythologncal  poets  as  being  herself  the  pa- 
rcnt  of  all  things ;  and  włio,  in  the  Indigitamenta, 
or  Orphic  Hymns,  is  said  to  be  the  same  with  Cy- 
pris,  or  lA)\'e  itself.     Moreover,  in  the  body  of  this 
Argonautic  poem,  where  the  personated  Orphcus 
introduccth  himself  singing  to  his  lyre  łn  reply  to 
Chiron,  he  celebrateth  **  the  obscure  memory  of 
Chaos,  and  tbe  natures  which  it  contained  within 
itself  in  a  state  of  perpctual  vicissitude ;  how  the 
Heaven  had  its  boundary  determined ;  the  genera- 
tion  of  the  Earth ;  the  depth  of  the  ocean ;  and 
aiso  the  sapient  Love,  the  most  ancient,  the  self- 
sufficicnt  j  with  all  the  beings  which  he  produced 
when  he  separated  one  thing  from  another."  Which 
noble  passage  is  morę  directly  to  Aristotle's  pur- 
pose  in  the  first  book  of  his  metaphysics  than  any 
of  those  which  be  hns  there  onoted,  to  show  that 
the  ancient  poets  and  mythologists  ag^nccd  with 
Empedocles,  Anaxagoras,  and  the  other  morę  sober 
philosophers,  in  that  natura]  anticipation  and  com- 
mon  notion  of  mankind  conceming  the  necessity  of 
mind  and  reason  to  account  for  the  connection^ 
motłon,  and  good  order  of  the  world.     For,  though 
neither  this  poem,  nor  tlie  hymns  which  pass  under 
the  same  name,  are,  it  should  seem,  the  work  of 
the  real  Orpheus ;  yctbe5'ond  all  question  they  are 
vcry  ancient     The  hymns,  morc  particularly,  are 
allowed  to  be  older  than  the  in^asion  of  Greece  by 
Xentes ;  and  were  probably  a  set  of  public  and  so- 
lemn  icrms  of  doTot^un :  as  appears  by  a  passage 
in  one  of  them,  which  Demosthenes  hath  almost 
literally  cited  in  his  first  oration  against  Aristogi- 
ton,  as  the  saying  of  Orpheus,  the  foimder  of  their 
most  holy  mystcries.     On  this  account,  they  are 
of  higher  authority  than  any  other  mythological 
wo^  Bow  extant,  the  Thcogony  of  Hesiod  himseif 
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not  escepted.  ^he  poetry  of  Łhem  \%  often  ex- 
tremely  noble ;  and  the  mysterious  air  vrhich  pre- 
▼aiis  in  them,  together  with  iU  delightful  impres- 
sion  upon  the  mind,  cannoŁ  be  better  expressed 
than  in  that  remarkable  descńption  with  which 
they  inspired  the  German  editor-Eschenbach,  when 
he  accidentally  met  with  tb^m  at  Leipsic :  "  'fhe- 
saurum  me  reperisse  credidi,"  eays  he,  "  et  pro- 
fecto  thesaurum  rcperi.  Incredibile  dictu  quo  me 
sacTO  horrore  afflaverint  indigitamenta  ista  deorum : 
nam  ettempusadillonim  lectionem  eligcre  cogebar, 
qaod  vel  solum  horrorem  incutere  animo  potest, 
noctumum;  cum  enim  totam  diem  consumserim 
in  contemplando  urbis  splendore,  et  in  adeundis, 
qiubufl  scatet  urbs  illa,  viris  doctis;  sola  nox  res- 
tabat,  quam  Orpheo  consecrare  potut.  In  abys- 
gum  quendam  mysteriorum  veneraiidae  antiquitatis 
descendere  iridebar,  quotJescunque  silente  mundo, 
8ol»  vigilantibu8  astris  et  luna  fjLtTMimpaTHi  istos 
hymnos  ad  manus  sumsi.^ 

Ver.  95.  Chaos.'\  The  unformed,  undigested  mass 
of  Moses  and  Plato:  vhioh  Milton  calls 

«  The  womb  of  Naturę." 

Ib.  Looe,  the  sire  (^ Fale.'\  Fate  is  the  uni-yersal 
cystern  of  natural  cau8es;.'*the  work  of  the  Omni- 
potent  Mind,  or  of  Łove ;  so  Minucius  Pelix:  "  Quid 
aliud  est  iatumi  quam  ąuod  de  unoquoqtte  nostnmi 
deus  fatus  esU'*  So  also  Cicero,  in  the  fint  book 
on  Divination :  "  Fatum  autem  id  appello,  quod 
GrsBCt  EiPMAPMElf HN ;  id  est,  ordinem  seriemque 
causarum,  cum  causa  causs  Dexa  rem  ex  se  gignat 
— ex  quo  intelligitur,  ut  fatum  sit  non  id  quod 
superstitiose,  sed  id  quod  physice  dicitur  causa 
setema  rerum."  To  the  same  purpose  is  the  doc- 
trine  of  Hierocles,  in  that  excelient  fragment  con- 
ceming  Providence  and  Destiny,  Ab  to  the  three 
Fates,  or  Destinics  of  the  poets,  they  represented 
that  part  of  the  generał .  system  of  nauiral  causes 
which  relates  to  maii,  and  to  other  mortal  beings: 
for  so  we  are  told  in  the  hymu  addressed  to  them 
among  the  Orphic  Indigitamenta,  where  they  are- 
caUed  the  daughters  of  Night,  (or  Lotc)  and,  coo- 
trary  to  the  vulgar  notion,  are  distinguished  by  the 
epithets  of  gentJe,  and  tender-hearted.  According 
to  Hesiod,  Thcog.  ver.  904,  they  were  the  daugh- 
ters of  Jupiter  and  Themis ;  but  in  the  Orphic 
Hymn  to  Ycnus,  or  Love,  that  goddess  is  directly 
stylcd  the  mother  of  Neccssity,  and  is  represented, 
iinmediately  after,  as  govemiDg  the  three  Destinies, 
and  conducting  the  whote  system  of  natural  causes. 

Ver-  26.  Born  of  Fałe  'Jtxu  7f»ie.]  Cronos,  Saturn, 
or  Time,  was,  according  to  Apollodorus,  the  son  of 
Ccehim  and  Tellas.  But  the  author  of  the  hymns 
giyes  it  quite  undisguisod  by  mythological  lan- 
gnage,  and  calls  hiin  plainly  the  oi&pring  of  the 
Barth  and  the  starry  tieaven ;  that  is,  of  Fate,  as 
•xpiained  in  the  preceding  notę. 

Ver.  27.  Who  many  sons  ......... 

Devour'd.^  The  known  fable  of  Saturn 
deYouring  his  children  was  <^eitainly  meaat  to  imply 
the  dissoiution  of  natural  hodies ;  which  are  pro- 
daced  and  destroyed  by  Time. 

Ver.  28 the  child 

Of  Iihea,'\  Jupiier,  so  called  by  Pindar. 

Ver.  29 Hrove  himfrom  the  upper  ^yA  That 

Jupiter  dethroned  his  father  Saturn,  is  recorded  by 
all  the  mythologists.  Phurnntus,  or  Comutuft,  the 
aiłthor  of  a  iittle  Greek  treattse  on  the  naturę  of 


the  gods,  infbrms  ua,  that  by  Jupiter  was  meant 
the  vegctable  soul  of  the  world,  which  restfained 
and  prcvcnted  Uiose  uncertain  alteratioos  wbich 
Saturn,  or  Time,  used  fontoeriy  to  cause  in  the 
mundane  system. 

Ver.  3<l.  Then  todal  reifrn^tL']  Our  mythology 
here  supposeth,  that  before  establishment  of  tbe 
rital,  vegetative,  plastio  naturę,  (represented  by 
Jupiter)  the  four  elements  were  in  a  variable 
and  unsettled  condition ;  but  afterwards,  well-4lis- 
posed  and  at  peace  among  themsclves.  Tethys 
was  the  wife  of  the  Ocean;  Ops,  or  Rhea,  the 
Earth  ;  Vesta„  the  eldcst  daughter  of  Saturn,  Fire  ; 
and  the  cląucUcompeller,  or  Zti/C  vf^  i>vyt^fn-^,  the 
Air :  though  he  also  represented  the  plastic  prin- 
ciple  of  Naturę,  as  may  be  seen  in  the  Orphic 
hymn  inscribed  to  him. 

Ver.  34 the  sedgy-erowned  raee»']  The  ri vfT- 

gods ;  who,  accccrding  to  Hesiod's  Theogony,  were 
the  sons  of  Oceanus  and  Tethys. 

Ver.  36.  fromthem, 

Are  ye,  O  Naiads,'\  The  descent  of  the 
Naiads  is  less  certain  than  most  points  of  the  Greek 
mjrthology.  Homer,  Odyss.  xiił.  w^t  Ató;.  Vir^i,  ia 
the  eighth  book  of  the  .£neid,  speaks  as  if  tlie 
Njnnphs,  or  Naiads,  were  the  parents  of  the  rircrs: 
but  in  this  he  contradicts  the  testimony  of  He.<«iod» 
and  evidently  departs  from  the  ortbodox  8>'steniy 
which  representeUi  several  nymphs  as  retaining  ta 
every  single  riyer.  On  the  other  band,  Calimachiii^ 
who  was  very  leamed  in  all  the  sehool-divinity  of 
those  times,  in  bis  b3nnn  to  Delos,  maketh  Penus, 
the  great  Thessalian  river-god,  the  father  of  his 
Nymphs :  and  Ovid,  in  the  fburtconth  book  of  his 
Metam(»phosis,  mentions  the  Naiads  of  Latium  as 
the  immeiiate  daughters  of  the  ncighbouring  Tiver- 
gods.  Accordingly,  the  Naiads  of  particular  rivers 
are  occasionally,  both  by  Ovid  and  Statius,  called 
by  a  patronymic,  from  the  name  of  the  ri^er  1p 
which  they  belong. 

Ver.  40.  Syrian  Dapkne.^  The  grore  of 

Daphne  in  Syria,  near  Antioch,  was  famous  lor  its 
delightful  fbuntains. 

Ib.  ., tribei 

Beltm^d  by  P<ron.}    Minerał  and   medicinal 
springs.     PsBon  was  the  physician  of  the  gods. 

Ver.  43,  ,....,.,.  ihe  toingrd  off spring.^  The 
Winds;  who,  according  to  Hesiod  and  Apollodorus, 
were  the  sons  of  AMneus  and  Aurora. 

Ver.  46.  Hyperion.'\  A  son  of  Coelum  and  Tellns, 
and  father  of  the  Sun,  who  is  thence  called,  by 
Pindar,  Hypeiionides.  But  Hyperion  is  put  by 
Homer  ia  the  8«me  manner  as  berę,  for  the  Son 
himself. 

Ver.  49.  Your  sallying  ttreams.']  The  state  of  the 
atmospberc  with  respect  to  rest  and  motion  is,  in 
several  ways,  affected  by  nvets  and  running 
streams  ;.  and  that  morę  especially  in  hot  aeasons: 
first,  they  destroy  its  equilibrium,  by  oooltng  those 
parts  of  it  with  which  they  are  in  contact ;  and 
secondly,  they ' communicate  their  own  motion: 
and  the  air  which  is  thus  moved  by  them,  being 
leit  heated,  is  of  consequence  morę  elastic  than 
other  parts  of  the  atmosphere,  and  tberefore  fitter 
to  preserve  and  to  propagate  that  motion. 

Ver,  7ł).  Delian  king.'\  One  of  tlie  epithets  of 
Apollo,  or  the  Sun,^  in  the  Orphic  h>inu  inscribod 
to  him* 

Ver,  79.  Chlaris.'i  The  ancient  Greek  pąme  for 
Flora. 
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?^.  8a  Amalłhea.'\  The  mother  of  the  fint 
Itaocfaot,  who9e  birth  and  education  was  written, 
as  Diodoms  Sicnius  inionDS  us,  in  the  oki  Pelasgic 
character,  by  Thymoetes,  grandson  to  Laomedon, 
and  cuntemporary  with  Orpheus.  Thymcetes  had 
travelled  over  libya  to  the  country  whicb  borders' 
oo  the  western  ocean ;  there  he  saw  fbe  tsland  of 
Kysa,  and  learoed  firoin  the  inhabitants,  that  *<  Am- 
moD,  king  of  Libya,  was  married  in  fbnner  ages  to 
Rhe-a,  sister  of  Saturn  and  the  Tltans :  that  he  aflei^ 
wards  feil  in  love  with  a  beautifid  Tirgin,  whose 
name  was  Amalthea ;  had  by  ber  a  son,  and  gave 
hcr  p^iasession  of  a  neighbouring  tract  of  land,  won- 
derfttlly  fertile ;  which  in  sbape  nearly  rescmbling 
tbe  hora  of  an  ok,  was  tbence  called  the  Hesperian 
bom,  and  afterwards  the  hom  of  Amalthea :  that, 
fearing  tbe  jealoosy  of  Rhea,  he  ooDceaied  the 
yoiing  Bacchus,  with  his  mother,  in  the  island  of 
Nya ;"  tbe  beauty  of  which,  D^orns  describes 
with  great  dignity  and  pomp  of  style.  This  fable 
U  one  of  the  nobiest  in  alt  the  ancient  mythology, 
and  seem^  to  ha^e  madę  a  particular  impression 
on  the  imagination  df  Milton ;  the  only  modem 
poet  (uniets  perhaps  it  be  necessary  to  except 
Spencer)  wbo,  in  these  mjrsterioos  traditions  of  the 
poctk*  story,  had  a  heart  to  feel,  and  words  to  eic- 
pres,  the  simple  and  solitary  genius  of  antiquity. 
To  raise  the  idea  of  bis  Paradise,  he  prefers  it 
«yen  to 

thatNjrsean  isle 

Girl  by  the  riYer  Triton,  where  old  Cham^ 
(Whom  Gentiles  .\mmon  cali,  and  Lib]ran  Jove) 
Hid  Amalthea,  and  ber  florid  son, 
Yoang  Bacchus,  firom  his  stepdame  Rhea^s  eye. 

Ver.  94.  Edonian  band,'\  The  priestesses  and 
other  ministers  of  Bacchiis ;  so  called  from  Edonus, 
a  moantain  of  Thrace,  where  his  rights  were  cele- 
brated. 

Ver.  105.  Whgm  Hermes.']  Hermes,  or  Mercury, 
was  tbe  patron  of  oommerce ;  in  which  benevolent 
cfaaiacter  he  is  addressed  by  the  aatfaor  of  the  In- 
digitameota,  in  these  beaodful  bnes: 

"Of  j^ju^a^n  (\»C  tlĘT^imę  oirX«y  &fjJfjtĄtic- 

Yer.  1^1.  Duftente  (he  minerał  treasure.l  The 
uerehaiiCs  of  Sidon  and  Tyre  madę  frcqaent  voy- 
ages  to  the  coast  of  Corawall,  from  whence  they 
canied  home  great  quantities  of  tin. 

Ver.  13^  Jlaih  ke  not  vor.]  Mercury,  tbe  patron 
of  commeroe,  being  so  greatly  dependent  on  the 
good  offices  óf  the  Naiads,  in  retuM  obtains  for 
them  tbe  fkiendship  of  Minenra,  the  goddess  of 
war ;  fbr  military  power,  at  least  the  naval  part 
of  it,  bath  cooBtantly  followed  the  establishment  of 
tmde;  which  esemplifies  the  preceding  ob8crva- 
tion,  that  **  from  bcHinty  issueth  power." 

Yer.  U3.  Caipe 

Cantmbrian  atrge.']  Gibraltar  and  the 
bay  of  Biacay. 

Yer.  150.  ^gina^M  gkfomy  surge.']  Near  thifi 
island,  the  AŁbemaos  obtained  the  victory  of  Sala- 
mis,  orer  tbe  Persian  nary. 

Yer.  160.  Xerses  mw,"]    Tbts  circum- 

tiMire  is  reoorded  in  that  passage,  perhaps  the 
moat  splendid  amoog  all  the  remains  of  ancient 
btftory,  mhmę  PŁtttarPh^  hi  bis  life  of  Theiiu»- 


tocles,  describes  the  sea-fights  of  Aitemisiam  and 
Salamis. 

Yer.  904.  Thyrrus.^  A  staff,  or  spear,  wreatbed 
rouud  with  ivy :  of  constant  use  in  the  bacchana- 
ban  mysterics. 

Yer.  227 /oPcpoji.]  An  exclamation 

of  victory  and  triumph,  derived  from  ApoUo^s  en- 
counter  with  Python. 

Yer»  252.  Cirrka,]  One  of  the  snmmits  of  Par- 
nassus,  and  sacred  to  Apolla  Near  it  were  sereral 
fountains,  said  to  be  frequented  by  the  Muses. 
Nysa,  the  other  eminence  of  the  same  mountui^ 
was  dedicated  to  Bacchus. 

Yer.  263 cJiarm  the  mindąf  godsJ]  TTiis 

whole  passage,  conceming  the  effects  of  sacred 
musie  among  the  gods,  is  taken  from  Pindar^s  first 
Pythian  ode. 

Yer.  297,  Phrygian  jńpe^s.]    Tbe  Phry- 

gian  musie  was  fantastic  and  turbulent,  and  fit  t9 
excite  disorderly  passions. 

Yer.  502 The  gates  where  PaUtu  holtU 

The  guardion  Aey.]  ft  was  theoflice  of  Mi- 
nerva  tobe  tbe  guardianof  walled  citl^;  whence she 
was  naroed  IIOaiaz  and  noAiOTXO£,  and  had  ber 
'statues  placcd  intheir  gates,  being  supposed  to  keep 
tbeliejrs;  and  on  that  account  styled  kaha0TXOX. 

Yer.  310.  faie 

Of  sober  PenłheusJ]  Pentheus  was  tom 
in  pieces  by  the  bacchanałiau  priests  and  women, 
for  despising  their  raysteries. 

Yer.  318 łhecaoe 

Corydon.]  Of  this  ca^e  Pausantas,  in  his 
tenthbook,  gires  the  following  description:  "  be- 
twecn  Delphi  and  the  eminences  of  Pamassus,  in  a 
road  to  the  grotto  of  Corycium,  which  bas  its  name 
from  the  nymph  Corycia,  and  is  by  far  the  most 
remarkable  which  I  have  seen.  One  may  walk  a 
great  way  into  it  without  a  torch.  It  is  of  a  con- 
siderable  height,  and  hath  several  springs  within  it^ 
and  yet  a  much  greater  ąuantity  of  water  dtstills 
from  the  shell  and  roof,  so  as  to  be  continually 
droppijig  on  the  ground.  The  people  round  Par- 
nassus  hołd  it  sacred  to  the  Curycian  nymphs  and 
to  Pan."    . 

Yer.  319 Delphic  mount,]  Delphi,  the 

seat  and  oracie  of  Apollu,  had  a  mountainous  and 
rocky  situation,  on  the  skirts  of  Pamassus. 

Yer.  527.  Cyrenaicl  Cyrene  was  the  native 
country  of  Callimachus,  whose  hymns  are  the  most 
remarkable  example  of  that  mythological  passion 
which  is  assumed  in  the  preceding  poem,  and  hare 
always  afibrded  particular  pleasnre  to  the  au- 
thor  of  it,  by  reason  of  the  mysterious  solemnity 
with  which  they  affect  tbe  mind.  On  this  account 
he  was  induced  to  attempt  somewhat  in  the  same 
manner;  solely  by  way  of  exercise:  the  manner 
itself  being  now  almostcntirelyabandonedinpoetry. 
And  as  the  merę  genealogy,  or  the  perBonal  adveii- 
tures  of  heathen  gods,  conld  have  bcen  bat  little 
interesting  to  a  modem  reader ;  it  was  therefore 
thougłit  proper  to  seiect  some  oonyenient  part  of 
the  history  of  Naturę,  and  to  employ  these  ancient 
divłnities  as  it  is  probablethey  were  first  employed ; 
to  wit,  in  personifying  natural  causes,  and  in  repreu 
senting  the  mutual  agreement  or  opposition  of  the 
corporcal  and  morał  powers  of  the  world :  which 
Jiath  beea  accounted  tbe  ycry  highcst  ofiice  of 
poetry. 
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fNSCRIPTiONS. 


FOR  A  GROTTO. 

To  me,  whom  in  their  lays  the  fthcpherds  cali 
Actasa,  daughter  of  the  neighbouring  streani, 
This  cave  belongs.    The  figrtrec  and  the  viDe, 
Which  o*er  the  rocky  entrance  downward  shoot, 
"Where  placM  by  Glycon.     He  with  cowslips  pale, 
PrimrcMe,  and  purple  Ij^chnis,  deokM  the  green 
Before  my  threshold,  and  my  sheWing  walls 
With  honeysuckle  covered.     Hcre  at  noon, 
LullM  by  the  murmur  of  my  rising  fount, 
I  slnmber:  herc  my  clustering  friiits  I  tend: 
Or  from  my  hamid  flowers,  at  break  of  day, 
Fresh  garlands  weave,  and  chase  from  all  my  bounds 
Ea^h  thing  impure  or  noxłoiis.    Eoter  in, 
O  stranger !  undismay*d.    Nor  bat,  nor  toad 
Herę  lurks :  and  If  thjr  brcast  of  blameless  tboughts 
Approre  thee,  not  unwelcome  shalt  thou  tread 
My  quiet  mansion :  ehiefly,  if  thy  name 
Wlse  Pallas  and  the  immortal  Muses  own. 


II. 


rot  A 


STATCB  OF  CHAUCER  AT  WOOINTOCK. 

9ucH  was  old  Chancer.     Such  the  placid  micn 
Of  h;m  who  first  with  harmony  ioformM 
The  tanguage  of  our  fathers.     Herę  he  dwelt 
For  many  a  cbeerfal  day.    These  ancient  walls 
Have  often  heard  him,  while  his  legends  blithe 
He  sang,  of  loTe,  or  knighthood,  or  the  wiles 
Of  homely  life :  throngh  each  estate  and  age, 
The  fashions  and  the  follies  of  the  world 
With  cunning  band  portraying.    Though  perchance 
From  Blenheim's  towers,  O  stranger,  thou  art  ccMne 
Glowiog  wiih  Churchiirs  trophies;  yet  in  Tain  . 
Dost  thou  applaad  them  if  thy  bieast  be  cold  .^ 
To  him,  this  othcr  bero ;  who,  iu  times 
Dark  and  untaught,  began  with  cbarming  verse 
To  tamę  the  rudeness  of  his  natiT«  land. 


ma 


III. 

WH0B'sa  thou  art  wbose  path,  in  sommer,  lies 
^Througb  yonder  viUage,  tum  thee  where  the  gro^e 
/Of  branching  oaks  a  rural  palące  old 
;  flmbosoms.    There  dwells  Albert,  generous  lord 
'  Of  alt  the  banrest  round.    And  onward  thenoe 
A  Iow  plain  chapel  fronts  the  nioming  light 
Fast  by  a  silent  rivulet.    Humbly  walk, 
O  stranger,  o'er  the  consecnted  ground ; 
And  on  tbat  verdaut  hillock,  which  thou  seeit 
Beset  with  <^iers,  let  thy  pious  band 
Sprinkle  fresh  water  finom  the  brook,  and  strew 
Swee^smeUingflowerB.  For  theredorh  Fdmnnrtriert, 
Tfae  Icamed  sbepherd;  for  each  niral  art 
Fam*d,  and  for  songs  barmonioiis,  and  the  woes 
Of  ill-requited  ]ove.     The  iaithless  pride 
Of  fair  Matilda  sank  him  to  the  grare 
I^  manhood^s  prime.  Butsoon  did  rąght«oiu  Hearen 


With  tears,  with  shai))  remorse,  and  pinin^  cai^ 
Ayenge  her  falsehood.     Nor  could  all  the  gold. 
And  nuptia)  pomp,  which  lui^d  her  pHghted  batit 
From  Edmund  to  a  loftier  husband'8  bome, 
Relieve  her  breaking  heart,  or  tum  aside    . 
The  strokes  of  Death.     Qo,  traveller ;  relate 
The  mourafnl  story.     Haply  some  fiur  maid 
May  hołd  it  in  remembrance,  and  be  taugfai 
Tliat  riches  cannot  pay  for  tnith  or  loTe. 


■«*« 


IV. 

O  rouTRfl  and  virgins :  O  declining  eld : 
O  pale  MisfbrUmc's  Blaves :  O  ye  who  dwell 
Uiiknown  with  humble  Quiet ;  ye  who  wait 
fn  cu>urts,  or  fiil  the  golden  seat  of  kings : 
O  sons  of  Sport  and  Pleasurc  $  O  tboo  wretch 
That  weep'st  for  jealous  love,  or  the  sorc  woanda 
Of  conscious  Guilt,  or  Death's  mpacious  band 
Which  left  thee  void  of  hope :  O  ye  who  roam 
In  exile;  ye  who  through  the  embattled  field 
Seek  bright  renown ;  or  who  for  nobler  palms 
CoBtend,  the  leaders  of  a  pubiic  cause ; 
Af^MTOach :  behołd  this  marble.    Know  ye  not 
Thefeatures?  Hath  not  oft  his  foithful  toogne 
Told  yott  the  fashion  of  ywa  own  estate^ 
The  secrets  of  yonr  bosom  ?  Hera  then,  romid 
His  monument  with  reverence  while  ye  stand, 
Say  to  each  other :  **  This  was  Shakspcare^s  form: 
Who  walk*d  in  erery  path  of  human  life. 
Feh  every  passion ;  and  to  all  mankind 
Doth  now,  will  ever,  that  experience  yield 
Which  his  own  genius  oniy  coold  «cquire.'' 


V. 

GuŁIBŁMTfl  UL  rOKTII,  riTB,  ŁIBEKATOa,  CIlC  aKW  1 1 
ASTATE   PATRIA   ŁABINTr  AVPrilSVT  SAL7S  IFSa  WICA  : 

CYM  iiox  rnuBii  asipysŁicjB  aarrAKMicjB  Tnrncz  kk* 

MYMCIAIYS  BKSBT  ATOYB  SrATOR  ;  ITM  SBKiąfm  AD  ID  §■ 
NATTM  llBCOONOVTr  BT  RBGBM  PACTYII,  TT  CmASBT  HB 
DOMINO  TMFOTKirn  CBDBBBMT  PAX,  PIOBS,  WORTtSJk^ 
0EKBBI8  BYMAIII.  AYCTORI  PV1ŁICA  PBŁICrTATlS  P.  G. 
A.  M.  A. 


VI. 


FOR  A  COŁUMir  AT  RUNlITMEOŁ 

Thov,  who  the  Terdant  plain  dost  traTei«e  here 
While  Thames  amoog  his  willowa  from  thy  Tiev 
Retires ;  O  strauger,  stay  thee,  and  the  soeoe 
Araund  contemplate  weli*    This  is  the  pUoe 
Where  Engiand^B  aneient  barans,  dad  in  arass 
And  Stern  with  conqiie8t,  from  ^eir  tyrant  king 
(Then  rendered  tamę)  did  challenge  and  secose 
The  charter  of  thy  freedcm.    Bass  not  on 
Tdl  thou  hast  blest  their  memory,  and  paid 
Those  thanks  which  God  appcmited  the  rewaid 
Of  pubiic  Tirtue.    And  if  chance  thy  home 
Salote  thee  with  a  iather^s  bonour^d  name, 
Go»  cali  thy  sons :  instnict  them  what  a  debt 
Hiey  owe  their  anceston  $  aad  make  them  swear 
To  pay  it,  by  transmitting  down  entire 
Thoic  sacnd  ńghla  to  which  themselTcs  veze  bofi^ 
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vn. 


I 


TRB  WOOD-NYMPH. 

jkrHiOAcn  in  silence.     Tis  no  vulgar  tale 

Which  I,  thc  Driad  of  this  hoary  oak, 

Pronoance  to  mortal  ears.    The  second  nge 

No«  basteneth  to  its  period,  srace  I  rosę 

On  thb  fair  lawn.     The  grorea  of  yonder  rale 

jtit  all  my  ofl&pring :  and  each  Ny inph,  who  guards 

Hie  copiies  and  the  furrow^d  (lelds  beyond, 

Obeys  me.    Many  changes  have  I  seen 

In  haman  things,  and  many  airful  deeds 

Of  Jostice,  whcn  the  ruling  hand  of  Jove 

Agamst  the  tyrants  of  the  land,  against 

Tin  anhallow^d  sona  of  LuxQry  and  Guile, 

Was  arraM  for  retribution.     Thus  at  lengtb 

Ecpert  in  tavs  divine,  I  know  the  paths 

Of  Wisdom,  and  crroneous  FoIly's  end 

Ha?e  oft  pre8ag'd :  and  now  well-pleasM  I  wait 

Each  ereninjc  till  a  noble  youth,  who  iovps 

My  shade,  a  whtie  Te1ea8'd  from  publłc  cares, 

Yoa  peacefol  gate  shall  enter,  and  sit  down 

Beneatb  my  brancbes.    Then  his  musing  mind 

I  prompt,  nnseeo ;  and  ptace  befbre  hi?  view 

Siocerest  form*  of  good ;  and  morę  his  heart 

WiUi  ibe  dread  bonnties  of  the  Sire  Supremę 

Of  gods  and  men,  with  Frecdom^s  generoiis  deeds, 

Tb«  htfty  voice  of  Olory,  and  the  faith 

Of  sunred  Friendship.     Stranirer,  I  have  told 

My  fiinction.     If  within  thy  bo90in  dwell 

Aufht  vhirh  may  challenge  praise,  thou  wilt  not 

UDbonr»r'd  my  abode,  nor  shall  I  hear         [leave 

A  spaiing  benediction  from  thy  tongue. 


BL 


vin. 

*Yf  porers  ameen,  to  whom  the  barda  of  Greece 
Erected  altars ;  ye  who  to  the  mind 
Morę  lofty  vie«s  unfoid,  and  prompt  the  heart 
With  morę  dirine  emotions ;  if  erewhile 
Not  qaite  mipleasing  have  my.  votiTe  rites 
Of  you  been  deem'd«  when  oft  this  loneły  seat 
To  yoa  1  eonsecrated ;  then  roachsafe 
Hcre  irith  yonr  instant  energy  to  crown 
My  happy  sulitade.     It  is  the  bour 
When  most  I  loTe  to  invoke  you,  and  have  feit 
Mo6t  fireqaent  your  glad  ministry  divineb 
le  air  is  caim :  the  Sun's  anveiłed  orb 

in  the  middie  Heaven.  /The  hanrest  raQnd\ 
fSttaii  quiet,  and  among  the  golden  sheaves  / 

The  reapers  Ite  reclinM.  The  neighbouring  gro^es 
Aremnte ;  nor  even  a  liiuiet^s  random  strain 
Echoeth  amid  the  silence,     Let  me  feel 
Your  infloence,  ye  kind  powers.     Aloft  in  Heaven 
Abide  ye  ^  or  on  those  transparent  cłoads 
1^  ye  from  hill  to  hiii  ?  or  on  the  shadea 
Whicb  yooder  eimt  cast  o*er  the  lakę  below 
Dd  yott  cnn^etse  retir^d  ?  Prom  what  )ov'd  haunt 
Sbali  I  ttpect  yoQ  r  Ijet  me  once  morę  feel 
Yoor  influence,  O  ye  kind  iosphing  powers  ! 
Aod  I  will  gaard  it  wcII,  nor  shałl  a  thought 
BiK  in  my  mind,  nor  shall  a  passion  move 
Acrosi  my  bołom  nnobsery^d,  unstor'd 
fi?  bitbfiił  memory.     And  then  at  wme 
Morę  actfve  moment  will  I  cali  them  forth 
Aaev;  and  join  them  m  majesdc  forms. 
And  gire  them  iitteranee  in  barmooions  stmios ; 
Ihat  tlł  mtBJ^nd  sMl  wooder  at  yoąr  swayi 


Mfi  though  in  life*s  sequester'd  Tale      ^ 
The  Ałmighty  Sirc  ordain'd  to  dwell,    ^ 
Remote  from  Glory*s  toilsome  ways,    ^ 
And  the  great  scenes  of  public  praise  ;  ^ 
Yet  let  me  still  with  grateful  pride     C. 
Remember  how  my  infant  frame      JL 
He  temper*d  with  prophetic  flame,    ^ 
And  early  musie  to  my  tongne  s\ipply'd.  ^ 

Twas  then  my  futurę  fiite  be  weigh'd : 
And,  "  This  be  thy  concem,"  he  said, 
**  At  once  with  Passion's  Ijeen  alarms, 
And  Beauty's  pleasurable  charms. 
And  sacred  Truth*s  etemal  lig^t. 
To  mo\-e  the  various  mind  of  man ; 
Tiil  under  one  unblemish*d  plan, 
His  reaaoo,  fancy,  and  his  heart  unitę.** 
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Timics  bas  the  Spring  beheld  thy  faded  ftum^ 

And  the  iourth  Winter  risei  od  thy  shame, 

Since  I  exulting  grasp^d  the  votive  sheli, 

Tn  sounds  of  triumph  aU  thy  praise  to  tell ; 

Ble^t  coułd  my  skiU  through  ages  make  thee  shim^ 

And  protid  to  mix  my  memory  with  thine. 

But  now  the  cause  that  wak*d  my  song  befbre, 

With  praise,  with  triumph,  crowns  the  toil  no  morę. 

If  to  the  glorious  man,  whose  faithful  cares. 

Nor  qoellM  by  malice,  nor  re1ax'd  by  years* 

Had  aw^d  Ambitkm's  wild  audacions  hate. 

And  dragg^d  at  length  Corruption  to  her  fiite  £ 

If  every  tongue  its  łarge  appłanses  owM, 

And  well-paro'd  laurels  every  Muse  be8tow*d ^ 

If  public  Justice  urg^d  the  high  reward, 

And  Freedom  smiPd  on  the  devoted  bud: 

Say  then,  to  him  whose  levity  or  Inst 

Laid  all  a  people^s  generoos  hopes  in  dnst; 

Who  taught  Ambttion  firmer  heights  of  power. 

And  sav'd  Corruption  at  ber  hopeless  honr; 

Does  not  each  tongue  its  eiecrations  owe  ?  ."^ 

Shall  not  each  Muse  a  wreath  of  shame  bestow  f 

And  public  Justice  sanctify  the  award  ? 

And  Freedom's  hand  protect  th'  impartial  bard  } 


'  Curio  was  a  young  Roman  senator  of  distin* 
giiisłied^  birth  and  parts,  who,  upon  his  iirst  ea- 
trance  into  the  forum,  had  been  oomraitted  to  the 
care  of  Cicero.  Being  profuse  and  extravagant, 
he  soon  dissipated  a  large  and  spiendid  fortunę ; 
to  suppły  the  want  of  which,  he  was  driTen  to  the 
necessity  of  abetting  the  designs  of  Ca»ar  against 
the  liberties  of  bis  country,  aithoagh  he  had  be- 
fbre been  a  professed  enemy  to  him.— Cicero  exerted 
himsełf  with  great  energy  to  pfevent  his  ruin,  bnt 
withoiit  efiect,  and  he  becaroe  one  of  the  first 
Tłctims  in  the  ciyil  war.  This  epistle  was  first 
published  in  the  year  1744,  when  a  celebrated 
patriot,  after  a  long  and  at  last  a  successful  oppo- 
sition  to  an  uapopular  minister,  had  dcserted  the 
causo  of  his  country,  and  become  the  fbremost  in 
support  and  defence  of  the  same  measures  he  had 
so  steAlily  and  for  such  a  length  of  time  conteoded 
asrainst.  It  was  alfired  by  the  aothor  into  the 
Ode  to  Curio ;  but  the  original  poeia  is  too  ourieus 
to  be  omitted.    i>". 
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Yet  long  reluctant  I  forbore  thy  name, 
Łcmg  wątch'd  thy  .virtue  like  a  dying:  flame, 
HuDg  o'er  each  glimmeriug  spark  with  anxious  eyes, 
And  wishM  and  hopM  the  light  again  would  rise. 
But  sińce  thy  guilt  still  morę  entire  appeara, 
Since  no  art  hides,  no  supposition  eleara ; 
Since  vengeful  Slander  now  too  sinks  her  blast. 
And  the  first  ragę  of  paity-hate  is  past ; 
Calm  as  the  Judge  of  Tnith,  at  length  I  eonie 
To  weighthy  merits,  and  pronounce  thy  doom: 
So  may  my  trust  from  all  repi'oach  be  frec. 
And  Earth  and  Time  confirm  the  fair  decree. 

There  are  who  say  they  view'd  wi{\out  amaze 
Thy  sad  rever?e  of  all  thy  former  praise ; 
That  through  the  pageants  of  a  patriot^s  name, 
They  pierc'd  the  foiilness  of  thy  secret  ainv; 
Or  deemM  thy  arm  exaUcd  biit  to  throw 
The  public  thunder  on  a  private  ix>c« 
But  T,  whose  soul  consented  to  thy  cause, 
Who  felt  thy  geniiis  stamp  its  own  applause, 
Who  saw  the  spirits  of  each  glorious  age 
Move  in  thy  bwom,  and  direct  thy  ragę ; 
I  scomM  the  ungenerous  gloss  of  slayish  minds, 
The  owl-ey*d  race,  whom  Virtue*s  histre  blinds. 
Spite  of  the  learned  in  the  ways  of  Vice, 
And  all  who  prove  that  each  man  has  his  piice, 
I  still  believM  thy  end  was  just  and  free ; 
And  yet,  even  yet  believe  it — spite  of  thee. 
£ven  though  thy  mouth  impure  has  dar'd  disclaim, 
UrgM  by  Ute  wretched  impotence  of  shame, 
Whatever  filial  cares  thy  zeal  had  paid 
To  laws  infirm  and  liberty  decay*d; 
Has  begg'd  Ambition  to  forgive  the  show ; 
Has  told  Corruption  thou  wert  ne^er  her  foe; 
Has  boasted  in  thy  country'8  awful  ear, 
Her  gross  delusion  when  she  held  thee  dear ; 
How  tamę  she  foIlowM  thy  tempestuous  cali, 
And  beard  thy  pompous  tales,  and  tnisted  all— 
Kise  from  your  sad  abodes,  ye  curst  of  old 
For  laws  subverted,  and  for  cities  sold  ! 
Paint  all  the  noblest  trophies  of  your  guilt, 
The  oaths  you  peijurM,  and  the  blood  you  spiltj 
Yet  must  you  one  untempted  yileness  own, 
One  dreadful  palm  reserv*d  for  him  alone : 
With  studied  arts  his  country's  praise  to  spum. 
To  beg  the  iniamy  he  did  not  eam, 
To  challenge  hate  when  hooour  was  his  due. 
And  plead  his  crimes  wherc  all  his  Yirtae  knew. 
Do  robes  of  state  the  guarded  heart  enclose 
From  each  fair  feeling  human  naturę  knows  ? 
Can  pompons  titles  stun  the  enchanted  ear 
To  all  that  reason,  all  that  aense,  would  hear? 
Elsę  could'st  thou  e'er  desert  thy  sacred  post, 
In  sucb  unthankful  baseness  to  be  lost  ? 
£l8e  conld'st  thou  wed  the  emptiness  of  Yice, 
And  yield  thy  glories  at  an  idiofs  price  ? 

When  they  who,  loud  for  liberty  and  laws, 
In  doubtful  times  had  fought  their  country's  cause, 
When  now  of  coDquest  and  dominion  surę, 
They  sought  alone  to  hołd  their  iruits  secure  ;     > 
When  taught  by  these,  Oppression  hid  the  iace 
To  leave  Corruption  stronger  in  her  płace- 
By  silent  spells  to  work  the  public  fate. 
And  taint  the  Wtals  of  the  paasiye  state, 
Till  healing  Wisdom  sbould  avail  no  morę. 
And  Freedom  loath  to  tread  the  poi8on*d  shore  | 
Then,  like  some  guardian  god  that  flies  to  saTe 
The  weary  pilgrim  from  an  instant  gTave, 
Whom,  sleeping  and  secure,  the  guUeful  snake 
Steals  oear  and  nearer  through  the  peaceful  brake;  i 


Then  Curio  rosę  to  ward  the  public  ^oe. 

To  wake  the  heedless,  and  incite  the  slońr, 

Against  Corruption,  Liberty  to  arm, 

And  ąuell  the  enchantress  by  a  mightier  cbamb 

Swift  o'er  the  land  the  fair  contagioa  flew. 
And  with  the  country'8  bopes  thy  honours  grew, 
Thee,  patriot,  the  pafrician  roof  confes8'd  : 
Thy  powerful  voice  the  rescued  merchant  blessMj 
Of  thee  with  awe  the  rurąl  bearth  resounds  , 
The  bowl  to  thee  the  grateful  sailor  crowns ; 
TouchM  in  the  sigbing  shade  with  manlier  fire% 
To  tracę  thy  steps  the  love-8ick  youth  aspires  ; 
The  1eam'd  recluse,  who  oft  amazM  had  read 
Of  Grecian  heroes,  Roman  patriots  dead, 
With  new  amazcnient  hears  a  living  name 
Pretend  to  słiare  in  such  forgotten  famę; 
And  hc  who,  scoming  courts  and  courtly  waya^ 
Left  the  tamę  track  of  thćse  dejected  days, 
Tlie  lifc  of  nobier  ages  to  renew 
In  Yirtues  bacred  ftom  a  monarch's  view, 
RouzM  by  thy  labours  from  the  blest  retreat* 
Where  social  ease  and  public  passions  meei» 
Again  ascending  treads  the  civil  scenę. 
To  act  and  be  a  man,  as  thou  hadst  been. 

Thus  by  degrees  thy  cause  superior  grcw. 
And  the  great  end  appear^d  at  last  in  view  i 
We  heard  the  people  in  thy  hopes  rejoice  ; 
We  saw  the  senate  bending  to  thy  voice  ; 
The  friends  of  Freedom  haird  the  appiipaching  Teig» 
Of  laws  for  which  our  fathers  bied  in  vain ; 
While  venal  Faction,  struck  with  new  dismay, 
Shrunk  at  their  frown,  and  self-abandoD'd  lay. 
WakM  in  the  shock,  the  public  Genius  roae^ 
Aba8h'd  and  keener  firom  his  long  repose  ; 
Sublime  in  ancient  pride,  he  rais^d  the  spear 
Włiłch  slayes  and  tyrants  long  were  woni  to  feart 
llie  city  felt  his  cali :  from.  man  to  man, 
From  itreet  to  street,  the  glorious  borrour  ran  ; 
Each  crowded  haunt  was  stirr^d  beneath  his  ipomer. 
And,  murmuring,  challeng*d  the  deciding  hour. 

Lo !  the  deciding  hour  at  last  appeare ; 
The  hour  of  every  freeman^b  hopes  and  fean  i 
Thou,  Genius !  guardian  of  the  Roman  nam^ 
O  ever  prompt  tyrannic  ragę  to  tamę ! 
Instruct  the  mighty  moments  as  they  rollt 
And  guide  each  movement  steady  to  the  goal. 
Ye  Spirits,  by  wliose  pn>vidential  art 
Succeeding  motives  tum  the  changeful  heart, 
Keep,  keep  the  best  in  Yiew  to  Curio's  mind. 
And  watch  his  fancy,  and  his  passions  bind ! 
Ye  Shades  immortal,  who,  by  Freedom  ied, 
Or  in  the  field,  or  on  the  scaffold  bied, 
Bend  from  your  radiant  seats  a  joyful  eye» 
And  view  the  crown  of  all  yoar  labours  nigh. 
See  Freedom  mounting  her  etemal  throne  ! 
The  sword  submitted,  and  the  laws  her  own  r 
See  !  public  Power,  chastis^d,  beneath  her  ktand^, 
With  eyes  intent,  and  uncorrupted  hand&l 
See  private  life  by  wisest  arts  reciaim*d  ! 
See  ardent  youth  to  noblest  manners  fram'd ! 
See  us  aoquire  whate^er  was  sought  by  you, 
[f  Curio,  only  Curio,  will  be  tnie. 

Twas  then--0  shame  I  O  trust  how  ill  repaid! 
O  Latium,  oft  by  faithless  sons  betray'd ! — 
Twas  then—what  freiizy  on  thy  reason  stole  ? 
What  spells  unstnewM  thy  dctennin'd  soul  ^ 
— Is  this  the  man  in  Freedom^s  cause  approv'd  ? 
The  maa  so  great,  so  honour^di  so  bek)v'd  ? 
This  patieut  8iave  by  tinsel  chains  allur'd  ? 
Hus  wretched  suitor  for  a  boon  abjur^d  ? 
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HiU  runo,  bated  and  despis^d  by  a11  ? 
Wbo  fell  bimself,  to  work  his  country'8  fali  ? 

O  kit,  alike  to  actkm  and  rJpose ! 
ITiikaowp,  nnpitied  in  the  wont  of  woes ! 
all  that  oonacioos,  undissembled  pride, 


SoU  to  the  innilts  of  a  ibe  defy'd ! 
With  all  that  habit  of  familiar  famę, 
0ooai*d  to  eaihaiist  the  drega  of  life  in  shame  9 
The  aoie  sad  refuge  of  thy  baffled  ait, 
Ib  act  a  statesinan's  duli  esploded  part, 
KfiwoDce  tbe  praise  no  longer  in  thy  powter. 
Display  thy  ńrtae,  though  without  a  dower« 
Cnwtomn  the  giddy  crowd,  the  Tulgar  wind, 
lad  shot  thy  eyea  that  oŁhers  may  be  blmd. 
— Airgire  me.  Romans,  that  I  bear  to  smile 
When  shamelesB  mouths  3roQr  majesty  defile, 
Piiat  yoa  a  thonghtless,  fhuntic,  headlong  crew, 
And  cast  their  own  impieties  on  you. 
Tbr  witnesB,  Frisedom,  to  whose  sacred  power 
My  soal  was  vow'd  firóm  rea8on*s  earliest  hour, 
How  haTe  I  stood  exulting,  to  8arvey 
My  coQiitry's  viitaes  opening  in  thy  ray ! 
How,  with  tbe  sons  of  every  fbreign  shore 
Tbe  morę  I  Biatoh'd  tbem,  honoor^d  her's  the  morę ! 
O  vaoe  ecect !  whose  native  strength  of  soul, 
Whicfa  kingB,  nor  priests,  nor  sordid  laws  contiol, 
Bania  tbe  tfcme  nmnd  of  animal  affiiirs. 
And  sedes  a  nobler  centrę  ibr  its  cares  j 
fateut  the  laws  of  life  to  comprehend. 
And  fioK  dominion^s  limits  by  its  end. 
Wbo,  bold  and  equa]  in  their  love  or  hate. 
By  eooacioas  reasoo  judging  e^ery  state, 
Tbe  man  forget  not,  though  in  rags  he  lies, 
And  know  tbe  mortal  through  a  crown*8  disguise : 
Thenoe  prompt  alike  with  witty  scom  to  Tiew 
Fastidious  Grandeur  lift  his  solemn  brow, 
Or,  alł  awake  at  Pity's  soft  command, 
Beod  the  mild  ear,  and  streteb  the  gracious  band : 
Ibenoe  large  of  heart,  from  enyy  fbr  remov'd, 
Wben  pablic  toils  to  Tirtue  stand  approv'd. 
Not  the  yoimg  lorer  fbnder  to  admire, 
Nor  morę  indulgeot  the  delighted  siie ; 
Yet  bigb  and  jealoos  of  their  fltee-bom  name, 
Kesce  as  the  flight  of  Jove*s  destroying  flame, 
Where^er  pppressioa  works  her  wanton  sway, 
Praod  to  confiroot,  and  dreadfnl  to  repay. 
Bot  H,  to  parchase  Curio's  sagę  applause. 
My  ccwutry  most  with  htm  renounce  her  cause, 
Q^  with  a  sla^e  the  path  a  patriot  trod, 
Bow  tbe  meek  knee,  and  kiss  tbe  regal  rod ; 
Tben  still,  ye  powers,  instruct  his  tongue  to  rail» 
Nor  let  bit  zeal,  nor  let  his  subject  fail : 
Ebe,  ere  he  change  the  style,  bear  me  away 
Ib  iriiere  the  Gracchi ',  where  tbe  Bruti  stay  ! 
O  loBg  re^er^d,  and  late  restgn*d  to  shame ! 
V  this  onooartly  page  thy  nodce  daim 
When  the  loud  cares  of  business  are  withdrawn, 
Nor  well-drest  beggan  roimd  thy  fbotsteps  fiiwn  ; 
Ib  tbat  atiU,  tbougbtful,  solitary  honr, 
Wben  lYath  ezerts  her  nnresistad  power, 
Breaks  the  fałse  optics  ting^d  with  Fortunek  glt^fe, 
tJinŁocks  the  breast,  and  lays  the  pasńona  barie ; 
iWtt  tom  thy  eyes  on  that  important  scenę, 
And  aak  thyself-if  aU  be  well  within. 
Where  is  tbe  heaitfelt  worth  and  weight  of  soni, 
Whicb  labour  coold  not  stop,  nor  fear  control  ? 

*  Hie  two  brothers,  'nberius  and  Caius  GracchuA, 
loift  theśr  1rves  in  attempting  to  introdoce  the  only 
cągniation  that  oould  give  stalńli^  and  good  ordor 
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Where  the  known  dignity,  the  stamp  of  awe, 
Which,  half  8bash*d,  the  proud  and  renal  saw  ? 
Where  the  calm  triumphs  of  an  honebt  cause  ? 
Where  the  delightfa)  taste  of  just  applause? 
Where  the  strong  reason,  the  commandingtongne^ 
On  whicb  the  senate  fir'd  or  trembling  bung  ? 
All  vanish'd,  all  are  sold — and  in  their  room, 
Goocfa'd  in  thy  bosom^s  deep,  distracted  gloom, 
See  the  pale  form  of  barbaroos  Grandeur  dwell, 
Dke  Bome  grim  idol  in  a  soroerer^s  celi ! 
To  ber  in  chains  tby  dignity  was  led ; 
At  ber  polhiled  sbrine  thy  honour  bied ; 
With  blasted  weeds  thy  awfnl  brow  she  crown*d, 
Thy  powerfnl  tongue  with  poison^d  philters  bound, 
That  baflted  Reason  straight  indignant  (lew. 
And  fair  Persoasion  fiom  her  seat  withdrew : 
For  now  no  longer  Truth  supports  thy  cause  $ 
No  longer  Glory  prompts  thee  to  applause ; 
No  longer  Yirtue  breathing  in  thy  breast, 
With  all  her  oonscioas  majesty  confest, 
Still  bright  and  brigbter  wakes  the  almighty  flame^ 
To  rouse  the  feeble,  and  the  wilful  tamę, 
And  where  she  sees  the  catching  glimps^  roli, 
Spreads  the  strong  blaze,  and  all  inTohres  tbe  soul; 
But  cold  restrahits  thy  conscious  fsncy  chtll. 
And  formal  paasioos  mock  thy  struggling  wiń ; 
Or,  if  thy  Genius  e'er  forget  his  chain. 
And  reach  impatient  at  a  nobler  strain, 
Soon  the  sad  bodings  of  contemptuous  mirth 
Shoot  through  thy  breast,  and  stab  the  generaui 

birth, 
Till,  Uind  with  smart,  from  Truth  to  F^renzy  tost. 
And  all  the  tenour  of  thy  reason  lost, 
Perhaps  thy  angulsh  draint  a  real  tear ; 
While  some  with  pity,  some  with  laughter  bear. 
— Can  Art,  alas  !  or  Genius,  guide  the  head, 
Where  Truth  and  Freedom  from  the  heart  aw 

fled? 
CsLtk  lesser  wheels  repeat  their  natiire  stroke, 
When  the  prime  function  of  the  soul  is  broke  ? 
But  come,  unbappy  man !  thy  fates  impend ; 
Com^  quit  thy  fneuds,  if  yet  thou  hast  a  friend  | 
Tum  from  the  poor  rewards  of  guilt  like  thine, 
Renounce  tby  titles,  and  thy  robes  restgn  ; 
For  see  the  band  of  Destiny  display^d 
To  shnt  thee  from  the  joys  thou  hast  betray^d  < 
See  tbe  dire  fiine  of  Inifamy  arise ! 
Dark  as  the  grare,  and  spacious  as  the  skies ; 
Where,  ftt>m  the  first  of  time,  thy  kindred  trai% 
The  cUeft  and  princes  of  the  uiąjust  remain. 
Etemal  barriers  gnard  the  patbless  road 
To  wam  tbe  wanderer  of  the  curst  abode ; 
But  prone  as  whirlwinds  soour  tbe  passive  sky, 
Tbe  heights  surmounted,  down  tbe  steep  they  fly« 
There,  black  with  frowns,  relentless  Time  awaits. 
And  goads  their  footsteps  to  the  guilty  gates : 
And  still  be  asks  them  of  their  unknown  aims, 
EvoWes  their  secrets,  and  their  g^ilt  proclaims  j 
And  still  his  hands  despoil  them  on  the  road 
Of  each  vain  wreath,  by  lying  baids  bestow*d. 
Break  their  proud  marbles,  crush  their  festal  cars. 
And  rend  the  lawless  trophies  of  their  wars. 
At  last  the  g^tes  bis  potent  voice  obey ; 
Fierce  to  their  dark  abode  he  drives  his  prcy, 
Where,  erer  arm'd  with  adamantme  chains, 
The  watebful  demon  o'er  her  rassals  reigns, 

to  the  Roman  repnblic.  L.  Junius  Bmtus  foundcd 
tbe  comiooawealth,  and  died  ia  it«  defence.  Akea- 
side. 
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0'er  mighty  names  and  giant-powen  of  lust, 
The  Great,  tbe  Sagę,  the  Happy,  and  August^. 
Nagleam  of  bope  their  balefal  maosioo  cheers. 
No  sound  of  honour  hails  tbdr  nublest  can; 
But  dire  reproaches  from  tbe  Iriend  betray^d, 
The  childless  sire  and  Tiolated  maid ; 
But  Yengeful  tows  for  guardian  laws  efiac^d, 
From  towns  enslay^d  ai^  oontinents  laid  waste; 
But  long  Pó6terity*E  united  groan. 
And  the  sad  charge  of  horronra  not  their  own. 
For  ever  through  the  trembling  .«paoe  resound. 
And  sink  each  impious  forebead  to  the  ground. 

Ye  mighty  foes  of  Liberty  and  Rest, 
Oive  way,  do  homage  to  a  mightier  gueet! 
Ye  daring  spirita  of  the  Roman  race, 
See  Curio's  toil  your  proudest  claims  efiace ! 
-— AwM  at  the  name,  fierce  Appius  <  rising  bends. 
And  hardy  Cinna  from  his  throne  attends : 
**  He  comes,"  they  ery, "  to  whom  the  Patet  awign^d 
With  surer  arts  to  work  what  we  detign^d, 
Vnm  year  to  yemr  the  stubboni  herd  to  sway, 
Mouth  all  their  wrongs,  and  all  their  ragę  obey ; 
Till,  own'd  their  guide,  and  tnuted  with  their  pow«r« 
He  mock'd  their  hopes  in  one  decisiYe  hour: 
Then,  tir^d  and  3rielding,  led  them  to  the  chain. 
And  quench'd  the  spirit  we  provok'd  in  Taiik*' 
But  thou,  Snpreme,  by  wbose  eiemal  banda 
Fair  I^berty*8  heroic  empire  ttands; 
Whose  thunders  the  rebellious  deep  contro]. 
And  quell  the  triumphd  o(f  tbe  traitor^  aonl, 
O  tum  this  dreadful  omen  far  away : 
On  Freedom*s  foes  their  own  attempts  repay  fi 
Rclume  ber  sacred  fire  ao  near  suppreat. 
And  fix  her  shrine  in  every  Roman  breaat : 
Though  bold  Corruption  boast  around  the  land, 
"  Let  Yirtue,  if  ahe  can,  my  baits  withstand !" 
Though  bolder  now  she  urge  the  accursed  claim, 
Gay  with  her  trophies  rais'd  on  Curio*6  shame; 
Yet  some  there  are  who  aooni  her  impious  mirth, 
Who  know  what  coBscicnce  and  a  heart  are  worth. 
— ^O  friend  and  iather  of  the  haman  mind, 
Whose  art  for  noblest  ends  our  frame  design^d ) 
If  I,  though  fated  to  the  studious  shade 
Which  party-strife  nor  amcioiis  power  inrad^ 
If  I  aspire  in  Public  Vlrtiie*s  cause. 
To  guide  the  Muses  by  sublimer  laws, 
Do  thou  her  owu  authority  impart. 
And  give  my  numbers  enteance  to  tbe  heart 
Perhaps  the  Terse  might  rouse  her  smother^  flamc, 
And  snatch  the  iainting  patriot  back  to  liune ; 
Perhaps,  by  wortby  thougbts  of  hąiman  kind. 
To  wortby  deeds  exalt  the  conscioiu  mind ; 
Or  dash  Corruption  in  her  proud  career. 
And  teach  her  slaves  that  Vice  was  bom  to  fear- 
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Too  much  my  heart  of  Bcauty*s  power  bath  known, 
Too  long  to  Love  iiath  Reason  left  ber  throne ; 
Too  long  my  genius  mourn'd  his  myrtle  chaiii. 
And  three  rich  years  of  youŁh  consum^d  in  vaiu. 

^  Tidcs  which  haTe  been  generally  ascribed  to 
the  most  pemicious  of  men.    Akęnside. 

4  Appius  Claudius  the  decemvir,  and  L  Coroelius 
Cinna,  both  attempted  to  establisb  a  tyrannical 
dominion  in  Rom^  and  bolh  peri8h'd  by  £ae  trea- 
son.    Akenside* 


My  wisbes,  luird  with  soft  inglofńoos  dieaiB% 
Forgot  the  patriof  s  and  tbe  sage*s  themes : 
Through  each  Elysian  vale  and  fairy  grove^ 
Through  all  the  enchanted  Paradise  c^  Love. 
Misled  by  siekły  Hope*8  deccitful  flame, 
Ayerse  to  actioo,  and  renouncing  famę. 

At  last  the  yisiooary  scenes  decay. 
My  cyes,  exulting,  bless  tbe  new-born  day, 
Whose  faithful  beams  detect  the  dangeroua  roatf 
In  which  my  beedless  feet  securely  trod, 
And  strip  the  phantoms  of  their  iying  charms 
That  lur^d  my  soul  from  Wisdom's  peaceftil  arms. 
For  siker  streams  and  banks  bespread  with  flowers^ 
For  mossy  oouches  and  harroonious  howers, 
Lo  1  banren  heaths  appear,  and  pathleas  woods. 
And  rocks  hung  dreadful  o'er  unfatbomM  floods : 
For  openness  of  heart,  for  tender  smiles, 
txx>k8  fraught  with  love,  and  wrath  disarming  wilei^ 
Lo  !  soUen  Spite,  and  perjur^d  Łust  of  Gain. 
And  cruel  Pride,  and  cnieler  IMsdain. 
Lo !  cordial  Faith  to  idiot  airs  refSnM, 
Now  ooolly  civil,  now  transportiug  kind. 
For  graceftil  £aśe,  lo !  AfTectation  waiks  ; 
And  duli  Half-sense,  for  Wit  and  Wisdom  taltau 
New  to  each  hour  what  Iow  delight  sncceeds, 
What  precious  fumiture  of  hearts  and  bcads  ! 
By  nought  their  prudcnce«  but  by  gctting,  known  ( 
And  all  their  courage  in  deceiring  shonriu 

See  next  what  plagues  attend  the  lover*6  state, 
What  frightful  fbrms  of  Terrour,  Scom,  and  Uatc! 
See  buraing  Fury,  Heaven  and  Earth  defy  ! 
Soe  dumb  Dcspair  in  icy  fetters  lie  ! 
See  black  Suspicion  bend  his  gloomy  brow, 
The  hideous  image  of  himself  to  ticw  ! 
And  fond  Belief,  with  all  a  lover's  flame, 
Sinks  in  tbose  arms  that  points  his  head  with  shame) 
There  wan  Dejection,  faultering  as  be  gocs, 
In  ahades  and  silcnce  vainly  secks  repose ; 
Musing  through  patbiess  wilds,  consumcs  tbe  <Iay, 
Then  lost  in  cUurkiiess  weeps  the  bours  away. 
Herę  the  gay  crowd  of  Luxury  advaoce, 
Some  touch  the  lyre,  and  others  urge  the  dancc  ^ 
On  every  head  the  rwy  garland  glows, 
In  every  band  the  golden  gobtet  flows. 
The  Syren  views  them  with  exulting  eyea. 
And  laughs  at  basbful  Yirtue  as  she  flies. 
But  see  behind,  where  Scom  and  Want  appeai-, 
The  grave  remonstrance  and  the  witty  sneer. 
See  feU  Remorse  in  action,  prompt  to  dart 
Her  snaky  poison  through  the  conscious  heart 
And  Sloth  to  cancel,  with  oblivious  shame, 
The  fair  memoriał  of  rccording  Fama 

Are  these  dellghts  that  one  would  wish  to  gain? 
h  this  the  Elysium  of  a  sobcr  brain : 
To  wait  for  happiness  in  female  smiles, 
Bear  all  her  scom,  be  caught  with  all  her  wi!c!:, 
With  prayera,  with  bribes,  with  lies,  her  pity  crave, 
Bless  her  bard  bonds,  and  boast  to  be  her  sia\e  ;    ' 
To  feel,  for  trifles,  a  distracting  train 
Of  hopes  and  terrours  equally  in  \'ain ; 
This  hour  to  trcmble,  and  the  next  to  glow, 
C-an  pride,  can  sense,  can  reason,  stoop  so  Iow  ^ 
When  Yirtue,  at  an  casier  price,  displays 
The  sacred  wreaths  of  honourable  praise; 
When  Wisdom  utters  her  dirlne  decree. 
To  laugh  at  pompous  Folly,  and  be  free. 

I  bid  adieu,  then,  to  these  woful  scenes; 
I  bid  adieu  to  all  the  sex  of  queens  ; 
Adieu  to  every  suffering,  simple  sou), 
That  lets  a  woman's  wiU  his  easa  controŁ 
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%eK  laaght  ye  witty ;  md  r^ke,  ye  tprttve\ 
For  me,  I  scom  to  boast  that  Tm  a  8lave. 
I  bid  the  whhuog  bfotberhood  be  gone, 
Joy  to  my  heait !  my  wishes  are  my  <nm  ! 
PkmreU  the  fSemale  Heayen,  the  female  HeU ; 
To  ibe  great  God  of  Lorę  a  glad  fiiTewell. 
h  tbii  the  triamph  of  thy  awfol  name  ? 
Are  tbese  the  splemlid  hopes  that  argM  thy  alm, 
Wben  fint  my  bosom  owo'd  thy  haaghty  sway  ? 
When  thiu  MiDerva  heardthee,  boasting,  say, 
"Go,  mania]  maid,  eiflewhere  thy  arts  employ, 
Kor  hope  to  shelter  that  devoted  boy. 
Go  teach  the  solemn  aons  of  Care  and  Age, 
Ihe  peujre statesmen,  and  the  midnight  sagę; 
Th»  yoong  with  me  most  other  lessons  provtt, 
Yooth  caU9  for  Pleasnre,  Pleasure  calls  for  Lorę. 
Bebołd  his  heart  thy  grave  advice  ^sdains, 
BehoM  I  bind  him  m  etemal  chains.** 

Alas !  great  Love,  how  idle  was  the  boast ! 
Thj  chams  are  broken,  and  thy  lessons  lost ; 
Thy  trilfal  ragę  has  tir^d  my  sufiermg  heart, 
And  paańoD,  reaaon,  fore*d  thee  to  depart. 

B«t  wherefore  dost  thou  linger  on  thy  way  ? 
Why  Taialy  search  for  some  pretence  to  stay, 
Whea  crowds  of  zassała  conrt  thy  pteasing  yoke, 
Aad  countlesB  Tictims  bow  them  to  the  stroke  ? 
Ło !  roand  thy  shrine  a  thousand  youths  advance, 
Wvm  with  the  gentle  ardoars  of  romance; 
Eaeh  loogs  to  assert  thy  cause  with  feats  of  armś, 
And  make  the  world  confess  T)u]cinea'8  channs. 
Ten  tboasand  girls,  with  flowery  chaplets  crown'd. 
To  grores  and  streams  thy  tender  triamph  sound  j 
Each  bids  the  stream  in  murmurs  speak  herflame, 
Each  calls  the  gmve  to  sigh  ber  8hepherd's  name. 
But,  \f  thy  pride  snch  easy  honour  scom, 
If  Dobler  traphiea  m\lst  thy  toil  adom, 
Bebołd  yon  flowery  antiquated  maid 
Brigbt  in  the  bloom  of  threescore  years  displayM; 
Her  ibalt  thou  bind  in  thy  dełightful  chaitts, 
And  tfarill  with  gentłe  pangs  ber  wither^d  yeins. 
Hor  frosty  cfaeek  with  crimson  blusbes  dye, 
Witb  dieams  of  rapture  melt  ber  maudiin  eye. 

Tom  then  thy  labours  to  the  aerYilt!  crowd, 
Entioe  the  wary,  and  contro!  the  proad ; 
BCake  the  sad  miser  his  best  gatns  fbrego,* 
The  lolemn  statesman  sigh  to  be  a  beau; 
Tbe  bold  ooquette  with  fbndest  passion  bum, 
The  bacchanaJian  o'er  his  bottle  moura: 
And  that  chief  gldry  of  thy  power  maintain, 
"To  potse  ambitioa  in  a  female  brain." 
Be  these  thy  trinmphs.    But  no  morę  presume 
That  my  rebelljous  heart  will  yield  thee  room. 
I  know  thy  pony  fbrce,  thy  simple  wiles; 
I  break  trinrophant  through  thy  flimsy  toils : 
I  see  thy  dying  lamp'8  last  languid  glow, 
Tliy  arrows  bluoted,  and  unbracM  thy  bow* 
1  feel  diriner  flres  my  breast  inflame. 
To  actiTe  scienoe,  and  ingenuous  iame  t 
Besome  the  paths  my  earliest  choice  begftn, 
And  lose,  with  pride,  the  lorcr  in  the  maii« 
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Aspire  with  rapid  wing  ?  ller  cotintry*s  cause 
Demands  ber  eflbrtf;  at  that  sacred  cali 
he  summons  all  ber  ardour,  throws  aside 

e  trembling  lyre,  and  with  the  warrior*3  trump 
She  means  to  thunder  in  each  British  ear  ; 
And  if  one  spark  of  honour  or  of  famę, 
Disdain  of  insnlt,  dread  of  infamy. 
One  thought  of  public  virtue  yet  8urvive, 
She  means  to  wake  it,  rouse  the  generous  flame, 
With  patriot  zeal  inspirit  eyery  breast, 
And  fire  each  British  heart  with  British  wrong^. 

Alas,  the  vain  attempt !  what^inBucncc  now 
Can  the  Muse  boast  ?  or  what  attcntion  now 
Is  paid  to  famę  or  virtue  ?  Where  is  now 
The  British  spirit,  generous,  warm,  and  brave, 
So  fTequent  wont  from  tyranny  and  woe 
To  frec  the  suppliant  nations  ?  Where,  indeed ! 
If  that  protection,  once  to  strangers  given. 
Be  now  withheld  from  son?;  ?  Each  nobler  tbought^ 
That  warmM  our  sires,  is  lost  and  buried  now 
In  luxury  and  avarice.     Baneful  vice ! 
How  it  unmans  a  nation  !  Yet  PU  try, 
ni  aim  to  shake  this  vile  degenerate  sloth  ; 
ril  dare  to  rouze  Britannia's  dreaming  sons 
To  iame,  to  Yirtue,  and  impart  around 
A  generous  feeling  of  compatriot  woes. 

Gome  then  the  various  powers  of  forceful  speech 
All  that  can  move,  awakcn,  fire,  transport ; 
Come  the  bold  ardour  of  the  Theban  bard  ! 
TTie  arouzing  thunder  of  the  patriot  Greek  I 
The  soft  persuasion  of  the  Roman  sagę  ! 
Come  all !  and  raise  mc  to  an  eąual  height, 
A  rapture  worthy  of  my  głorious  cause  ! 
Lest  my  best  efforts  failing  should  debase 
The  sacred  theme ;  for  with  no  common  wini? 
The  Muse  attempts  to  soar.    Yet  what  need  these  ? 
My  country's  famę,  my  free-bora  British  heart, 
Shal)  be  my  best  inspirers,  raise  my  flight 
High  as  the  Theban's  pinion,  and  with  morę 
Than  Greek  or  Roman  flame  exalt  my  sonl. 
Oh  !  could  I  give  the  vast  ideas  birth 
Expressive  of  the  thoughts  that  flame  within. 
No  raore  should  lazy  Luxury  detain 
Our  ardent  youth ;  no  morę  shuuld  Britain's  sons 
Sit  tamely  passive  by,  and  careless  bear 
The  prayers,  sighs,  groans  (immortal  infamy  !) 
Of  fellow  Britons,  with  oppression  sunk, 
In  bittemess  of  soul  demanding  aid, 
Calling  on  Britain,  tbeir  dear  native  land, 
The  land  of  Liberty ;  so  greatly  iam'd 
For  j  ust  redress :  the  land  so  often  dyed 
With  ber  best  blood,  for  that  arouzing  cause, 
The  freedom  of  ber  sons ;  those  sons  that  now^ 
Far  from  the  manly  blessings  of  ber  sway. 
Drag  the  rile  fetters  of  a  Spanish  lord. 
And  dare  they,  dare  the  vanqaishM  sons  of  Spaid^ 
Enslaye  a  Briton  ?  Have  they  tlien  forgot, 
So  soon  forgot,  the  great,  the  immortal  day, 
Wben  rescued  Sicily  with  joy  beheld 
The  swift-wing*d  thunder  of  the  Britisfi  arm 
Disperse  tbeir  naries  ?  wben  thfeir  coward  banda 
Fled,  like  the  raven  from  the  bird  of  Jove, 
From  swift  impendmg  vengeance  fled  in  vain ; 
Are  these  our  lords  ?  And  can  Britannia  see^ 
Her  foes  oft  yanquish*d,  thus  defy  her  power, 
Insult  her  standard,  and  enslave  her  sons, 
Anti  not  arise  to  justice  ?  Did  our  sires, 
Unaw'd  by  chains,  by  exile,  or  by  death, 
Prescnre  inńolate  her  guardian  rights. 
To  BritODS  eyer  sacred  \  that  tbeir  sons 
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Might  give  them  up  to  Spaniarda? — Tum  yoor 

eycs. 
Tura  ye  degenerate,  who  with  haughty  boast 
Cali  youreeWes  Britons,  to  that  dismal  gloom, 
That  duDgeon  dark  and  deep,  where  uever  thoagfat 
Of  joy  or  peace  can  enter ;  see  the  gates 
Harsh-creaking  open ;  wbat  an  hideous  votd, 
I>ark  as  the  yawning  graTe !  while  still  as  death 
A  frightful  silence  reigns  :  there  on  the  ground 
Bebold  your  brethren  chainM  like  beasts  of  prey : 
There  mark  your  numerous  glories,  there  bebold 
The  look  that  speaks  unatterable  woe ; 
The  mangled  limb,  the  faint,  the  deatiiful  eye 
With  famine  sunk,  the  deep  heart-bursting  groan 
Suppres8'd  in  silence ;  view  the  loathsome  food, 
BefusM  by  dogs,  and  oh !  the  stinging  thought ! 
Vlew  the  dark  Spaniard  glorying  in  their  wrongs, 
The  deadly  priest  triumphant  in  their  woes, 
And  thundering  worse  damnation  on  their  souls : 
Whłle  that  pale  form,  in  all  the  pangs  of  death, 
Too  faint  to  speak,  yet  eloqiieut  of  all 
His  native  British  spirit  yet  untam^d, 
Kaises  his  head,  and  with  indignant  frowns 
Of  great  defiance,  and  superior  scora,' 
Łooks  up  and  dies. — Oh  !  I  am  all  on  fire ! 
But  let  me  spare  the  theme,  lest  futurę  times 
Sbould  blush  to  hear  that  either  con^uer^d  Spain 
Durst  ofier  Britain  such  outrageous  wrong, 
Or  Britain  tamely  borę  it — 
Descend,  ye  guardian  heroes  of  the  land ! 
8courges  of  Spain,  descend  !  Bebold  your  sons, 
See !  hov  they  run  the  same  heroic  race, 
How  prompt,  how  ardent  in  their  country's  causę, 
llow  greatly  proud  to  assert  their  British  blood, 
And  in  their  deeds  reflect  their  fotbers'  famę ! 
Ah !  would  to  Heaven !  ye  did  not  rather  see 
How  dead  to  virtue  in  the  public  cause  ! 
How  cold,  how  careless,  how  to  glory  deaf, 
They  shame  your  laurels,  and  belie  their  birth  ! 

Come,  ye  great  spińts,  Ca^ndish,  Raleigh,  Blake ! 
And  ye  of  later  name  your  country'8  pr^e. 
Oh !  come,  disperse  these  lazy  fumes  of  sloth, 
Tcach  British  hearts  with  British  fires  to  glow  I 
in  wakening  whispers  rouze  our  ardent  youtb^ 
Blazon  the  triumphs  of  your  better  days, 
Paint  all  the  glorious  scenes  of  rightful  war, 
In  all  ita  splendours ;  to  their  swelling  soals 
£ay  how  ye  bow'd  the  insultiog  Spaniards  pride, 
£ay  how  ye  thnnderM  o'er  their  prostrate  heads, 
Say  how  ye  broke  their  lines  and  iir*d  their  ports, 
£ay  how  not  death,  in  all  its  frightful  shapes, 
Coold  damp  your  souls,  or  shake  the  g^reat  resolve 
For  Right  and  Britain :  then  display  Uie  joys 
The  patriot'8  soul  exalting,  while  be  riews 
Transported  millions  hail  with  loud  acclaim 
The  guardian  of  their  civil,  sacred  rights. 
^ow  greatly  welcome  to  the  virtuou8  man 
Is  death  ibr  others  good !  the  radiant  thoughts 
That  beam  celestial  on  his  passing  soul, 
The  unfading  crowns  awaiting  bim  aboy^ 
The  exalting  plaudit  of  the  Great  Supremę, 
Who  in  his  acttons  with  complacence  views 
His  own  reflected  splendour :  then  descend, 
Though  to  a  lower,  yet  a  nobler  scenę ; 
Paint  the  just  honours  to  his  relics  paid, 
IShow  grateful  millions  weeping  o*er  his  grave  ; 
While  his  fair  famę  in  each  pn>gressive  age 
For  ever  brigfatens;  and  the  wise  and  go(2l 
Of  every  land  in  uniyersal  choir 
With  richest  incęnse  of  undying  praise 


His  urn  encircle,  to  the  woiiderfaig  wtdd 
His  numerous  triumphs  blazon ;  while  witli  aw^ 
With'filial  reverence,  in  his  steps  they  tread. 
And,  copying  every  yiitue,  every  €une, 
Transplant  bis  glories  into  second  life. 
And,  with  unsparing  band,  make  nations  blest 
By  his  example.    YasŁ  immense  rewards ! 
For  all  the  turmoils  which  the  virtuous  mind 
Encounters  here.    Yet,  Britons,  are  ye  cold? 
Yet  deaf  to  glory,  virtne,  and  the  cali 
Of  your  poor  injur'd  countrymen  ?  Ah !  nob 
I  see  ye  are  not ;  every  bosom  glows 
With  natire  greatness,  and  in  aU  its  state 
The  British  spirit  rises.    Glorious  cbange ! 
Famę,  Y irtue,  Freedom,  welcome !  Oh '.  fbigiTii 
The  Muse,  that  ardent  in  ber  sacred  cause 
Your  glory  questionM :  she  beholds  with  joy; 
She  owns,  she  triumphs  in  ber  wishM  mistake. 

See !  from  ber  searbeat  throne  in  awf ul  marcb 
Britannia  towers :  upon  her  laurel  crest 
The  plumes  majestic  nod ;  bebold  she  heavea 
Her  guardian  shields,  and  terrible  in  aima 
For  hattle  shakes  her  adamantine  spear : 
Loud  at  her  foot  the  British  lion  roars, 
Frighting  the  nations ;  haughty  Spain  fuli  sooa 
ShaJl  hear  and  tremble.    Go  then,  Britons,  fortb, 
Your  oountry*s  daring  champions :  tell  your  foef^ 
Tell  them  in  thunders  o*er  their  prostrate  land, 
You  werb  not  bora  for  sUtcs  :  let  all  your  deed» 
Show  that  the  sons  of  those  immortal  men, 
The  stars  of  shining  story,  are  not  slow 
In  virtue's  path  to  emulate  their  sires. 
To  assert  their  country's  rights^  a^enge  ber  waa^ 
And  hurl  the  bolts  of  justice  on  her  foes. 


HYMN  TO  SCIENCE. 

O  YitsB  Philosophia  duxt  O  yirtutis  indagatrii^ 
expultrixque  vitioram« — ^T^  orbcs  pcperisti ;  tii 
inTentrix  legum,  ta  magistra  morum  et  disci- 
płinae  fuisti :  Ad  te  oonfugimus,  a  te  opcm  jje*- 
timus.    dc.  Tusc.  Qu8e8L 

SciENcs !  tłiou  fair  eiliisive  ray 
From  the  great  source  of  mental  day, 

Freey  generous,  and  refin'd  1 
Descend  with  all  thy  treasnres  fraugh^ 
lUuroine  each  bewildei^d  thought. 

And  biess  my  labouring  mind. 

But  first  with  thy  resistless  light, 

Disperse  those  phantoms  from  my  sigh^  N 

Those  mimie  shades  of  thee ; 
The  scholiasfs  learaing,  8ophist*8  can^ 
The  yisionary  bigot^s  rant, 

The  monk^s  philosophy. 

O!  let  thy  powerfiil  charms  impart 
The  patient  head,  the  candid  heart, 

DevUed  to  thy  s»ay ; 
Which  no  weak  passions  e'er  mislead, 
Which  still  with  danntiess  steps  proceed 

Where  reaaon  points  the  way. 

Give  me  to  leara  each  secret  cause ; 
Let  uumbeHs,  figure%  motions  laws 

Keveard  befbre  me  stand ; 
These  to  great  Nature's  scenes  apply, 
AAd  Tound  the  globe^  snd  througii  the  tkya 

Disclose  her  workioK  hand^ 


BYMM  TO  SCIENCE. 


133. 


Keskf  to  thy  ndbler  setreh  resign^d, 
Hm  busy,  ffestless,  homan  miód 

Throagh  everj  maże  pureue ; 
Betect  peroeption  where  it  lies, 
C^tch  the  ideas  as  tbey  rise, 

And  all  thcir  changes  Tiew. 

&y  from  what  nmple  spriogs  bepan 
Hie  Tast,  ambitious  thoughts  of  mati^ 

Which  rangę  beyond  control ; 
Which  Kek  eternity  to  tracę, 
INre  tbnmgh  the  infinity  of  space^ 

And  strain  to  grasp  the  whole. 

Her  secret  stoies  let  Memory  tell, 
Bid  Fancy  qułt  her  fairy  celi. 

In  ail  her  coIour  drest; 
While,  prompt  ber  sallies  to  cootrol, 
Reaaon,  tbe  jadge,  recalla  the  soul 

To  Thith'8  seTerest  test 

Itai  lanch  thiongh  being'8  wide  eztent  j; 
Let  the  fiur  scalę,  with  jost  ascenl^ 

And  cantioos  steps,  be  trod ; 
And  finom  the  dead,  corporeal  mass, 
Throogb  each  progreasiYe  order  pasa 

To  Imtinct,  Reaśon,  God. 


!  vei)  thy  daring  eye ; 
Kor  diTe  too  deep,  noc  soar  too  lugh, 

In  that  divine  abyas : 
To  Faitb  cootent  thy  beams  to  lend, 
Her  hopes  to  assure,  her  steps  befriend. 

And  lichŁ  her  way  to  bliss. 

Then  downwaids  take  thy  flight  againi 
Mix  with  the  policies  of  men. 

And  social  nature^s  ties ; 
The  pUm,  the  genius  of  each  state, 
its  interes!  and  its  powers  reląte,  ^ 

U§  fcftiines  and  its  fi^ 


I     Through  private  life  pnrsne  thy  course, 
Tracę  every  action  to  its  source, 

And  means  and  motJves  weigh : 
Pat  tempers,  paą^ioos,  in  the  scalę. 
Mark  what  degrees  iu  each  prevai^ 

Aud  fix  the  doabtful  sway. 

That  last,  best  effort  of  thy  skill. 
To  form  the  life,  and  rule  the  will, 

Propittons  power !  impart : 
Teach  me  to  cool  my  passions*  fire^. 
Make  me  the  judge  of  my  desire9»  * 

The  master  of  my  heąrt« 

Raise  me  abore  the  ▼algar*s  breat]i| 
Pursuit  of  Fortune,  fisar  of  Death, 

Aud  all  in  life  thafs  mean : 
Still  tro^  to  reason  be  my  plan, 
Still  let  my  actions  speak  the  mai^ 

Through  every  vąnov|8  scenę. 


Haił !  qaeen  of  manners,  light  of  truth ; 
Hail !  charm  of  age,  and  guide  of  youtb '; 

Sweet  refuge  of  distress : 
In  business,  thou !  esact,  pdite ; 
Thou  giv*8t  retirement  its  delight,  ^ 

Prosperity  its  grace, 

Of  wealth,  power,  freedom,  thou  !  the  cause ; 
Foundress  of  order,  cities,  laws, 

Of  arts  inrentress,  thou ! 
Without  thee,  what  were  human  kind  ? 
How  Tast  their  wants,  their  thoughts  how  blind  J 

Their  joys  how  mean !  how  few ! 

Sun  of  tbe  soul !  thy  beams  unvei] ! 
Let  others  spread  tbe  daring  sail. 

On  Fortune*s  feithless  sea : 
While,  undetuded,  happier  I 
From  the  vain  tumult  timely  fly. 

And  sit  in  peace  with  thee^ 
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LIFE  OF  GRAY. 


BY  DR.  JOHNSON. 


1 HOMAS  GBATy  the  SOD  of  Mf.  PUiip  Gray,  a  scriyeoer  of  Łondoo,  was  bora  ui 
Conihflly  November  26,  17l£*  His  grammaŁical  education  lie  receiyed  at  £ton  uoder 
the  caie  of  Mr.  Aotrobus;  his  niother's  brother,  then  assistant  to  Dr.  George ;  aiid 
wheo  he  left  school,  in  1734,  entered  a  pensioiier  at  Peterfaouse  in  Cambridge. 

The  transitioa  irom  the  school  to  the  college  is,  to  most  young  scholars,  the  time 
ftom  which  they  datę  tl^  years  of  manhood,  liberty,  and  happiness ;  but  Giay  seems 
to  have  been  Tery  littłe  delighted  with  academical  gratifications;  he  liked  at  Cambridge 
neither  the  modę  of  life  nor  the  fiishion  of  study,  and  liyed  suUenly  on  to  the  time 
wiien  his  attendance  on  lectures  was  no  l6nger  required«  As  be  inteuded  to  profess  the 
eonmon  law,  he  took  no  d^ree. 

When  be  had  been  at  Cambridge  about  five  years,  Mr.  Horące  Wal|)oley  whose 
firiendship  he  had  gained  at  Eton,  invited  bim  to  travel  with  him  as  his  companion. 
They  wandered  through  France  into  Italy ;  and  Gray's  Letters  contain  a  very  pleasing 
aeoDont  of  many  parts  of  their  jouniey.  But  unequal  iriepdsliips  are  easily  dissoWed : 
at  Florence  they  ątiarrelled^  and  parted ;  and  Mr.  Walpole  is  now  content  to  haye  it 
tdd,  that  it  was  by  his  &ult.  If  we  look,  howeyer,  withoUt  pr^udice,  on  tbe  world,  we 
sfasil  find  that  men,  whose  conaciousoess  of  their  own  merit  sets  them  aboye  the  com- 
plianees  of  seryiłity,  are  apt  enough  in  their  assoctation  with  superiors  to  watch  their 
onn  d%nity  with  troublesome  and  punctilious  jealousy,  and  in  the  fenroiir  of  independ- 
coce  to  esact  that  attention  which  they  refuse  to  pay.  Part  they  did,  whateyer  was  tbe 
qaarrd ;  and  the  rest  of  their  trayels  was  doubtless  morę  unpleasant.  to  them  both, 
Gny  continued  his  jounięy  in  a  manner  suitable  to  his  own  little  fortunę,  with  on)y  an 
occasional  servant. 

He  letnmed  to  Eogbnd  in  Sqitember  1741,  and  in  about  two  montha  afterwards 
bmied  his  6ther,  who  had,  by  an  injudicious  waste  of  money  upon  a  new  house,  so 
Bttch  lessened  his  fortime,  that  Gny  thought  hiknself  too  poor  tp  study  dae  kw.  He 
tfaeiefore  letired  to  Cambridge,  where  he  soon.  after  became  bacbelor  of  civil  law, 
and  where,  without  liking  the  place  or  its  inhabitants,  or  piofessing  to  like  them,  hę 
jpassed,  except  a  short  lesidence  at  London^  the  rest  of  his  Itfe. 

Abput  ^  timę  bę  was  d^ppyęd  Qf  Mr.  West,  tl^e  spn  pf  %  chanceUor  of  Ireland,  ą 
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iriend  on  whom  be  appears  to  have  set  a  high  yalue,  and  who  desenred  his  esteem  bj 
the  powers  which  he  shows  in  his  letten,  and  in  the  Ode  to  May,  which  Mr.  Mason 
has  presenred»  as  well  as  by  the  sincerity  with  which,  when  Gray  sent  hini  part  of 
Agrippina,  a  tragedy  that  he  had  just  begun,  he  gaye  an  opinion  which  probably  inter- 
cepted  the  progress  of  the  work,  and  which  the  judgment  of  every  reader  will  confirm. 
It  was  certainly  no  loss  to  the  English  stage  that  Agrip(Hna  was  neyer  finished. 

In  this  year  (1742)  Gray  seems  to  have  appiied  liimseif  seńously  to  poetiy ;  for  in 
this  year  were  produced  the  Ode  to  Spring,  his  Prospect  of  £ton,  and  his  Ode  to 
Adversity.    He  began  iikewise  a  Latin  poem.  De  Pnnęipiis  Cogitandi. 

It  may  be  collected  from  the  narrative  of  Mr.  Mason,  that  his  first  ambition  was  to 
haye  excelled  in  Latin  poetry :  perhaps  it  were  reasonable  to  wisli  that  he  had  prosecuted 
his  design ;  for,  though  there  is  at  present  some  embarrassment  in  his  phrase,  and  some 
harshness  in  his  lyric  numbers,  his  copiousness  of  language  is  such  as  yery  few  possess ; 
and  his  lines,  eyen  when  imperfect,  discoyer  a  writer  whom  practioe  would  have  madę 
skilful. 

He  now  liyed  on  at  Peterhouse,  yery  little  solicitoos  what  others  did  or  thought,  and 
cultiyated  his  mind  and  enlarged  his  yiews  without  any  other  purpose  than  of  impix>viqg 
and  amusing  himself ;  when  Mr.  Mason,  befaig  ekcted  fellow  of  Pembroke  Hall,  bityaght 
him  a  companion  who  was  aftenwirds  to  be  his  editor,  and  whose  fondneas  and  fidelity 
has  kindied  m  him  a  zeal  of  admiration,  whidi  casnot  bo  mm— ubly  espected  froni  tl» 
neutrality  of  a  stranger,  and  the  coldness  of  a  critic. 

In  this  retirement  he  wrote  (1747)  an  Ode  on  the  Death  of  Mr.  Wa^le's  €at ;  and 
the  year  afterwards  attempted  a  poem  of  »ore  importanoe,  on  Govemmeiit  and  EdncA' 
tion,  of  wliich  the  fragments  which  remam  have  many  escdkot  lines. 

His  next  production  (1750)  was  his  iar-ftmed  Elegy  kat  tbe  Cb«rchryaid,  whielr,  find^ 
mg  its  way  mto  a  Magazine,  first,  I  bełieye,  madę  him  known  to  the  public^ 

An  inyitation  from  lady  Cobham  about  this  time  gayeoecasios  to  ag  odd  eoagioritiii 
eałied  A  Lopg  Stoiy,  which  adds  litde  to  Giay^  characte. 

Seyeral  of  his  pieces  were  published  (łf  55)  with  designs  by  Mr.  Bentley ;  and,  tlwl 
they  might  in  some  ferm  orotbermake  a  book^  only  one  sideof  eadi  leaf  was  firisted. 
I  belieye  tbe  poems  and  the  plales  reoommended  each  other  so  woli,  that  the  whoie 
impression  was  soon  bought.    This  year  ke  k)st  his  mpther. 

Some  time  afterward  (17M)  some  yonng  men  of  tke  college^  wboet  chantbeis  wer^ 
near  his,  diyeited  themsdyes  with  distuibmg  him  by  fteąneat  and  troiibleBome  noasea> 
and,  as  ń  said,  by  pranks  yet  morę  oieasiye  and  contemptuous.  Tbis  iMołenoe,  faaijng 
endured  it  a  while,  he  represented  to  tke  goyemois  of  tbe  society,  amcRUg  whom  pep* 
bapsbe  hadnofriends;  and,  fiading  bis  complaint  littie  legarded^  remo^^  kiguełf  to 
Pembroke  Hall.  .    , 

b  1757  hepuMished  Ibe  Progress  of  Poetiy,  and  Tbe  Baid^  two  composątioiis  al 
which  the  readers  of  poetr}'  were  at  first  content  to  gazę  in  mute  amaacmeat.  Sqmę 
that  tried  tbem  confessed  tkeir  inability  to  understu^d  them,  thou|^>  WaifantooŁsaid^ 
that  they  were  uBdemtood  as  weH  as  the  works  of  Mibon  and  Sbakspeare,  which  it « 
the  lasbiien  to  adndre.  Garnek  wrote  a  iew  lioes  ia  their  praise.  Some  hardy  ókam^ 
pioBs  undertook  to  rescue  them  ftom  n^lect  $  smd  m  a  short  time  many  were  Gontenl 
to  be  shown  beauties  whidi  they  could  not  see. 

Gray*s  reputation  was-  now  so  high,  that,  after  the  death  of  Cibber,  he  had  th^ 
honour  of  refiisH^  the  la«rei>  which  was  then  bestowed  on  Mr.  Whiteheadt 
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His  diriosity,  not  long  after*  drew  him  away  from  Cambridge  to  a  lodgmg  near  tbe 
Museoin,  where  he  readed  near  three  years,  reading  and  transcribing;  and,  so  ikr  as 
can  be  dńcoTeied,  very  little  afiected  by  two  odes  on  Oblivion  and  Obscurity,  in  which 
b»  tsrrie  perfbnBances  were  rididuled  with  much  co»tempt  and  mach  ipgenuity. 

When  tbe  pro&ssor  of  modem  history  at  Cambridge  died,   he  was,  as  he  says^ 
r  c^cockerod  and  ąńiited  up/'  tili  he  asked  it  of  lord  Butę,  who  lent  him  a  civii  reliisal ; 
and  the  place  was  givett  ta  Mr.  Brocket,  the  tutor  of  air  James  Lowther. 

His  constitution  was  weak,  and,  belieying  that  his  health  was  promoted  by  exercise 
and  dange  of  {^aoe,  he  undertook  (1705)  a  jooniey  into  Scotland,  of  whieh  his  ac- 
count,  80  far  as  it  estends,  is  v^  curions  and  elegant :  for,  as  his  comprehension  was 
am|^  his  coriosity  estended  to  ail  the  worfcs  tA.  art,  all  the  appeaninces  of  naturę^ 
aod  ali  the  monumoits  of  past  e^ents.  He  natnndly  conlracted  a  friendship  with  Dr. 
Beattie,  whom  he  found  a  poet,  a  philosopher,  and  a  good  man.  The  Mareachal 
Coiiqie  at  Abeideen  oftred  him  the  degree  of  doctor  of  laws,  which,  haying  omitted 
to  take  it  at  Cambridge,  he  tbought  it  decent  to  refose. 

What  he  had  formeriy  solicited  in  vain  was  at  bst  giren  him  without  solidtation,  The 
pioftsaorship  of  history  became  again  vacant,  and  he  receiyed  (1768)  an  oflfer  of  it 
from  tbe  duke  of  Graftoo.  He  accepted,  and  retamed  it  to  his  death ;  ahrays  de- 
s^puDg  łectures,  but  neTer  reading  thcm ;  uneasy  at  łiis  neglect  of  duty,  and  appeasing 
hb  ooeasiness  with  designs  of  reformation,  and  with  a  resolution,  which  he  belieVed 
lumaelf  to  hare  madę,  of  reaignmg  the  offioe,  if  he  found  himself  unable  to  diacharge  it. 

Dl  health  madę  another  joumey  necesaary,  and  he  Yisited  (1769)  Westmoieland  and 
Cumberland.  He  that  reads  hb  epistolary  narration  wishes,  tbat  to  travel,  and  to  teU 
his  tiayela,  hed  been  mnre  of  his  employment ;  but  it  is  by  atudying  at  home  that  we 
rnust  obtain  the  atńlity  of  traveliing  with  intelligence  and  iinproTement. 

His  tmTcls  and  his  studies  were  now  near  tfaeir  end.  The  gont,  of  which  he  had 
nstained  mamy  weak  attacks,  fełl  upon  his  stomach,  and,  yieiding  to  bo  medicines, 
prodoced  strong  conmlsions,  which  (July  30,  1771)  termmated  in  death. 

Hb  dmiader  I  am  willing  to  adopt,  as  Mr.  Mason  has  done,  from  a  letter  written  to 
my  ftiend  Mr.  Boswełi,  by  the  rev.  Mr.  Tempie,  rector  of  St  GluYias  in  Comwali ; 
and  am  as  willing  as  his  warmest  well-wbher  to  believe  it  true. 

**'  Perimps  he  was  the  most  learned  man  in  Europę.  He  was  eąuially  acąuainted  with 
the  elegant  and  profound  partsof  science,  and  that  not  aupeiiicially,  but  thoroughiy. 
He  koew  every  faranch  of  history,  both  natural  and  civil ;  had  read  all  the  origmal 
bistorians  of  £nghmd,  France,  and  Italy;  and  was  a  great  antiquarian.  Criticbm, 
meti4)faysicSy  monds,  politics,  madę  a  prindpal  part  of  hb  study ;  voyage8  and  traveb  of 
afl  softs  were  hb  fiiyourite  amusements ;  and  he  had  a  fine  taste  in  painting,  prints,  archi- 
ttctoie,  and  gardening.  With  such  a  lund  of  koowledge,  hb  conTersation  must  haye 
beeo  eąuftUy  instructing  and  entertaining ;  but  he  was  also  a  good  man,  a  raau  of  virtue 
aod  bwnaaily.  Tfaere  b  no  charaoter  mtbout  some  speck,  some  unperfectioh ;  and  I 
Ihmk  the  greatest  de^  in  hb  was  an  ai9ectatioa  in  deiicacy,  or  rather  e£feminacy,  and 
avisbie  fastidipusness,  or  contempt  and  disdain  of  hb  iuferiors  m  science.  He  also 
had,  in  some  degiee,  that  weakoess  which  disgusted  Yoltaire  so  much  in  Mr.  Congreve : 
thoog^  be  seemed  to  value  otfaers  diiefly  according  to  the  progress  that  they  had  madę 
m  knowledge,  yet  he  could  not  bear  to  be  considered  merely  as  a  man  of  letters;  and 
thoogh  without  birth,  or  fortunę,  or  station,  hb  desbe  was  to  be  looked  upon  as  a 
pmale  independent  gentfem^n^  who  read  for  hb  amusemenŁ    Perbaps  it  may  be  said, 
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What  slgnifies  so  mach  Imowledge,  when  it  pioduced  so  fitUe  ?  U  it  wortli  taking  sd 
much  pains  io  leave  no  memorialś  but  a  few  poenis  i  But  1^  it  be  consideredy  that  Mr. 
Gray  was  to  odiers  at  least  imiooently  employed ;  to  hiniself  certamly  beoeficially. 
His  time  passed  agreeably :  he  was  eTcry  day  makmg  some  new  acąuisition  iu  science ; 
łits  mind  was  eniarged,  Ids  heart  softened,  his  yirtoe  strengthoied ;  tiie  woiid  and  raan- 
Und  were  shown  to  him  without  a  mask;  and  he  was  taught  to  consider-eTery  tfan^  as 
trifling,  and  unworthy  of  tlie  attention  of  a  wise  man,  ezoept  the  punoit  of  knowledge 
and  pnu;tice  of  mtue,  in  that  state  wherein  God  hath  placed  us.* 

To  this  character  Mr.  Mason  has  added  a  morę  patticular  accoout  of  Giay^s  skill  in 
■oology.  He  has  remarked,  that  Giay^  eflfeminacy  was  affected  most  "  befoie  tiioae 
whom  he  did  not  wish  to  pkase ;"  and  that  he  is  unjufttly  charged  with  making  knowlad^ 
his  sole  reason  of  preference^  as  he  paid  his  esteem  to  nooe  whom  he  did  not  likewise 
beiieye  to  be  good. 

What^has  occurred  to  me  irom  the  slight  inspection  of  his  letters  m  which  my  imder^ 
tałdng  has  engaged  me  is,  that  his  mind  had  a  kige  grasp ;  that  his  curiosity  was  a&- 
limitedy  and  his  judgment  cultiyated ;  that  he  was  a  taian  Ukely  to  love  much  where  he 
loyed  at  all ;  but  that  he  was  fastidious  and  bard  to  please.  His  contempt,  however, 
is  often  empk>yed  where  I  hope  it  will  be  approTed,  upon  sceptidsm  and  infidelity. 
His  short  account  of  Shaftesbury  I  wili  insert. 

''  You  say  you  cannot  conceiye  how  lord  Shaftesbnry  came  to  be  a  philosopher  in 
rogue;IwiilteUyou:  first,  he  was  a  lord;  secondly,  he  was  as  yain  asany  of  hisreaders; 
thirdly^  men  are  yery  prone  to  belie?e  what  they  do  not  understand ;  fourthly,  tbey  will 
beiieye  any  thing  at  all,  proyided  they  are  under  no  obligation  to  beliere  it ;  fifthly,  they 
love  to  take  a  new  road,  eyen  when  that  road  leads  no  where  ;  sisthly,  he  wasreckoned 
a  fine  writer,  and  seems  always  to  mean  morę  than  he  said.  Wouid  you  haye  any  morę 
reasons?  An  interyal  of  aboye  forty  years  has  pretty  well  destroyed  the  chaim.  A 
dead  lord  raqks  with  oommoners;  yanity  is  no  longer  mterested  in  the  matter;  for  a 
new  road  has  beoome  an  old  one." 

Mr.  Mason  has  added,  from  his  own  knowledge,  that,  though  Gray  was  poor,  be 
was  not  eager  of  money ;  and  that,  out  of  the  little  tihat  he  had,  he  was  yeiy  wBliog  to 
help  the  necessitous. 

As  a  writer  he  had  this  peculiarity,  tihat  he  did  not  write  his  pieoes  fint  nidely,  and 
then  correct  them,  but  laboured  eyery  linę  as  it  arose  -  in  the  train  of  composition ;  and 
he  had  a  notion  not  yery  peculiar,  that  he  could  not  wiite  but  at  oertain  times,  or  ai 
happy  moments;  a  fantastic  foppery,  to  wliich  my  kindness  for  a  man  of  learaibg  aod 
yirtue  wishes  hhn  to  haye  been  superior, 

Gray's  poetiy  is  now  to  be  considered;  and  I  hope  not  to  be  looked  on  as  an 
enemy  to  hb  name,  if  I  confess  that  I  contemplate  it  with  less  pleasure  than  his  lile. 

His  ode  Chi  Spring  has  something  poetical,  botfa  in  the  language  alid  the  tfaongfat ; 
but  the  language  is  too  luxuriant,  and  the  thougfats  haye  nothing  new.  Then  hs»  of 
Lite  aiisen  a  practice  of  giving  to  a^iectiyes  deriyed  irom  substantiyes  the  termination  of 
particqples ;  such  as  the  cuUured  plain,  the  daisied  bank ;  but  I  was  sony  to  see,  tn  the 
lines  of  a  scholar  like  Gray,  the  honkd  Spring.  The  mondity  is  natural,  but  too  stale ; 
the  conclusion  is  pretty. 

The  poem  On  the  €at  was  doubtless  by  its  author  considered  as  a  trifle ;  but  it  is  not 
a  happy  trifle.    In  the  fint  stanza,  **  the  asuie  flowers  IA«C  blow"  show  resolutely  a 


LIFE  OF  6RAY.  141 

ilijiie  b  sometimes  madę  when  it  caimot  easfly  be  fomid.  Selima,  the  Cat,  is  called  a 
iiymph,  whh  some  mlence  both  to  langua^  and  sense ;  but  there  b  no  good  ose  mad^ 
of  it  wben  it  b  done ;  lor  of  the  two  linesy 

What  femmle  hcart  can  gold  despiset 
What  cat  's  ayene  to  fiih? 

ibe  fint  rebtes  merely  to  the  nymph,  aod  the  second  only  to  the  cat.  The  8ixth  stanza 
contains  a  mebncholy  tnith,  that  ''  a  iavourite  lias  no  ftiend ;"  but  the  last  ends  in  a 
pointed  sentence  of  no  relation  to  the  puipose ;  if  what  giistered  had  been  goldy  the 
cat  woold  not  have  gone  into  the  water;  and,  if  she  had,  would  not  less  luive  been 
drowned. 

The  Proflpect  of  Eton  College  snggests  nothing  to  Gray  which  every  beholder  does 
■ot  eąually  think  and  feel.  Hb  supplication  to  fiither  Thames,  to  tell,  him  who  driyes 
tlie  hoop  or  tosses  the  bali,  b  useless  and  pueiile.  Father  Thames  has  no  better  meana 
of  knowing  than  himself.  Hb  epithet  "  buxom  health''  is  not  elegant ;  he  seems  no^ 
Id  oodeistand  the  word.  Oray  thought  hb  language  morę  poetical  as  it  was  morę  re- 
mote  from  common  nse :  finding  in  Dryden  ^'  honey  redoknt  of  Spring,"  an  expre8sioa 
that  reaches  the  utmost  liinits  of  our  language,  Gray  drove  it  a  little  morę  beyond 
common  apprehension,  by  making  ''  gales"  to  be  *^  redolent  of  joy  and  youth." 

Of  the  Ode  on  Adyersity  the  hint  was  at  first  taken  firom  O  Diva,  gra  tum  quae  regb 
Antiom :  but  Giay  has  escelled  hb  original  by  the  yariety  of  hb  sentiments,  and  by 
tiieir  morał  application.    Of  thb  piece,  at  once  poetical  and  rational,  I  will  not,  by 
\    li^t  objections,  yiolate  the  dignity. 

My  pn>ceas  has  now  brought  me  to  the  wanderful "  wonder  of  wonders,"  the  two  sbter 
odes;  by  which,  though  either  yulgar  ignorance  or  common  seuse  at  first  uniyersally 
r^jected  them,  many  haye  been  sińce  persuaded  to  think  themselyes  delighted.  I  am 
one  of  those  that  are  willing  to  be  pleased,  and  therefore  would  gladly  find  tlie  niean> 
ing  of  the  first  stanza  of  The  Progress  of  Poetiy. 

Gray  seems  in  hb  raptuie  to  confound  the  images  of  ^'  spreading  sound  and  running 
water."  A  **  stream  of  musie"  may  be  allowed ;  but  where  does  '<  musie,**  however 
**  MBOoth  and  strong,''  after  haying  ybited  the  **  yerdant  yales,  rowl  down  tłie  steep 
wam,"  so  as  that  '^  rocks  and  nodding  groyes  rebellow  to  the  roar  ?*'  If  thb  be  said 
of  musie,  it  b  nonsense ;  if  it  be  said  of  water,  it  b  nothing  to  the  purpose. 

Tlie  second  stanza,  exhibiting  Mars's  car  and  Jove's  eagle,  b  unworthy  of  further 
aotice.    Criticbm  disdains  to  chase  a  school-boy  to  hb  common-places.. 

To  the  third  it  may  likewise  be  objected,  that  it  is  drawn  from  mythology,  though 
lach  as  may  be  morę  easily  assimilated  to  real  life.  Idal]a*s  ''  yelyet  green'^  has  some* 
thiogof  cant.  An  epithet  or  metaphor  drawn  from  Naturę  ennobles  Art:  an  epithet 
or  oMlaphor  diawn  firom  Art  degrades  Naturę*  Gray  b  too  fond  of  wotds  arbitrarily 
compooiiclcd.  "  Many-twinkling"  was  formerly  censured  as  not  analogical ;  we  may 
ny  «  many-spotted,"  but  scarcely  "  many-q>otting/'    Thb  stanza,  howeyer,  has  some* 

Of  the  second  temary  of  stanzas,  the  first  endeavours  to  tell  something,  and  would 
hate  told  it,  had  it  not  been  crossed  by  Hyperion :  the  second  describes  well  enough 
the  uaiyersal  preyalence  of  Poetry ;  but  I  am  afraid  that  the  condusion  will  not  arise 
fitMD  the  promiies.    The  cayems  of  the  North  ond  the  plaiaa  of  Chili  are  not  the  resi- 
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dences  of  '<  6k>ry  tod  generous  Shame."    Biit  that  Poetry  and  l^rtoe  go  ahrays  toge^ 
tiier  J9  an  opioioa  so  pleastng,  that  I  can  forgive  him  wbo  resolves  to  thmk  it  tnie. 

The  tbird  stanza  sounds  big  with  <'  Delphi,"  and  <<  Egean,"  and  ''  liissus,"  and 
^  Meander,"  aod  <*  hałlowed  fountains/'  and  '<  solenin  sound ;"  but  in  all  Gray's  odes 
there  is  a  kind  of  cumbrous  splendour  which  we.wish  avray.  His  position  is  at  last 
ialse :  in  the  time  of  Dante  and  Petrarcb,  from  whom  we  derive  our  fint  school  of 
poetry,  Italy  was  OTer^run  by  "  tyrant  power"  and  "  coward  Tice ;"  nor  was  onr  state 
jnuch  better  wbcn  we  first  borrowed  the  Italian  arts. 

Of  the  third  ternary,  the  first  gives  a  mythological  birth  of  Shakspeare.  What  iś 
said  of  that  mighty  genius  is  tnie;  but  it  is  not  said  happity :  the  real  efiects  of  this 
poetica]  power  are  put  out  of  sight  by  the  pomp  af  machinery.  Where  tnrth  is  suffi- 
cient  to  fili  the  mind,  fiction  is  worse  than  useless ;  the  counterfeit  debases  the  genuine. 

His  acconnt  of  Mifton'8  blindness,  if  we  snpposed  it  caused  by  stndy  in  the  formation 
f>f  his  poem,  a  supposition  snrely  allowable,  is  poetitaHy  tnie,  and  haf^Oy  imagmedi 
Bot  the  car  of  Diyden,  with  his  two  cmtrsera^  has  nothing  in  it  peculiar ;  it  is  a  car  in 
whkh  any  other  rider  may  be  placed. 

The  Bard  appears,  at  the  first  vwiWy  to  be,  as  Algarotti  and  others  hare  renmrkedy  anf 
tmitation  of  the  propheey  of  Nereus.  Algarotti  thinks  it  superior  to  its  or^nal :  And, 
if  preference  depends  only  on  the  imagery  and  aniroation  of  the  two  poems,  his  judg- 
tnent  is  right.  There  b  in  The  Bard  morę  force,  morę  thought,  and  morę  variety.  But 
to  copy  18  less  than  to  invfent,  and  the  copy  has  bten  unhappOy  produced  at  a  wrong 
thne.  The  fiction  of  Horace  was  to  the  Romans  credible ;  but  its  revival  disgnsts  os 
firith  apparent  and  unconąnertkble  iatsehood.    IntredubŁs  odu 

To  select  a  slngular  event,  and  sweil  it  to  a  gianfs  hulk^by  fiibulous  appendages  of 
iSpectres  and  predictions,  has  little  dHicuIty ;  for  he  that  forsakes  the  probable  may 
always  find  the  marycllous.  And  it  has  little  use ;  we  are  afTected  only  as  we  believe ; 
we  are  improved  only  as  we  find  something  to  be  imitated  or  decłiued.  I  do  not  see 
that  The  Bard  promotes  any  truth,  mora!  or  political. 

His  stanzas  are  too  long,  especially  his  epodes ;  the  ode  is  finished  befbre  the  ear  has 
leamed  its  mtasures,  and  conseąuently  before  it  can  receive  pleasure  firom  their  con^ 
lonance  and  recurrence. 

Of  the  first  stanza  the  abrupt  beginning  has  been  celebrated  ;  but  technical  beautics 
ćan  gire  praise  only  to  the  inyentor.    It  is  in  the  power  of  any  man  to  rush  abmptlj' 
^pon  his  subject,  that  has  lead  the  ballad  ofJohnny  Armstrong^ 

I*  ihtre  ner  a  man  in  aU  Scotland-^ 

The  imtial  resemblances,  or  alliterations,  ''  ruin,  ruthless^  hdm  or  hauberk,**  are  be- ' 
Iow  thegnmdeur  of  a  poem  that  endeavours  at  sublimity. 

In  the  tecond  stanza  the  bard  is  well  described  ;  but  in  the  third  we  hare  the  poeri* 
lities  of  obsolete  mythology.  When  we  are  told  that  '*  Cadwallo  hush'd  the  stonny 
main,'*  and  that  '*  Modred  madę  huge  Plinllmmon  bow  his  cloud-topp*d  head,"  atten- 
tioa  recoils  from  the  repetition  of  a  tale  that,  even  when  it  was  firęt  heard,  was  heard 
with  scom» 

The  weamng  of  the  mnding  $heet  he  borrowed,  as  he  owns,  from  the  northcm- 
baitb ;  but  their  texture,  howeyer,  ^vas*very  pro))crly  the  work  of  female  powers,  9fi  the 
mctof  apioningthe  thread  of  life  is  another  mythology,    Theft  is  always  dangerous; 


LIFE  OF  GRAY.  143 

Gray  has  madę  weaTers  of  slaughtered  bards  by  a  fiction  ontrageoas  and  incongmous. 
They  are  tlieo  called  upon  to  ''  Weave  tbe  warp,  and  weave  the  woof/'  perhaps  with  no 
great  prq>r]ety ;  for  it  is  by  crossing  the  troo/'with  the  warp  that  men  weave  the  web 
or  piece.;  and  the  first  linę  was  dearly  bought  by  the  admission  of  its  wretched  cor- 
respondent,  "  Gire  ample  room  and  verge  enough'.''  He  has,  howevcr,  no  other  hne 
asbad. 

Tlw  thiid  stania  of  the  second  teroary  b  commended,  I  think,  beyond  its  merit.  The 
penonification  b  indistuict.  ThirH  and  Hunger  are  not  alike ;  and  thcir  features,  to 
make  the  imagery  perfect,  should  have  been  discriminated.  We  are  told,  in  the  same 
sliDia,  how  *'  towers  are  fed/'  But  I  will  no  longer  look  for  particular  faults ;  yet  let 
H  be  observed,  that  the  ode  niight  have  been  concluded  witfa  an  action  of  better  ex- 
ample ;  but  soicide  is  always  to  be  had,  without  expense  of  thought. 

Tbese  odes  are  marked  by  gUttering  accumulations  of  ungraceful  omaments ;  they 
strike,  ratber  than  please ;  the  images  are  magnified  by  affectation ;  the  language  is  la- 
bonred  into  harshness.  The  mind  of  the  writer  seems  to  work  with  unnatural  yiolence. 
**  Doabk,  double,  toil  and  trouble.''  He  has  a  kind  of  strutting  dignity,  and  is  tali  by 
nalkiug  on  tiptoe.  His  art  and  his  stniggle  are  too  visible»  and  there  is  too  little  jip* 
peannce  of  ease  and  naturę '. 

To  say  that  he  has  no  beauties,  would  be  unjust :  a  man  like  him,  of  great  leaming 
woA  great  indnstiy,  couM  not  but  produce  something  yaluable.  .When  he  pleases  least^ 
it  can  only  be  sald  that  a  good  design  was  ill  directed. 

His  tranalatiofis  of  Northern  and  Welsh  poetry  deserve  praise ;  the  imagery  is  pre- 
leifed,  peiiuqM  ofien  unproved ;  but  the  language  is  unlike  the  language  of  other  poets. 

In  the  character  of  his  Elegy  I  rejoke  to  concur  with  the  common  reader ;  for  by  the 
common  sense  of  readers,  uncom^ted  with  literary  prejudices,  afler  all  the  refinemeńts 
of  nibtBty  and  the  dogmatism  of  leaming,  must  be  finally  decided  all  claim  to  poetical 
hoDoars.  Tbe  Church-yard  abounds  with  images  which  find  a  mirrour  in  e?ery  mind, 
and  with  sentiments  to  which  every  bosom  returns  an  echo.  The  four  staniaś,  begin- 
nmg  *^  Yet  even  these  bones,"  are  %>  me  original :  I  have  never  seen  the  notions  in  any 
other  place ;  yet  he  that  reads  them  here  persuades  himself  that  he  has  always  felt  them. 
Had  Gray  wiitten  often  thus,  it  had  been  yain  to  blame,  and  usełess  to  praise  him* 

>  I  haTe  a  sou],  fbat  like  an  ampU  sbield 
Can  take  in  all ;  and  verge  enougk  for  mora. 

]>ryi'.'m'8  Sebastian. 

Lord  Oribrd  nsed  to  assert,  that  Oray  "  ncrer  wrote  any  thtn;  eańly,  but  thingf  of  hnhiour  ;**  aml 
•dded,  that  hnmour  was  his  natnral  and  original  tum.    C 
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ODE  ON  THE  SPniNG. 

Lo!  where  the  rosy-boBomM  Hours, 

Fair  Veni]s*  train  appear,  « 

Diacloge  tbe  l<nig-expectiDg  flowera. 

And  walce  tbe  parple  year ! 
The  attic  warbler  poun  h«r  throat, 
BespcHisnre  to  the  cuckoo*s  notę, 

llie  uDtaaght  harmony  of  Spring : 
While,  whlspenog  pleas&re  as  tbey  ^y, 
Cool  Zq>hyrB  Łhrough  the  cłear  blae  sky 

Their  gather*d  fragraoce  fling. 

Where^er  tbe  oak'8  tbick  branches  ftretch 

A  broader,  browoer  shade; 
Wbcrc'er  tbe  rude  and  moss-grown  bcecH 

(yer-canopies  tbe  gladc  % 
Baide  lome  water^s  rusby  brink 
Witb  me  tbe  Muse  sbaU  sit,  and  tbiok 

(At  case  reclin^d  in  rustic  state) 
How  Tain  tbe  ardoar  of  thą  crowd, 
Bom  km,  how  Uttle  are  tbe  proud^ 

How  ińdłgenŁ  tbe  great ! 

Sdll  is  tbe  toiling  band  of  Care : 

The  paoting  berd^s  repose : 
Yet  bark,  bow  tbrough  tbe  peopled  ^ 

Tbe  bosy  murmur  glows ! 
The  insect  youtb  are  od  tbe  wing, 
Ea^  to  taste  tbe  bonied  spring,^ — 

And  float  amid  tbe  Iiquid  noon  ': 
Some  ligbtly  o'er  tbe  current  skim, 
Some  ihow  tbeir  gayly-gilded  trim 

Ooick-glancłitg  to  the  Sun  ^. 

' a  bank 

O*er-caoopied  witb  luscious  woodbine. 

Sbak^  Mids.  Nigbt'8  Dream. 

*  Nare  per  asstatem  liqiiidam — 

Virg.  Georg.  lib.  17. 

' «...  sporting  witb  quick  glance 

Sbow  to  tbe  Sun  tbeir  waved  coats  drOpp'd  witb 
gold.  Milton's  Pttradise  Lost,  Book  ii. 

VOL  XIV.  . 


To  Contemp)ation*i9  sober  eye  « 

Such  is  the  race  of  man : 
And  tbey  that  c^ep,  and  tbey  that  fly, 

SbaU  end  where  they  bcgan. 
Alike  tbe  busy  and  the  gay 
But  flutter  tbrough  life*s  Uttle  day. 

In  Fortune's  varying  colours  drest: 
BmshM  by  the  band  of  rougb  Miscbance  ^ 
Or  cbilPd  by  Age,  their  airy  dance 

They  Ieave  in  dust  to  rest 

• 
Metbinks  I  hcar  in  accents  Iow 

The  sportive  ktnd  ivply; 
"  Poor  moralist !  and  what  art  tbou*? 

A  solitary  fly  ! 
Thy  joys  no  glittering  female  meets, 
No  bive  bast  tbou  of  boarded  sweetu. 

No  patnted  plumage  to  display : 
On  hasty  wings  thy  youtb  is  flown :. 
Thy  sun  is  set,  tby  spring  is  gone— 

We  frolic  while  *tis  May." 


ODE  ' 

ON  THE  PEATH  OP  A  FAVOVRITE  CAT, 
paOWNED  IN  A  TOB  OP  GOŁO  FISHSS. 

"TwAs  on  a  lofty  vase*8  side, 
Where  China^s  gayest  art  had  dy*d 

The  azure  flo wers  that  blow  ; 
Demurest  of  the  tabby  kind, 
T%e  pensiye  Selima  reclin'd, 

Gaz^d  on  tbe  lakę  below. 

Her  conscioos  taił  ber  joy  declarM ; 
Tbe  fair  round  face,  the  snowy  beard^ 

The  velvet  of  ber  paws, 
Her  coat,  that  witb  tbe  tortoise  Ties, 
Her  ears  of  jet,  aiid  emeraild  eyes, 

Sbe  saw;  and  punc^d  applause. 

4  Wbile  inaects  from  tbe  thteshold  preacb,  &c. 
M.  Greeuy  in  the  Grotto. 
Dodsley^s  Miscenanies^  vol.' v.  p.  16U 
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Still  had  she  gazM ;  but  'midtft  the  tide 
Two  angrel  forms  were  seen  to  glide, 

The  Genii  of  the  stream : 
Their  scaly  annour'8  Tyrian  hue 
Tbrough  richest  purple  to  the  view 

BetrayM  a^golden  gleam. 

The  hapless  nymph  with  wonder  saw : 
A  whisker  fint,  and  then  a  claw, 

Wlth  many  ao  ardent  wish, 
She  etKetch'd  in  retm  to  reach  the  pnze; 
What  łemalf  heatt*can  gold  despise  ? 
'   What  cat*8  avei%e  ft>  fish  ? 

Presumptuoua  maid  !  with  looks  intent 
A|^in  shę  stretch*d,  again  she  bent, 
'  Nor  kniew  tM  giilf  betweeu. 
(Malignant  Fate  sate  by,  and  smiPd) 
The  stippery  yerge  her  feet  beguilM, 
She  tumbled  beadlong  in. 

Eight  times  emerging  fnm  tfae  flood 
She  meir*d  to  every  watry  god, 

Some  speedy  aid  to  send. 
No  Dolphin  came,  no  Nereid  stirr^d  j 
Nor  cruel  Toni|  nor  Siuan  heard^ 

A  farourite  has  no  fricnd ! 

From  heooe,  ye  beauties,  undeceiv*d, 
Know,  one  false  step  is  ne'er  retriev'dy 

And  be  with  caution  bold. 
Not  all,  that  tempts  your  wandering  eyes 
And  heedless  hearts,  is  ]awful  prize  5 

Not  ali  that  glisters,  goid. 
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ODE 

on  A  DISTANT  PSOSPBCT  OF  BTOH  C0IXB6& 

^  At6f»woc*  butyji  Wfi^off-ic  tlę  to  ivcvxM. 

Menander* 

Yb  distant  spires,  ye'  antique  towers, 

That  crown  the  watry  glade, 
Where  grateful  Science  still  adorei 

Her  Henry*8  ■  holy  shade ; 
AimI  ye,  that  firom  the  stately  brow 
Of  Winidsor^s  heights  th'  espanse  below 

Of  gTove,  of  \ajr%  of  mead  sarrey, 
Whose  turf,  whoee  shade,  wbose  floiwers  amoag 
Wanders  the  boary  Thames  along    ^ 

His  siWer-winding  way. 

Ab,  happy  hills,  ah,  pleasing  shade. 

Ab,  fields  beloT'd  in  vain, 
Where  onee  my  careless  childhood  8tniy'd4 

A  stranger  yet  to  pain  ! 
I  feel  the  gales,  that  froiń.ye  blow, 
A  momentary  bliss  bestow, 

As  waying  fresh  their  gladsome  wing. 
My  weary  sonl  tliey  seem  to  8ooth» 
And,  redolent  of  joy  and  yonth  *, 

To  breatbe  a  seoćmd  spriog. 

'  King  Henry  the  Ssth,  foander  of  the  college. 

>  And  bees  tbeir  boney  redolent  of  spring. 

DrydenlB  Fable  on  the  Pytbag.  System. 


Say,  father  Thames,  for  tbou  hast  seea 

Fuli  many  a  spńghtiy  race 
Disporting  00  thy  margent  green 

The  paths  of  pleasure  tracę, 
Who  foremost  now  delight  to  cleare 
Witfti  pliant  arm  thy  glassy  wa^e  ? 

The  captłve  linnet  which  enthraJl  ? 
What  idle  progeny  succeed 
To  chase  the  rolling  circle^s  speed, 

Or  urge  the  flying  bali? 

While  some  on  eamest  business  bent 

Their  murmuring  labouis  ply 
*Gainst  grarer  hours,  that  bring  ooostraia^ 

To  sweeten  liberty ; 
Some  bold  ad^enturers  disdain 
The  limits  of  their  little  reign, 

And  unknown  regions  dare  desery : 
Still  as  they  run  they  look  behind, 
They  hear  a  Toice  in  erery  wind. 

And  soatch  a  fearful  joy. 

Gay  Hópe  is  theirs,  by  Fancy  fed. 

Less  pleasing,  wben  possest ; 
The  tear  forgot  as  soon  as  shed, . 

The  sunalune  of  the  breast : 
Thein  buzom  bealth,  of  rosy  hoe j 
Wild  wit,  intention  ever  new, 

And  liTely  cheer  of  i^gour  bom  s 
The  thooghtless  day,  the  easy  night, 
The  spirits  pure,  the  slumben  light, 

That  fiy  tb'  approach  of  monu 

Alas,  regardleSB  of  their  doooi^ 

The  little  Yictims  play  { 
No  sense  hare  they  of  ills  to  eomc^ 

Nor  care  beyond  to  day. 
Yet  see  how  all  around  them  w«t 
The  ministers  of  human  fiste, 

And  black  Misfortone^s  balefal  tnm, 
Ah,  show  them  where  in  ambnsh  stand 
To  sejze  their  prey,  the  murdercws  band ! 

Ah,  tell  them,  they  are  men ! 

These  shall  the  fury  passlons  tesr, 

The  Tultures  of  the  mind, 
Diadainiul  Anger,  pallid  Fear, 

And  Shame  that  skulks  behind ; 
Or  pining  Łove,  shall  waste  their  yontb, 
Or  Jealousy,  with  rankliog  tooth, 

That  inly  gnaws  the  secret  heartp 
And  EuTy  want  and  faded  Care, 
Grim-visag*d  comfortless  Despair, 

And  Sorrow*s  piercing  dart. 

Ambition  this  shall  tempt  to  rise, 

Then  whirl  the  wretch  from  higb. 
To  bitter  Scom  a  sacrifidS, 

And  grinning  Iniamy, 
The  stings  of  Falsehood  those  sball  try. 
And  hard  Unkindness'  altePd  eye, 

That  mocks  the  tear  it  fore'd  to  flow; 
And  keen  Remorse,  with  blood  defi]'d. 
And  moody  Madness  i  laughing  wild 

Amid  sererest  woe. 


Madness  laughiiig  in  bis  irefti]  mood. 
pryden's  Fable  of  FldaiuoD  and  Aicitr* 


•'^^. 


HYMN  TO  ADVERSrrY....ELEGY. 


1*7 


Ło^  m  the  Tale  of  yean  beoeath 

A  giisly  troop  are  aeen, 
Tbe  painful  family  of  Desthy 

Moie  hideoiis  than  their  ąuem : 
ThB  ncks  the  jołnts,  this  fires  the  rwm, 
Tbat  ercry  laUnring  sinew  strainSy 

Thoae  in  tke  deeper  ritals  ragę: 
liO^  POYerty,  to  fili  the  band, 
Jhat  nombs  the  soul  with  icy  hand. 

And  flow-coBsuming  Ase. 


To  eadi  his  safierings:  all  are  mcn^ 

GondemA^d  alike  to  groen; 
The  tender  for  mother^s  paiD> 

The  unfeeling  lor  his  own. 
Yet  ab  !  why  should  Łbey  know  their  fate ! 
Siuce  aomnr  nerer  comes  too  Iate» 

And  happinesa  too  swiftiy  flies. 
Thooght  would  dettroy  their  Paradiae. 
Nd  morę ;  where  ignoraace  is  bliM^ 

lis  Ibłly  to  be  wite. 


SYMN  TO  ADVEBSrrY^ 

•••••■••Mn  •   Ztl/flt 

dślrla  wu^itę  <X'*^* 

iEachyliiB,  in  Agamemnone* 

Biocnna  of  Jore,  relentiess  power» 

Thoa  tamer  of  the  hdman  breast,' 
Wbose  iroo  scourge;,  and  torturing  hour, 

The  bad  affiight,  afflict  the  best  \ 
BoBDd  in  thy  adamantine  chain  ' 
The  prood  are  taught  to  taste  of  pain. 
And  purple  tjnrants  Tunly  groan 
With  pangB  nnfelt  before,  anpitied,  and  ąlone. 

Wboi  first  thv  sire  to  send  on  Eartb 

Yirtoe,  his  darlinig  child,  designM, 
To  thee  he  ga^e  the  heayenly  birth^ 

And  bade  to  form  her  infant  mind. 
Sbem  nigged  nurse ;  thy  rigid  lorę 
With  patience  many  a  year  she  horę :        ^ 
What  lorrow  was,  thoo  bad'8t  her  know. 
And  from  her  oirn  she  leain*d  to  melt  at  othert  woe. 

Sear^d  at  thy  fnnm  terrific,  fly 

Sdf-pleasing  Folly's  idl§  brood, 
WiU  Laughter,  Noiae»  and  thoughtless  Jcy» 

And  leare  os  leisure  to  be  good« 
L'gfat  they  dispeise,  and  with  them  go 
1^  snmmer  firiend,  the  flattering  foe; 
By  ttin  Prosperity  receiy^d, 
Tb  ber  they  vow  tiieir  trutl^and  are  againbelier^d. 

Wiadoin,  in  sable  gaib  arniy'd, 

Inunen'd  ra  nq[>taroa8  thought  profobud, 
ind  Melancholy,  ńlent  maid, 

With  leaden  eye,  that  loyes  the  ground, 
Skill  on  thy  sdlemn  iteps  attend  : 
Waim  Charity,  the  generał  friendy 
With  Jnstioe,  to  heiMlf  sererą 
And  Vhj,  dropping  soft  the  sadly-pteasing  teart 

Ob,  gently  on  thy  BoppCant^s  head, 
Dread  goddeaa,  lay  thy  chastening  band ! 

Not  in  thy  gorgon  terroar'8  ciad, 
Mor  cirded  with  the  ?eDgeM  band. 


(As  by  the  impious  tboq  art  seen) 
With  thundering  roice,  and  tbr&atcning  micDy 
With  screamiog  i!orrour'8  foneral  ery, 
Despair>  and-fell  Disease,  and  ghastły.Povcrty. 

Thy  form  hcnigBy  oh,  god<les8y  wear^ 
•    Thy  mikł^r  iti6uenće  irapart,  - 
^y  phitosc^hic  train  be  there. 

To  floften,  not  to  wound,  my  hesrt. 
The  generous  ^>ark  eztioct  reriTe^ 
Teach  me  to  loTe  and  to  forgire, 
Esact  my  own  defects  to  scan, 
What  otheiB  are,  to  feel,  and  know  myself  a  mao. 


ELEGY 


WRITTBH  IK  A  COUNTRY  CHUlCH-l^ABDU 

The  cuifew  toUs^  t£e  kndl  olpartlog  day,     ' 
The  lowing  herd  wind^slowly  o'er  the  lea»   \ 
The  ploiighman  homeward  plcids  bis  weary  wa^^ 
-  Alul  leaves  the  world  to  darkness  and  to  me. 

Noir  fades  the  gliramering  landscape  on  the  sight. 
And  atl  the  air  a  ^emn  stillness  holds, 

Saye  where  the  bcctle  wheeU  his  drooing  flight» 
And  diowsy  tinldiogs  Lali  the  distant  fołds: 

Save  that,  lirom  yonder  iry-mantled  tower, 
The  mopinjg,  owi  does  to  the  Moon  complaia 

Of  sttch  as,  wandering  near  her  secret  bower, 
Molest  ber  ancient  solitary  reig^n. 

Beneath  tboee  mgged  eUns,  that  yew-tree^s  sbade, 
Where  heayes  the  tuif  in  many  a  mooldering  heap, 

Each  in  bis  narrow  celi  for  ever  laid> 
The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  sleep. 

The  bieezy  calł  of  incepse^brcathing  Mora, 

The  swaiiow  twittering  from  the  straw-built  sbed» 

The  cock^s  shrill  clarion,  or  the  ecboing  horn, 
No  morę  shall  rouse  them  from  their  lowly  bed. 

For  them  no  morę  the  blazing  hearth  shall  bum, 
Or  bosy  housewife  ply  her  erening  care ; 

No  children  run  to  lisp  their  sire's  return. 
Ot  dimb  his  knees  the  envied  kiss  to  sharew 

Oft  did  the  harrest  to  their  sickle  yield, 
Their  furrow  oft  the  stubbom  glebę  bas  bioke; 

How  jocund  did  they  drlve  their  team  afield  \ 
How  bow*d  the  woods  beneath  their  sturdy  stroke! 


/ 


Let  not  Ambition  mock  their  nsefni  teił» 
Their  bomely  joys,  aiui  desUny  obscure; 

Nor  Grandeur  hear  with  a  disdainful  smile, 
The  ahort  and  aimple  annals  of  the  poor. 

The  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power. 
And  all  that  tieauty,  all  that  wealih  e*er  gtnre^ 

Await  alike  th'  inevitable  hour, 
The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grare.  \\  I    ^. 

Nor  you,  ye  prood,  impute  to  these  the  fanlt, 
If  Memory  o*er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raisoj 

Where  througb  the  loog  drawn  aisle  and  ftettelyaull^ 
Tne  peełing  anthem  swells  the  notę  of  praise. 

'  aąuilla  di  lontano 

Che  paia  1  giono  pianger,  che  si  mnore. 

Dante.  Puigat«  U  8» 


GRkTS  POEMS. 


/-' 


^^^       yei>ftrr'4^    //re 

Can  storjed  urn  or  animated  bust 

Back  to  its  mansiua  cali  the  fleeting  breath  ? 
Can  Uoiiour\voice  provoke  the  sileni  <1ust, 

Or  Flattery  soothc  the  duli  cold  ear  of  Death  ? 

Perhaps  \\\  tliis  negiectcd  spot  is  laid 

Some  hcart  once  pregnant  with  celestial  fire ; 

Hands,  that  ihę  rod  of  empire  might  have  swą^d, 
Or  wak'd  to  ecstasy  the  living  lyrc. 


•Rijt  l^nowlcdgę  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page, 
''  "Rich  with  the  spoiłs  ot  time,  dj^  P^t^ffr  "F"^' 
Chill  Penury  repressM  their  noble  ragę, 
And  froze  the  genial  current  of  the  souL 

'    Fuli  many  a  gem  of  purest  rąy  serenfe, 

The  dark  unfathomM  caveś  of  ocean  bear ! 

t  Fuli  many  a  flower  is  bom  to  blush  unse€n> 
And  waste  its  sweetness  on  tne  aesen  a1r. 


y-' 


Some  village-Hampden,  that  with  dauntless  breast 
The  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  withstood ; 

Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  here  may  rest, 
Some  Cromwell  guilUess  of  his  country*8  blood. 

Tli*  applause  of  listening  senates  to  command, 
The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  despisc, 

To  scatter  plenty  o'er  a  smilłng  land, 
And  read  their  bisiory  in  a  nation^s  eyes, 

Their  lot  forbad :  nor  circum8crib'd  alone 

Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  confinM; 

Forbad  to  wadę  through  slaughier  to  a  throne, 
And  shut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  maniund. 

The  strugs^ling  pangs  of  conscious  tnith  to  hide, 
To^quench  the  blushes  of  ingenuous  shamę, .. 

Or  heap  the  ghrine  of  Luxury  and  Pride 
With  inccnse  kindlcd  at  the  Muse^B  flamt. 


//l  Far  from  the  madding  crowd'8  ignoble  strife, 
Their  sober  wishes  never  lcam'd  to  stray  j 
Along  the  cool  sequester'd  vale  of  life 
lliey  kepi  the  noiseless  tenour  of  their  way. 


y 


Yet  ev*n  these  bones  from  insult  to  proiect, 
Some  fi-ail  memoriał  still  erected  nigh, 

With   uncouth  rhymes  and  shapeless  sculpturę 
dcck'd, 
Implorcś  the  passing  tribute  of  a  sigh, 

Their  name,  their  years,  spelt  by  th'  unlctt€r'd  Muse, 
^ilic  place  of  famę  and  elegy  swpply  ł 

And  many  a  holy  text  arouna  snę  strew», 
That  teach  the  rusŁic  moralist  to  die. 

For  who,  to  dumb  Fonictfulness  a  prey, 
This  pleasing  anxious  being  e*er  resign'd, 

JLeft  the  warm  precincts  of  the  cheerful  day, 
Nor  cast  one  longing  lingering  look  behind  ł 


On  sooM  fond  breast  the 
*  Saipe  i>ious  (TrcTpś  rTie"  ^    _         _ 

Ev'ii  from  the  torab  the  voice  of  Naturę  cries, 
'Ev'n  iu  our  ashes  live  theu"  wonted  fires ". 


;  parting  soul  rcli^> 
cioRuig  eye  rcqijTres  j 


»  Ch'i  vcggio  nel  pensier,  dolce  mip  fuoco, 
Fred  da  u  na  lingua,  et  due  begli  occhi  chiusi 
Rimancr  doppo  noi  pitn  dl  faville. 
^  •  Petrarch,  Son.  169. 


For  thee,  who,  mindftil  of  th>  imhono«r'd  dead, 
I)ost  in  these  lines  their  artless  tale  relatc; 

If  chance,  by  lonely  Contcmplation  led, 
Some  kindrcd  spirit  shall  inquire  thy  fatc, 

* 

Haply  some  hoary-headed  swain  may  say, 
'*  Oft  have  we  seen  him  at  the-  peep  of  dawn 

Drushing  with  hasty  steps  th«*  dews  away 
To  meet  the  Sun  upon  the  upland  lawn. 

"  Thcre  at  the  foot  of  yooder  nodding  becch 
That  wreathes  its  old  fantai^tic  roots  ^  high. 

His  listless  lensrth  et  noontide  wo^d  h«  strctchy 
And  porę  upon  the  brook  that  Ribbles  by. 

"  Hard  by  yon  wpod,  now  smiling  as  io  sconii» 
Muttering  his  wayward  fancięs  he  woald  nw^ 

Now  driKiping  woful  wan,  llke  bne  forlom, 

Or  crazM  with  carc,  or  crossM  in  hopelefs  lovc. 

"One  mom  I  missM  him  on  the  customM  hiU, 
Along  the  heath  ańd  near  bis  favourite  tree ; 

Another  came :  nor  yet  beside  the  rill. 
Nor  up  the  lawu,  nor  at  the  wcK)d  was  he ; 

"  The  next  with  dirges  due  in  sad  array      [born©. 

Slow  through  the  cburch-way  [i^tb  we  saw  him 
Approach  and  read  (for  thou  canst  read)  the  lay, 

Grav*d  on  the  stooe  beneath  yon  agcd  tfaom.'* 

THE  EPITAPH. 

Here  rests  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  Earth,    ^^^ 
A  youth  to  fortunę  and  to  famę  unknown,    ^  , 

Fair  Science  frownM  not  on  his  humble  biith. 
And  Melancholy  markM  him  for  her  own. 


Jt/' 


^u- 


Large  was  his  bounty,  and  his  soul 'sincerc, 
Hcaren  did  a  recompense  as  largcly  seod : 

He  gave  to  Misery  all  he  had,  a  tcar ;  [firicnd. 

He  gain^d  from  Heaven  (^twas  all  he  wish'd}  a 
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)  further  seek  his  merits  to  disciose, 
Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  drcad  abode, 
(Thcre  they  alikc  in  trembling  bope  oattfi&') 
Tl^e  bosóm  of  his  Father  and  liis  God'. 


THE  PROGRESfi  OF  POESY. 

A  PINUAKIC  ODE. 

ću  TO wav  /pułntwr 7«7łf«' 

Pindar.  Olym.  ii. 


ABYERTISEMENT.      /^ 

When  the  author  first  published  this  and  the  fol- 
lowing  ode,  he  was  advised,  evea  by  his  friends, 
to  gubjołn  some  few  expłanatory  notes ;  but  had 
too  much  respect  for  the  underStanding  of  hią 
readers  to  iake  that  iiberty. 


3 prerentosa  spcme.      Petrarch.  Soo.  1 14. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  POJESY. 


I. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  POESY.  U9 

•  J  0*er  her  warm  cheek,  and  rising  bosom,  inove 
The  bloom  of  young  Desire,  and  purple  light  of 


AwiKB,  .£olmii  lyres  awake  ■, 

Aod  give  to  rapture  all  thy  trembling  strings. 

Fraoi  HeKcon*8  harmonious  spnngs 

A  tboosand  rills  thetr  n^v  progress  take; 

Tbe  laaghtng  fhmen  that  round  them^loWy 

Drink  life  and  fragrance  as  tbey  flow. 

No«r  the  rich  streiim  of  iniistc  wiods  along, 

Deep,  majcstic,  smooth,  and  stróng, 

.Thfoogh  Tcrdant^ales,  and  Ceres*  golden  reign : 

Nov  rolling  doii-^^ie  steep  amain, 

Headlong,  impetuous,  sec  it  poar : 

Tbe  rocks,  and  nodding  g^ve9,  rebellow  to  the  roar. 

Oh !  sovereign  oftbe  willin^  soul  \ 
Pareot  of  sveet  and  solemn-breathiiig  aira, 
Eochanting  shell !  the  sullen  cares, 

Aod  frantłc  passioos,  hear  thy  soft  control: 
On  Thracia's  hills  the  lord  of  war 
Has  cnrbM  the  fury  of  his  car, 
Aod  druppM  bis  tbirsty  lance  at  thy  command  i 
Pi^rcbing  on  the  acepter^d  band  ^ 
Of  Jove,  Łby  magie  Iiills  the  feather^d  king 
With  mfHed  plutnes,  and  flagging  wing : 
QnenchM  in  dark  clouds  of  slumber  lie 
Tbe  tercocir  of  his  beak,  and  Hghtning  of  his  eye. 

Thee  tbe  Toice,  the  dance,  obey  ^, 

Temper'd  to  thy  warbled  lay, 

0'er  Idalia*s  velvet-green 

The  rosy-crowned  Loves  are  seen. 

On  Cytberea*s  day, 

With  antic  sports  and  b1ue-e3r*d  pleasures, 

Frisking  light  in  frolic  meoi^ures ; 

Now  pursuing,  now  retreatingi 

Kow  in  circUng  troops  thcy  meet : 

To  bnsk  notes  in  cadence  beating 

Glance  thenr  many-twinkliiig  fwt'. 

93o«  ineltingstrains  thelrqncen*sapproach  declare: 

Where*er  ihe  tnrns,  the  Graces  homage  pay. 

With  aits  sublime,  that  float  upon  the  air, 

la  gliding  state  she  wins  her  easy  way : 

*  Awake,  my  glory :  awnke,  lute  and  harp. 

David*s  Psalms. 
Fhidar  stylesbis  own  poptry  with  its  musical  accom- 
paniments, AmXii2( /X9^^«  Aii>.thc •y^ifiai,  AloUi-My-arfon) 
avxjŻ7.   £olian  song,  JEoIian  strings,  the  breatb  of 
tbe  .£ol'ran  flute. 

The  sal^ect  and  simile,  as  usual  with  Pindar,  are 
United.  Tbe  Tarious  sources  of  poetiy,  wbich  gives 
life  and  lustre  to  al  I  its  toucbes,  are  bero  described ; 
its  qoiet  majestic  prpgress  enricbing  erery  subject 
(othenKise  dry  and  barren)  witb  a  pomp  cdP  diction 
and  Iwrariant  barmony  of  numbers ;  and  its  morc 
ri|iid  and  trresistible  coiirse,  when  swoln  and  hur- 
liei  away  by  tbe  conflict  uf  tumultuous  passions. 

'  Power  ci  barmony  to  ca] m  the  turbulent  sal- 
lies  of  tbe  souL  Tbe  thoughts  are  borrowed  from 
the  first  Pytbian  of  Pindar. 

)  This  is  a  faint  imitation  of  tome  incomparablc 
lioes  in  tbe  same  ode. 

4  Power  of  barmony  to  prodnce  all  the  graces  of 
.DOtion  in  tbe  body. 

Homer,  Od.  e. 


II. 

Man's  feeble  tace  what  ills  await ', 
Labour,  and  Penury,  the  racks  of  Pain, 
Disease,  and  Sorrow^s  weeping  train, 

And  Death,  sad  refuge  firom  the  stoitos  of  Fate ! 
The  fond  complaint,  my  song,  disprore. 
And  justify  the  laws  of  Jove. 
Say,  bas  be  given  in  vain  the  heavenly.  Muse  ? 
Nigbt,  and  all  ber  siekły  dews, 
Her  spectres  wan,  and  birds  of  boding  ci^v 
He  gives  to  rangę  tbe  dreary  sky : 
Till  down  the  ea«tem  clif&  afar  «  [war. 

Jiyperion's  march  tbey  spy,  Stnd  glittering  shafts  of 

• 

9  In  dimes  beyiond  tbe  solar  *'Poad, 
Wbere  sbaggy  forms  o*er  ice-built  mountains  roam> 
The  Muse  has  broke  the  twłlight  gloom 

To  cheer  the  shirering  nati\'e*s  duli  abode; 
And  oft,  beneath  the  odorous  shade 
Of  Cbili*s.bouhdless  forests  laid, 
She  deigns  to  hear  the  savage  youtb  repeat 
Tn  loose  numbers  ukildly  sweet 
Their  feather-cinctur'd  chief?,  and  dusky  !oves. 
Her  track,  where*w  tbe  goddess  roves, 
(Hory  pursue,  and  generous  Shame, 
Tb'  unconquerable  mind,  and  Freedom*s  holy  flame. 

Woods,  that  wave  o*er  Delpbi^s  steep  ", 
Isles,  that  crown  th'  iEgean  deep,  * 
Fields,  that  cool  Hissus  łaves, 
Or  wbere  Maeander*s  amber  waves 
In  tingering  labyrinths  creep, 
How  do  your  tuneful  Echoes  langulsb 
Mute,  bat  to  the  yoice  of  Anguish  ^       ' 

Phrynichus,  apud  Athensum. 

7  To  compensate  the  real  and  imaginary  ills  of 
life,  tbe  Muse  was  given  to  mankind  by  the  sanie 
Prrł%ndence  that  sends  the  day,  by  its  cheerful  pre- 
sence,  to  dispel  the  gloom  and  terrours  of  tbe 
nigbt 

"  Or  seen  the  momtng*8  well-appointed  stAr 

Come  marching  up.tbe  eastem  hills  afar. 

Cowley. 

9  Kxtcnsive  influence  of  poetic  genius  over  the 
remotest  and  most  uncivilized  nations:  its  eon- 
nection  with  libcrty,  ind  the  virtuc8  that  natturaHy 
attend  on  it.  [See  the  Rrse,  Norwegian,  and  Weish 
fragments,  tbe  Łapland  and  American  soUgs.] 

'O  Kxtra  anni  8o1i8que  vias Virgil. 

Tutta  tontana  dal  camin  deJ  sole. 

Petrarch.  Caozon  2. 

"  Prągress  of  poetry  from  Oreece  to  Itały,  and 
from  Itały  to  England.  Chaucer  was  not*  una(v. 
quaintcd  with  the  writings  of  Dante,  or  of  Petrarch. 
The  earl  of  Surrey,  and  sir  Thomas  Wyatt,  had 
travelled  in  Ital}',  and  had  formed  their  tosfe  thcre; 
$l>en8er  imit^ted  the  Italian  writers;  Milton  i ni- 
proved  on  them :  but  this  school  expired  soon  afler 
the  Rcstoratiou,  and  a  new  one  an>9e  on  the  Frencb 
model,  whlch  hai  subsisted  erer  sincc. 
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f  WYiere  each  old  poetic  momitaiii 
'       Inspintion  breath'd  around : 
Every  shmde  and  balk>w'd  fiountam 

Munaar'd  deep  a  solemn  sound : 
Till  the  sad  Nioe,  ia  Greece^s  evłl  hour, 

Left  their  Pamasus,  for  the  LaŁian  plains. 
Alike  they  scorn  the  pomp  of  tyrant-power, 

And  <x>ward  Vice,  iłiat  revel8  in  hor  chaias. 
When  Latmm  bad  her  lofty  spińt  lost, 
Thej  flought,  oh  Albioa!  oext  thy  sea-enctrcled  coast 

m. 

Par  from  the  Sun  and  aummer-gale, 
In  thy  grreen  lap  «as  Nature*s  darling  **  ]aid, 
What  time,  where  hicid  Atod  stnty^d. 

To  hitn  the  mighty  motber  did  iinveił 
Her  airful  face :  the  dauntleas  child 
Stretcfa'd  forth  his  little  arms,  and  smird. 
'^This  pencil  Uke,"  she  said,  <' whofle  oolours  elear 
Richly  paint  the  vemal  year : 
Hiine  too  tbese  gddeo  fceys,  immortal  boy ! 
This  cśn  uniock  the  gates  of  Joy; 
Of  Horrour  that,  and  thriłling  fean, 
Or  ope  the  sacred  sourpe  of  sympatiietic  tean. 

Kor  second  be '),  that  iDde  sublime 

Upoa  the  serapb-wings  of  Ecstasy, 

Tbe  secrets  of  th'  abyss  to  spy. 
He  pas8'd  the  flaming  boiiods  of  place  and  time  *-*: 
The  liring  throne,  the  sapphire-blaze  '^ 
Where  angels  tremhle,  wliiie  they  gazę, 
He  8aw  ;  but,  blasted  with  exces8  of  light, 
Clo8*d  his  eyes  in  endless  night  >^. 
Behold,  where  Dryden^s  less  presumptuous  car, 
Wide  o'er  the  fields  of  Glory  bear 
Two  courses  of  ethereal  race  *^, 
With  necks   in  thunder  ckith'd  '*,  and  long-re- 
aounding  pace. 

Hark,  his  hands  the  lyre  exp]ore ! 

]prłght-ey'd  Fancy  bovering  o'er 

Scatters  from  her  pictnrM  urn 

Tboughts,  that  breatbe,  and  words,  that  bnro  ^9, 

But  ah  !  His  heard  no  morę  ^ — 

Ohi  lyre  diviue,  what  daringspirit 

Wakes  thee  now  ?  thoogb  hc  inherit 

"  Shakspeare. 

w  Milton. 

'4  ...  flammantia  moenia  mundi.      Łucretius. 

■  s  For  tbe  spirit  of  the  living  creature  was  in  the 
wheels — And  ab()ve  tbe  firniami^ut,  that  was  over 
^  their  heads,  was  the  likencss  of  a  throne,  as  the 
appearancć  of  a  sapphire^tone. — This  was  tlic  ap- 
pearance  of  the  glory  of  thu  Lord.  Ezekiel  L  !20, 
26,  28. 

Hom.  Odys. 

'7  Meant   to  express  -  the  stately  march  and 
Bounding  energy  of  Dryden's  rh3rines. 

'*  Hast  thou  cloibed  his  neck  with  thunder? 

Job. 

'9  Words,  that  weep,  and  tears,  that  speak. 

.   Cowley.. 

*°  We  have  had,  in  our  language,  no  othcr  odes 
of.  tbe  sublime  kmd,  than  that  of  Drydea  on  St. 


Nor  the  pride,  nor  ample  pinioii* 

That  the  Theben  eagle  »  bear 

Sailing  with  supremę  dominion 

Through  the  azure  deep  of  air : 

Yet  oft  before  his  infant  eyes  would  mn 

Such  forms  as  glitter  in  the  Mose^s  ray 

With  orient  hues,  unborrow'd  of  the  Sun : 

Yet  sball  he  mount,  and  keephis  distaul wsy 

Beyond  Uie  limits  of  m  Yulgar  iate, 

Beneath  tbe  good  bow  fer — but  fiur  above  the 
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ADVERT|BBMBMT. 

The  following  Ode  is  founded  on  a  traditioo  cnrrent 
in  Wales,  that  Edward  tbe  First,  when  be  com- 
pleated  the  conąuest  of  that  country,  orderedall 
the  Barda,  that  fell  into  his  hands,  to  be  puŁ  to 
death. 


I. 

^'  RoiN  seize  thee,  nithless  king ! 
Confusion  on  thy  banners  wait, 
Thougb,  fann*d  by  Conquest's  crimson  wing, 
They  mock  the  air  with  idle  stat^  '. 
Heim,  nor  hauberk*s'  twisted  mail, 
ffor  e'en  thy  virtues,  tyrant,  sball  avail 
fTo  saTe  thy  secret  soul  from  nightly  fears, 
jFrom  Cambria*s  curse,  from  Cambria's  tears  !^ 
jSuch  were  the  sounds,  that  o*er  tbe  ^crested  pridf 
Of  the  first  Edward  scatter'd  wild  dismay, 
As  down  the  steep  of  Snowdon*84  shaggy  side 
He  wound  with  toilsome  march  his  loog  array. 

Cecilia's  day :  for  Cowley  (who  bad  his  merit)  y€| 
wanted  judgment,  style,  and  barmony,  for  such  a 
task.  That  of  Pope  is  not  worthy  ói  so  great  a 
man.  Mr.  Mason,  indeed,  of  late  days,  has  toocbed 
the  tnie  chords,  and  with  a  masterly  band,  in  soma 
of  his  chomses— aboye  all,  in  the  last  of  Caiac* 
tacus. 

Hark !  heard  ye  not  yon  footstep  dread  ?  &c 

"  Ali;  icf^M  ocpnx'*  •^ciby.  Olymp.  2.  IHndar  oom* 
pares  himself  to  that  bird,  and  his  enemies  to  ra- 
vens  that  croak  and  clamoor  in  vain  below,  whlle 
it  pursues  its  flight,  regardless  of  their  ntMse. 

'  Mocking  the  air  with  colours  idiy  spread. 

Shakspeare's  King  John* 

'  The  hanberk  was  a  texture  of  steet  ringletis  or 
rings  interwoven,  forming  a  coat  of  mail,  that  sat 
close  to  the  body,  and  adapted  itself  to  every  mo* 
tion. 

9  — ^TTie  crested  adder^s  prid& 

Dryden\i  Indian  Oueeiit 

4  Snowdon  was  a  name  given  by  tbe  Saxons  to 
that  mouutainous  tract,  which  the  Welsh  them- 
selvt8  cail  Craigian-eryri :  it  incindedalt  the  high- 
lands  of  Caerparvonshire  and  Meriooethshire,  as 
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9loot  6io'cters  itood  aglitrt  in  fpeeohleti  trance: 
T6  annt!  ciiad  MoitimarS  and  ooaehM  hu  ąiii- 
Tcnnif  HUicG* 


a  rock,  who^  bangfaty  Inroir 
Frewu  0*9  old  Gonway*!  foamiog  flood^ 
Bob*d  in  the«l>le  garb  of  woe, 
With  baggard  eyes  the  poet  fltood ; 
(LooK  hM  beardT,  and  bocry  bair 
StRam*d,  like  a  meteor,  to  tbe  troabM  atr*) 
ind  with  a  master^s  hand,  and  propheC^t  flre, 
Stnick  the  deep  soriows  of  bis  l3rre. 
*■  Harfc,  how  eat^riant-oak,  and  desert  ca?e, 
Sghs  to  tiie  ton^Ps  awful  voioe  beneath ! 
0'er  thee,  oh  \h^  tbeir  hundred  arms  they  weaTC^ 
8evenge  on  thee  in  boaner  marmnn  breathe ; 
Voea]  DO  morę,  sińce  Cambria's  iatal  day, 
To  bigb-born  Hod^s  barp,  or  soft  IJe«ellyn'8  lay. 

"Cold  18  CadwaIlo's  tongne^ 

That  basb'd  the  stormy  main ; 

Biave  Uricn  sleeps  npon  bis  cniggy  bed  : 

Hoontams,'  ye  moarn  in  Tatn 

Modred,  whcise  magie  song 

Bfade  huge  PlinUmmon  b^  hit  ck>ud-top*d  bead. 

Od  dieary  ArvoQ's  shore  9  they  lie^    ' 

Smear*d  witb  gore,  and  gbastly  pale : 

Far,  &r  aloof  tb*  affngbted  rayens  sail : 

The  ftmisb^d  eagle  ^  screams,  and  passes  by. 

Betr  lost  oompaubns  of  my  taneful  art, 

Dear,  aa  tbe  Iight  that  risits  these  sad  eyes, 

Dear,  aa  the  niddy  drops  that  waim  my  heart ", 

Ye  died  amidst  yoar  dying  oountry'8  cries— 

bt  east  as  the  ńrer  Conway.  R.  Hygden,  speak- 
iog  of  the  castle  of  Conway,  built  by  king  Edward 
the  Fint,  sajrs,  **  Ad  ortmn  amnis  Conway  ad  cli- 
▼om  moods  Erery;''  and  Matthew  of  Westminster, 
(ad  ann.  1283,)  "  Apud  Aberconway  ad  pedes 
ffODtis  Soowdonae  fecit  erigi  castrom  forte.^' 

s  Gilbeft  de  Oare,  sumamed  the  Red,  eai;^  of 
GkMicester  and  Hertford,  son-in-law  to  king  £d* 
ward. 

*  Edmond  de  Mortimer,  lord  of  Wigmore. 

They  botb  were  lords-marchers,  whose  tands  lay 
on  the  borders  of  Wales,  and  probably  accom- 
paoied  tbe  kiog  in  bis  expedition. 

f  The  image  was  taken  from  the  well-known 
petureof  Raphael,  representing  the  Supremę  Being 
ra  the  Tision  of  Ezekiel :  there  are  two  of  these 
paiotings,  (botb  belieyed  original)  one  at  Florence, 
theotberatParis. 

'  Shone,  like  a  meteor,  streaming  to  the  wind. 

MiltoD's  Paradise  Lost 

9  The  shores  of  Caemanronsbire  opposite  to  the 
irie  of  Anglesey. 

'^  Gamdeo  and  others  obserre,  that  eagles  osed 
aanoally  to  build  tbeir  aerie  among  the  rocks  of 
Saowdon,  which  from  thence  (as  some  thmk)  were 
aamed  by  the  Welsh  Craigian-eryri,  or  tbe  cragsof 
the  eaglek  At  this  day  (I  am  told)  the  bighest 
point  of  Snowdon  is  calkd  The  Eagle^t  Nett.  That 
bied  ia  certainly  no  stranger  to  this  island,  as  the 
Scots,  and  tbe  people  of  Cumberland,  Westmore- 
land,  fcc  can  testify :  it  even  bas  baiłt  its  ncst  in 
the  Pteak  of  Derbyshire.  Sec  WiUoagbby'8  Orni- 
thoL    Piiblisbed  by  Ray. 

"  As  dear  to  me  as  are  tbe  mddy  ^iops, 
That  Tiiit  my  nd  he«rt.     Shaksp.  ^ul,  Gm. 


No  morę  I  ^^^ep* «  They  do  not  sleep. 

On  yonder  clim,  a  griesly  band, 
I  see  them  sit,  they  linger  yet, 

ATengers  of  their  nati^e  land  : 
Witb  me  in  dreadful  harmony  they  jdn. 
And  weave  with  bloody  bands  the  tissue  of  thy 
line». 

n. 

" '  Wea^e  tbe  warp,  and  weare  the  woof« 

Hie  winding-sheet  of  fidward's  race. 
GiTe  ample  nx>m,  and  verge  enough 

Tbe  cbaracters  of  Heli  to  tracę. 
Maik  the  year,  and  mark  tbe  night, 
When  Sevem  shall  re-ecbo  with  affright 
Tbe  sbrieks  of  death,  through  Berklejr^s  rooft  that 
Shrieks  of  an  agoftizing  king ;  [ring  '^^ 

She-wolf  of  France  '4,  with  unrelentmg  fimgs, 
That  tears  the  bowels  of  thy  mangled  matę, 
From  thee  be  bom,  who  o^er  thy  country  hanga 
Thescourgeof  HeaT«n'S.  Whatterroursroundhini 

waiti 
Ama2emeDt  in  his  Tan,  with  Flight  combin*d ; 
And  Sorrow's  £aded  form,  and  Solitude  behindL 

"  *  Mighty  Victor,  mighty  Lord, 
Low  on  his  funeral  couch  be  lies  *^ ! 
No  pitying  heart,  no  eye,  afford 
A  tear  to  grace  his  obseąuies. 
Is  tbe  sable  warrior  '7  fled  ? 
Thy  son  is  gone.     He  rests  among  the  dead. 
The  Bwarm,  that  in  tbe  noon-tide  l^m  were  bom; 
Gone  to  salote  tbe  rising  Mora. 
Fair  langhs  the  Moro  **,  and  soft  the  Zephyr  blows, 
While  proudly  riding  o'er  the  azure  realm 
In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  ve8set  goes  ; 
Youth  on  the  prow,  and  Pleasure  at  the  hełm  $ 
Regardless  of  the  sweeping  Whirlwind*s  sway, 
That,  bush*d  in  grim  repose,  ezpects  his  erening- 
prey. 

«  *  Fili  high  tbe  sparkling  bowl, 

Hie  rich  repast  prepare: 

Reft  of  a  crown,  he  yet  may  share  the  feast  ^  t 

Ckne  by  the  regal  chair 

Feli  Thirst  and  Pamine  scowl 

A  baleful  smile  upoo  thehr  baflled  guest. 

'*  See  the  Norwegjan  Ode,  that  foliowa. 

>3  Edward  the  Second,  craelly  bntchered  ia 
Berkley  castle. 

>4  Isabel  of  France,  Edward  the  Second*8  adal- 
terous  ąueen* 

>s  Triumphs  of  Edward  the  Third  in  France. 

><  Death  of  that  king,  abandoned  by  his  chil- 
dren,  and  even  robbed  it  bis  last  moments  by  his 
courtiers  and  his  mistress. 

■7  Edward  the  Blaok  Pńnce,  dead  ioraetime 
before  his  fatber. 

>•  MagniOcence  of  Richard  the  Second's  reign. 
See  Froissard,  and  otber  contemporaty  writers. 

'•  Richard  the  Second  (as  we  are  told'by  arch- 
bisbop  Soroop  and  the  confederate  lords  in  theit 
manifesto,  by  Thomas  of  Wałsingham,  attd  all  the 
older  writers)  was  8tarved  to  death.  The  story  of 
his  assasshiation  by  Sir  "Sysn  of  'EasM^  is  of  nuck 
later  datę. 
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Heard  ye  the  din  of  battłe  bray^, 

lance  to  lance,  and  horse  to  horse ! 

Long  yeaiś  of  havoc  urge  tbetr  destin^d  coorse, 

-And  through  thekindred  sauadrons  mowtheirway. 

Ye  towers  of  Julius  **,  London^s  lasting  shame, 

"With  many  a  foul  and  midnight  murther  fed, 

Revere  his  consort^s  *'  fiaith,  his  father's  *3  fame> 

And  spare  the  meek  usarper's  ^  boly  bead. 

Above,  below,  the  rosę  *'  of  snów, 

TwinM  with  hcr  blushing  foe  we  spread :  * 

The  bristJed  boar  **  in  infant  gore 

Wallows  beneath  the  thorny  shade. 

Now,  brothers,  bending  o*er  th'  aceut^ed  loom, 

9tamp  we  our  rengeance  deep,  and  ratlfy  his  doom. 

IIL 

<< '  Edward,  lo !  to  sudden  łatę  ' 

(Weare  we  the  woof.    The  thread  is  span.) 

Half  of  thy  heart  we  consecrate  *7. 

(The  web  is  wove.    The  work  is  done.)* 

Stay,  oh  stay !  nor  thus  forlom 

Leave  me  upbless^d,  unpitied,  here  to  moom : 

Jn  yon  bright  track,  that  fires  the  western  skies, 

They  melt,  they  vanish  from  my  eyes. 

But  oh !  what  solemn  scenes  on  Snowdon^s  height 

Descending  slow  their  glittering  skirts  umoU } 

Yisbns  of  glory,  spare  my  aching  sight 

Ye  unbom  ages,  crowd  not  od  my  soul ! 

No  morę  our  long-lost  Arthur**  we  bewail. 

All-hail,  ye  genuinekings  ^;  Bntannia*s  issne,  hail  I 

"  Girt  with  many  a  baron  bold 
Sublime  their  stanry  fronts  they  rear; 
And  gorgeous  dames  and  statesmen  old, 
In  bearded  majcsty,  appear. 

»•  Kuinons  civil  wars  of  York  and  Lancaster. 

•'  Henry  the  Slxth,  George  duke  of  Clarence, 
Edward  the  Fifth,  Richard  dukc  of  York,  3cc.  be- 
liered  to  be  mnrdered  secretly  in  the  tower  of 
London.  The  oldest  part  of  tb^t  structure  is-ml- 
garly  attributed  to  Juliys  C4P5ar. 

**  Margaret  of  Anjou,  a  woman  of  beroic  spiritt 
who  struggled  bard  to  save  her  husband  and  her 
V;rown. 

«  Henry  the  Ftfth. 

^  Henry  the  Sixth,  very  ndar  being  canonized. 
The  linę  of  Lancaster  had  no.rigtit  of  inheritilnce 
Jto  the  crown. 

'}  The  wbite  and  red  roses,  deyices  of  York  and 
Lancaster. 

^  The  st1ver-boar  was  the  badge  of  Richard  the 
Third  j  wbence  be  was  nt^uaily  known  in  his  c>wn 
time  by  the  name  bf  The  Boar. 

^  Eleanor  of  Castile  died  a  few  yeara  after  the 
conquest  of  Wales.  The  herdc  proof  shc  gave  of 
łier  affeotion  for  her  loi-d  is  well  known.  The  mo- 
numents  of  his  regret,  and  sorruw  for  the  loss  of 
her,  are  still  to  be  scen  at  Northampton,  Gedding- 
ton,  Waltham,  and  other  places. 

^  It  was  the  common  belief  of  the  Wełsh  na- 
tion,  that  king  Arthur  was  still  alive  in  Fairy-Iaiid, 
fUłd  should  return  again  to  reign  orer  Britain. 

*9  Both  Merli n  and  Taliessin  had  propfaesied, 
that  tbe  Welsh  should  regain  their  8overełgnty 
over  this  islaiid ;  which  seemied  tp  be  accomplisbed 
in  ih^  b9use  of  Tudi^r. 
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• 

In  the  midflt  a  form  dinne !  , 
Her  eye  proclaims  ber  of  the  Briton-line; 
Her  lion-port^,  her  awe-comm anding  face, 
Attempei^d  sweet  to  Tirgin-grace. 
What  strings  sympbonious  tremble  in  the  alr, 
What  strains  of  vocal  transport  round  ber  play^ 
Hear  from  the  grave,  ajpat  Taliessin  3'.  hear; 
They  breathe  a  lool  to  animate  thy  clayt 
Bright  rapture  calls,  and  soaring,  as  she  siogs, 
Waves  in  the  eye  of  Hearen  her  inan|;jcobor^4 
wjngs. 

"  The  Tene  adom  agunr  ^ 

Fierce  War,  and  iaithful  Love  A 

And  Truth  8evere,  by  fairy  FicoK  dresC 

In  buskinM  measures^  moTe 

Pale  Grief,  and  pleastng  Pain, 

With  Horroiir,  tyrani  df  the  tbrobbing  breacL 

A  voice34,  as  of  the  cherub-choir, 

Gales  from  blooming  Eden  bear ; 

And  distaut  warblings^'  iessen  on  my  ear, 

That  lost  in  long  futurity  expire.  [cloud, 

Fond  impious  man,  think^st  tbou,   yon  san] 

Rais'd  by  thy  breath,  bas  quench'd  the  orb  of 

To  morrow  he  repairs  the  goldcn  flood. 

And  warms  the  nations  with  redoubled  ray. 

Enough  for  me:  with  joy  I  see 

The  different  doom  our  Fates  assign. 

Be  thine  Despair,  and  scepter^d  Care : 

To  triumph,  and  to  die,  are  minę." 

He  spokc,  aod  headlongfrom  the  mountain^s  heighl 

I>eep  in  the  roaring  tide  be  plung'd  to  endlcss  nigb^ 
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FATAL  SISTERS. 

AN  ODB  '. 

[raOlf  THB  KOtSB-TOKGOB.} 

ORCADRR  OP  THORMOSUS  TOMSOt  HAFNIE  169^*, 
rOŁIO;    AND  AŁ80  IN  BAaniOŁINOJ. 

Vitt  er  oprit  fyńr  valfaUi,  &c. 


PREPACK* 

In  the  elcvcnth  century,  Słgurd>  eari  of  *bc  Orfc- 
ney-islands,  went  with  a  fleet  of  ships  and  a  oon- 
siderable  body  of  troopf  into  IreUnd,  to  the  assłst* 

^  Speed,  relating  an  audience  giren  by  queca 
Elizabeth  to  Paul  Dzialinski,  ambasaador  <i  Po- 
land,  says,  *<  And  thus  she,  lion-like  rising,  dauntf4 
the  malapert  orator  no  less  with  her  stately  port 
and  majestical  deportnre,  ihan  with  the  tartnesee 
of  her  princelie  cheke& 
^  ^'  Taliessin,  chief  of  the  bards,  flourished  in  the 
sixth  century.  His  works  are  still  prvserved,  and 
his  memory  held  in  high  Teneration  amoog  hit 
V(x>untrymen. 

^*  Fierce  wars  and  fiłithful  love8  shall  moraliz* 
my  aong^ 
Spenser^s  Fioeme  to  the  Fairy  Queea. 
u  Shakspeare. 
34  Milton. 

'*  The  succession  of  poets  after  Mitton's  time. 
'  The  authoronce  hadthoughta  (in  concert  witb 
ą  fńend  j  iii  stYiug  The  iliitory  of  fąglisb  Poetry  .• 
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ance  of  Sctryg  with  the  SilkeD  Beard,  who  was 
tben  making  war  oa  bis  fotber-in-law  Brian,  king 
of  Dublin :  the  earl  and  all  his  forces  were  cut  tu 
pieces;  and  Sictryg  was  in  danger  of  a  total  de- 
fest;  but  the  enemy  had  a  greater  loss,  by  the 
dnth  of  Bńan,  their  king,  who  fell  in  the  actioo. 
Oo  Christnias^ay,  (the  day  of  the  battle)  a  native 
of  Caithness,  i  a  Scotland,  saw  at  a  distance,  a  num- 
ber  of  persons  on  honeback,  ńding  fuli  speed  to- 
wards  a  bill,  and  seeming  to  enter  into  ijt.  Cuń* 
osity  led  him  to  foUow  them,  tili,  looking  through 
an  opeoing  in  the  rocks,  be  saw  twelve  gigantic 
figures,  resembli^  women:  they  were  ali  em- 
l^óyed  about  a  Soni ;  and  as  they  wove,  they 
tang  the  foliowi^  dreadful  sOng;  whicb  wben 
they  bad  finished,  they  tore  the  web  into  twelve 
pieces,  and  (each  taking  ber  portion)  galloped  siic 
lo  the  north,,aiKl  as  many  to  the  south. 
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I  < 


AM  ODŁ 


Now  the  stonn  begins  łó  lour, 

(Hastę,  the  loom  of  Heli  prepare,) 
IroD4leet3  of  arrowy  shower 

Hurdes  ^  in  the  darken*d  air. 

Glittering  lanfies  are  the  joom, 

Wbere  the  dusky  warp  we  strain, 
Weaviiig  many  a  soldier^s  doom, 

Orkney's  woe,  and  Randver's  ban^ 

8ee  the  griesly  teztnre  grow, 

(T:s  cif  human  entrails  madę) 
kii  the  weights  that  play  below, 

£ach  a  gasping  warrior^s  bead. 

Shafts  for  shattles,  dipt  in  gore, 

Sboot  the  trembling  cords  along  | 
finrd,  that  once  a  monarch  borę, 

Ke4»  the  tinne  close  aud  stroog. 

In  the  introdnction  to  it  be  pieant  to  ha^e  produced 
siftie  specimens  of  the  style  that  reigned  in  ancient 
tioKS  amoog  the  ndghbouring  nations,.or  those 
wfao  bad  siibdued  the  greater  part  of  this  island, 
and  were  our  progenitors;  the  following  tbree  imi« 
tatlflos  madę  a  part  of  them.  He  bas  long  sińce 
dropped  his  design,  eąiecially  after  be  had  heard 
that  it  was  already  in  the  bands  of  a  person  well 
qualified  to  do  it  Justice,  both  by  his  taste,  and  bis 
jesearcbes  into  antiquity.  ^kp; 

'  The  Va1kyriur  were  female  divinitie9,  servants 
of  Odin  (or  Wóden)  in  the  Gothic  mythology. 
Their  n^me  sigłii6es  choosen  of  the  slain*  They 
vere  mounted  on  swift  horses,  with  drawn  swords 
ID  their  bands ;  and  in  the  throng  of  battle  se- 
lected  soch  as  were  destined  tos1aughter,and  con- 
docŁed  them  to  Yalkalla,  the  hall  of  Odin,  or  pa- 
ladise  of  the  brave ;  where  they  atteoded  the  ban- 
qaeŁ,  and  serred  the  depatted  heroes  with  boms  of 
Bwad  and  ale. 

3  How  qnick  they  whodM ;  and  flymg,  behind 

them  sbot 
Sharp  sleet  of  arrowy  shower— 

*  Milton^s  Paradise  Regained. 

4  The  noiie  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air. 

ghakspcare!s  Juliibs  Caesar.       ] 


Mista  black,  terrific  maid, 

Sangride,  and  Hilda  see, 
Join  the  wayward  work  to  aid: 

Tis  the  woof  of  victory. 

Ere  the  ruddy  Sun  be  set, 

Pikes  must  8hiver,  javelm8  sing. 

Blade  with  clattering  buckler  meet, 
Hauberk  crash,  and  helmct  ring. 

(Weave  the  cnmson  Mieb  of  war) 

Let  us  go,  and  let  ns  fly, 
Where  onr  friends  the  conflict  share, 

Where  they  triumph,  where  they  diew 

As  the  paths  of  Fate  we  tread, 

Wading  through  th'  ensanguin*d  field : 
Gondula,  and  Geira,  spread 

0*er  the  youthful  king  your  shleld. 

We  the  reins  to  Slaughter  giTe, 
Ours  to  kill,  and  ours  to  spare : 

Spite  of  danger  he  shaU  Kve. 
(Weaye  the  crimson  web  of  war) 

They,  whom  once  the  desert-heach 
Pent  within  its  bleak  domain, 

Soon  their  ample  sway  shall  stretch 
0'er  the  plenty  of  the  plain. 

Low  the  dauntless  earl  is  laid, 
GorM  with  many  a  gaping  wonnd ; 

Fate  demands  a  nobler  bead ; 
Soon  a  king  shall  bite  the  gronnd* 

Long  his  loss  shall  Eirin  weep, 
Ne^er  again  his  łikeness  see ; 

Long  ber  strains  in  sonrow  steep^ 
Strains  of  immortality  1 

Horrour  coverB  all  the  heath, 
Cloads  of  camage  biot  the  Snn. 

Sisters,  weave  the  web  of  death ; 
Sisters,  cease,  the  work  is  done. 

Hail  the  task,  and  hail  the  bands ! 

Songs  of  joy  and  triumph  sing  1 
Joy  to  the  victorions  bands : 

Triumph  to  the  younger  king. 

Mortal,  thpu  that  hear'st  the  tale, 
Leam  the  tenour  of  our  song. 

Scotland,  through  each  winding  vale 
Far  and  wide  the  notes  prolong. 

Sisters,  hence,  with  spurs  of  speed: 
.  Each  her  thundering  ialchion  wield; 
Each  bestiide  her  sable  steed. 
Hurry,  hurry  to  the  field. 


THE  DESCENT  OF  ODIN. 

AN  ODE. 
[from  THB  NORSS-TONGUB.] 

m  BAUTHOŁIMUS,  DB  CAUSIS  CONTBMMBMD JB' IIORTU  j 
HAFNIJB,  1689,  QUARTO. 

Upreis  Odinn  aUda  gauir,  &c. 

Uprosb  the  King  of  Men  with  speed,'    - 
Andjaddled  ctraight  his  coal-black  steed; 
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Down  the  yswniDg  tteep  he  Tode« 
That  leads  to  Hela'8  ■  drew  abode, 
Him  the  Dog  of  Darkneis  fpied, 
HU  shaggy  throat  he  openM  wide, 
White  from  his  jaws,  with  carnage  fiU'd, 
Foam  and  hamaD  gore  distill^d; 
Hoane  he  bays  with  hideous  din, 
Eyes  that  glow,  and  (angs  that  grin; 
And  long  punaes,  with  fruitless  jrell, 
The  father  of  the  poweffiil  ipelL 
Onward  still  his  way  he  takes» 
(The  groaning  Eaith  beneath  him  śhaket) 
Till  fuli  before  his  fearless  eyes 
The  poitals  nme  of  Heli  arise. 

Rightagaiost  the  eastem  gate. 
By  the  moss-grown  pile  he  sate ; 
Where  long  of  yore  to  sleep  was  laid 
The  dttst  of  the  prophetie  maid. 
Facing  to  the  northern  clime, 
Thńce  he  trac*d  the  Runie  rhyme  ; 
Thrice  pronounc^d,  in  acoents  dread, 
The  thrillmg  Tene  that  wakes  the  dead; 
TiU  from  out  the  hollow  giound 
Slowly  hreath'd  a  suilen  sound. 

Pa.  What  cali  unknown,  what  chaima  presume 
To  break  the  quiet  of  the  tomb ; 
Who  thus  afflicts  my  troubled  sprite, 
And  dmgs  me  from  the  realms  of  night  ? 
Jjoiag  on  these  mouldering  booes  ha^e  beat 
The  winter^s  snów,  the  summer^s  heat, 
The  drenching  dews,  and  driving  rain ! 
Let  me,  let  me  sleep  again. 
Who  is  he,  with  yoice  onblest, 
Hiat  calls  me  from  the  bed  of  rest  ? 

O.  A  trayeller,  to  thee  unknown, 
b  he  that  calls,  a  warrior*8  son. 
Thou  the  deeds  of  light  shalt  know ; 
Tell  me  what  is  done  below, 
For  whom  yon  glittering  board  is  spread* 
Drest  for  whom  yon  golden  bed. 

Pa.  Mantling  in  the  goblet,  see 
The  pure  beTerage  of  the  bee, 
0'er  it  hangs  the  shield  of  gold ; 
'Tis  the  drink  of  Balder  boid : 
Balder^  head  to  death  is  given, 
Pain  can  reach  the  sons  of  Heaven ! 
Unwilliog  I  my  lips  unclose : 
Łeaye  me,  leave  me  to  repose. 

O.  Once  again  my  cali  obey, 
Prophetess,  arise,  and  say, 
What  dangers  Odin*8  chUd  await, 
Who  the  author  of  his  fate  ? 

Pa.  In  Hoder'8  hand  the  hero^  doom: 
His  brother  sends  him  to  the  tomb. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  dose : 
Leaye  me,  1eave  me,  to  repose. 

O.  Prophetess,  my  spell  obey. 
Once  again  arise,  and  say, 
Who  th'  ayenger  of  his  guilt. 
By  whom  shall  Hoder*s  blood  be  spilt. 

Pr.  In  the  cayems  of  the  west. 
By  Odin'8  Aerce  embrace  comprert, 
A  wondro^  boy  shall  Rinda  bear, 
Who  ne'er  shall  comb  his  rayen-hair, 

>  Niflheimr,  the  Heli  of  the  Gothic  nations,  con- 
fisted  of  nine  worlds,  to  which  were  deyoted  all 
such  as  died  of  sickness,  old  age,  or  by  any  other 
means  than  in  battle :  oyer  it  presided  Jiela,  the 
goddess  of  deąth- 


Kor  wash  hi«  Tisage  in  the  stream. 
Nor  see  the  San'8  departing  beam: 
TiU  he  on  Hoder'8  cone  shall  smil^ 
Flaming  on  the  funeral  pile. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  close ; 
Leaye  me,  leaye  me,  to  repose. 

O.  Yet  a  while  my  cali  obey, 
Prophetess,  awake,  and  say, . 
What  yirgins  these,  in  speechleas  woe, 
That  bend  to  earth  their  solemn  brow, 
That  their  flaxen  tresses  tea^ 
And  snowy  yeils,  that  float  in  air. 
Ten  me  whence  their  sorrows  roae  t 
Then  I  leaye  thee  to  repose.      f 

Pa.  Ha !  no  trayeller  art  tbou 
King  of  Men,  1  know  thee  now, 
Mighttest  of  a  mighty  linę — 

O.  No  boding  maid  of  skill  diyine 
Art  thou,  nor  prophetess  of  good  i 
But  mother  of  the  giant-brood  1 

Pi.  Hie  th6e  heoce,  and  boast  at  homi^ 
That  neyer  shall  inqairer  come 
To  break  my  iron-sleep  again  ; 
Till  Lok '  his  bunt  his  tenibld  chain* 
Nerer,  till  substantial  Night 
Has  reassum'd  her  ancient  right; 
Till  wrap*d  in  flames,  in  ruin  hurl'd, 
Sinks  the  iabric  of  the  world. 


THE  TRIUMPHS  OF  OWENh 

A  FRAGMENT. 


FROM  na.  iyAK8'S  STBCIMSItS  OP  TOB  WBUB  TOKTir  ( 
ŁOMDOir,  1764,  QUARTO> 

Owni's  praise  demands  my  sbng^ 
Owen  swift  and  Owen  stroog ; 
Fairest  flower  of  Roderic*s  stem, 
Gwyneth's  4  shield,  and  Britain*s  gem* 
He  nor  heaps  hb  brooded  stores. 
Nor  all  praniaely  poun ; 
Lord  of  eyery  regal  art, 
liberał  hand,  and  open  heart* 

Big  with  hosts  of  mighty  name, 
Squadrons  three  against  him  came  j 
This  the  foroe  of  Eirin  hiding, 
Side  by  side  as  proudly  riding. 
On  her  shadow  long  and  gay 
Lochlin  >  ploughs  the  watery  way : 
Hiere  the  Norman  sails  afiir 
Catch  the  wind8,andjoin  thewar; 

*  Lok  18  the  eyil  being,  who  oontimies  in  chaiw 
till  the  twilight  of  the  gods  i^proaches^  when  he 
shall  break  his  bonds ;  the  human  race,  the  stan, 
and  ^on,  shall  disappear;  the  earth  sinkmthe 
seas,  and  fire  coosuroe  the  skies:  eyen  Odin  him- 
self  and  his  kindjred  deities  shall  perish.  For  a 
fiirther  explanation  of  this  mythok)^,  see  Mallefs 
Introduction  to  the  Ifistory  of  Denmark,  1755^ 
quartOb 

3  Owen  succeeded  his  father  Giiffin  in  the  prio- 
"^  cipality  of  North  Wales,  A.  D.  118.    Hiii  battk 

was  fought  uear  farty  ymn  aftenrards. 

4  North  Walei. 
s  Denmark* 


EPITAPH....STAN2AS....ODB  FOR  MUSIC. 

lladt  and  hnge  along  they  sweep, 
Bnrthens  of  the  angry  deep. 

Daantless  oo  his  nati^e  sands 
The  dngoii-9011  ^  of  Mona  standa ; 
lo  gttitering  arms  aod  glory  dreat, 
Hi^  he  rears  his  ruhy  crest. 
Tbere  the  thanderinc  strokes  begin, 
There  the  presa,  and  there  the  din ; 
TalyiDalfra's  rocky  shore 
Echonifr  to  the  battle's  roar, 
Where  his  glowing  eye-balls  tum, 
Thonsand  bannera  roand  him  born. 
Wbere  he  pointa  his  purple  spear^ 
Hasty,  hasty  foufis  there, 
Marking  with  indignant  eye 
Fear  to  stop,  and  shame  to  fly. 
Hiere  Cbarafliony  Temrai^s  cfaild^ 
Cooflict  fierce,  and  Rain  wild, 
Agoiiy»  that  pants  ftr  breath, 
Despair  and  bonoorable  Death. 


EPITAPH, 

AT  BBCKSmiAM,  ON  MK8.  CŁAin^. 

Lo!  where  Łhia sileni maible  weep6» 

A  fńend,  a  wife,  a  mother,  aleąis ; 

A  heaft,  within  whose  sacred  celi 

The  p^efiłl  -yiituea  lov*d  to  dwell : 

AflkctioD  wamiy  and  Faith  sincere^ 

And  soft  Humanity,  were  there. 

In  agony,  fal  death,  resiguM, 

Sbe  firit  the  woaod  she  left  behindr 

Her  mfeuiŁ  image,  here  below, 

Sits  smiling  on  a  father'8  woe ; 

Wbom  what  awaits,  while  yet  he  strays 

AloDg  this  lonely  vale  of  days  ? 

A  pang,  to  secreŁ  sorrow  dear  ; 

A  sigh,  an  unaTailing  tear ; 

TiU  Time  shall  every  grief  remo^e, 

With  lilie,  with  memory,  and  with  loYe. 
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Now  mooldering  fianes  and  battlements  ariae, 
Turrets  and  arches  nodding  to  their  fali, 

Unpeopled  monasteriea  cMude  our  eyes. 
And  mimie  desolation  oorers  aU. 

«  Ah  !*  said  the  sighing  peer,  ^had  B— te  been  tne^ 
Nor  G  ■      *B,  nor  B        d*i8  promiflea  been  Tain* 

Far  other  scenea  than  thia  had  grae'd  our  view. 
And  realia^d  the  horrcNUB  which  we  feign. 

"  PurgM  by  the  sword,  and  parify*d  by  fire, 
Then  had  we  aeen  prond  Łondon's  hated  walls: 

Owls  should  hare  hooCed  in  St  Peter^s  choir. 
And  faiaa  stank  and  Utter'd  m  St.  Panica.** 


ODE  FOR  MUSia 


WDOcagnsD  bt  a  vuw  op  thb  seat  and  ADIMI  AT 

KINOaCATK,  IN  KINT,  1766. 

Ołd  and  abandon'd  by  each  Tenal  friend, 
Here  H d  took  the  ptous  resolution 

Ib  smoggle  a  few  yeara,  and  striTe  to  mend 
A  broken  character  aiid  coostitution. 

Ob  tbis  congenial  spot  he  fix'd  his  choice ; 

EariGoodwin  trembled  for  his  neighb*ring  sand ; 
Here  tea-gnils  scream,  and  cormorants  rejojce, 

And  mariners,  though  ship-wreckM,  fear  to  land. 

Barę  reign  the  blustering  Nortłrand  blightingEaat, 
No  tree  i>  beard  to  whisper,  bird  to  siog ; 

Yet  Natore  ooold  not  furniah  oni  the  feast, 
Art  he  ńmrf&ea  new  tenroan  still  to  bńngp. 

*Tbe  red  dragon  is  the  deyica  of  Cadwallader, 
wkidi  all  his  desecndants  borę  on  their  banners* 

'  Wtfe  to  a  pbyiicia»  at  Epfom;  she  died  April 
W,  17i7. 


PEKrOKMBn  m  thb  SBNATB-HOUSB  AT  GA1I9BIII0B»  J^ŁT 
1,  1769,  AT  THB  INnAŁŁATlON  OF  Hlf  OBACB  AO- 
OUSTV»-HBNHY-PnZROY,  DUKB  OP  OBAPTONy  CHAIIGBI^ 
LOB  OP  THB  UMIYBBSmr. 

^*  Hbncb,  avaunt,  (^tis  holy  ground) 

Conins  and  his  midnight-crew. 
And  Tgnorauce  with  looks  profound. 

And  drcaming  Sloth  of  piiJM.bąe, 
Mad  Sfiditipn^s  ery  profane, 
S«rvjitude  that  hugs  her  chain. 
Nor  in  tbese  oonsecratediwwcfB 
Let  painted  Flattery  h  ide  her  serpent-train  in  floweKgi 
Nor  Enyy  base,  nor  creeping  Gain, 
Dare  the  Muse*8  walk  to  stain, 
While  bright-eyM  Science  watches  roundt 
Hence,  away,  'tis  holy  gnmnd  !** 

Prom  yonder  realms  of  empyrean  day 

Bursts  on  my  ear  th'  indignant  lay : 

There  sit  the  saiated  sagę,  tha  bard  ^vine^ 

The  few,  whom  genius  gave  to  shine . 

Through  erery  unbom  age  and  undisoorerM  clime. 

Rapt  in  oeiestial  transport  they, 

Yet  hitber  oft  a  glanoe  from  high 

They  send  of  tender  sympathy 

To  bless  the  place,  wbere  on  their  opening  soul 

First  the  genuine  ardour  stole. 

Twas  Milton  struck  the  deep-ton^d  shell. 

And,  as  the  chorał  warblings  round  him  swell, 

Meek  Newton's  self  bends  ftam  his  state  sublime, 

And  nods  his  hoaiy  head,  and  listens  to  the  rhyme. 

I 

f*  Ye  brown  o'er-arching  grOYCs, 
That  Contemplatton  loveSy 
Where  willowy  Camus  lingers  with  delight  \ 
Oft  at  the  blush  of  dawn 
I  trod  yoor  level  lawn, 
Oft  woo'd  the  gleam  of  Cyntbia  silrer-bright 
In  cloisterB  dim,  far  ftom  the  haunts  of  Foiły, 
With  Frecdom  by  my  side,  and  8oft-ey*d  Melan- 
choly.' 

But  bark !  the  portals  sound,  aud  pacing  fortb 

With  solemn  steps  and  slow. 
High  potentates  and  dames  of  royal  bifth. 

And  mitred  fathers  in  long  order  go : 
Great  Edward  S  with  the  lilies  on  his  brow, 

1  Edwai-d  the  Third ;  who  added  the  fleur  de 
lys  of  France  to  the  arms  of  Ekiglaftd*  He  foond- 
ed  Trmity  College^ 
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From  haoghty  Gallia  tom, 

And  sad  Chatillon  ',  on  ber  bridal  moni 

That  wept  ber  bleeding  love,  and  pńocely  Clare  ', 

And  Anjou'8  4  heiotne,  and  the  paler  rose^, 

The  rival  of  ber  crown  and  of  ber  woes, 

And  eitber  Henry  ^  there, 

The  murderM  saint,  and  Łbe  mąjestic  lord, 

Tbat  broke  the  bonds  of  Romę. 

(Their  tears,  their  litŁle  triampbs  o*er, 

Their  biiman  passions  now  no  morę, 

Save  Charity,  that  (^iows  beyond  the  tomb) 

AJl  tbat  on  Granta^s  fruitful  plain 

Rich  streams  of  regal  bounty  pourM, 

And  bade  these  awful  lanes  and  turrets  rise. 

To  baU  their  F?tzroy's  festal  moming  come; 

And  thus  they  speak  in  soft  accord  « 

The  liquid  language  of  the  skies. 

^  What  is  grandeur,  what  is  power  ? 

fleayier  toilt  superior  pain. 

,What  tbe  biigbt  reward  wegain  ? 

'  Tbe  grateful  n^emory^of  the  good. 
;'  Sweet  is  tbe  breath  of  vemal  shower, 
I  The  bee*s  coUected  trea^ure^s  sweet, 
'  Sweet  music^s  melting  fali,  but  sweeter  yet 
'  The  stłll  smali  voice  of  Gratitude.'' 

Forćmost  a<Sd  leaning  from  ber  golden  cloud 

The  yenerablę  MargVet7  see ! 

•*  Welcome,  my  noble  son,"  (sbe  cries  aloud) 

**  To  tbis,  thy  kindred  train,  and  me : 

PleasM  in  thy  lineaments  we  tracę 

A  Tudor^s  '  fire,  a  Beanfort^s  grace. 

Thy  libera^ beart,  thy  judging  eye, 

The  flower  unbeeded  shall  desery, 

And  bid  it  round  Heaven*s  altars  sbed 

The  firagrance  of  its  blushiug  bead; 

*  Mary  de  Yalentia,  countess  of  Pembroke, 
daughter  of  Guy  de  Chatillon,  comte  de  St.  Paul 
in  France:  of  whom  tradition  says,  that  ber  hus- 
band,  Audemar  de  Yalentia,  earl  of  Pembroke,  was 
slain  at  a  toumament  on  tbe  day  of  his  nuptials. 
Sbe  was  (be  foundress  of  Pembroke  College  or 
Hall,  under  the  name  of  Aula  Mariss  de  Yalentia. 

^  Elizabeth  de  Burg,  countess  of  Clare,  was 
wife  of  John  de  Burg,  son  and  heir  of  the  earl  of 
tJlster,  and  daughter  of  Gilbert  de  Clare,  earl  of 
Gloucester,  by  Joan  of  Acres,  daughter  of  Edward 
the  First.  Hence  the  poet  giyes  ber  tbe  epithet  of 
princely.     Sbe  founded  Clare  Hall. 

*  Margaret  of  Anjou,  wife  of  Heniy  the  Sixtb, 
Ibundress  of  Queen's  College.  Tlic  poet  bas  cele- 
brated  ber  conjugal  fidelity  in  a  fbrmer  ode. 

s  Elizabeth  Widville,  wife  of  Edward  tbe  Fourtb 
(hence  called,  the  pa|er  rosę,  as  being  of  tbe 
house  of  York).  Sbe  added  to  the  foundation  of 
Margaret  of  Anjou. 

*  Henry  the  Sixth  and  Eigbth.  The  former  tbe 
foimder  of  King*s,  tbe  latter  tbe  greatest  benefactor 
to  Trinity  College. 

7  Countess  of  Richmond  and  Derby;  the  motber 
of  Henry  tbe  Seventh,  foundress  of  St  John's  and 
Christ's  bolleges. 

^  The  countess  was  a  Beaufort,  and  married  to  a 
Todor ;  bence  tbe  appiication  of  tbis  linę  to  the 
duke  of  Graftón,  wbo  claims  descent  from  both 
these  families. 


Shall  raise  from  Earth  the  lateDt  gemę 
To  glitter  on  tbe  diadem. 

**  Lo,  Granta  waits  to  lead  ber  blooming  band^ 

Not  obvious,  not  obtrusiye,  sbe 

No  Yulgar  praise,  no  venal  incensc  flings; 

Nor  dares  with  courtly  tongue  re6n'd  * 

Profane  thy  inborn  royaity  of  mind : 

Sbe  reyeres  herself  and  thee. 

With  modest  pride  to  grace  thy  youthful  bronr 

The  laureat  wreath,  that  Cecil  9  wore>  she  bńngi^ 

And  to  tby  justjtby  gentle  band 

Submlts  the  fasces  of  ber  sway, 

While  spirits  blest  above  and  mea  below 

Join  with  glad  yoice  the  loud  symphonious  lay. 

Through  the  wild  waves  as  they  roar 

With  watchful  eye  and  dauntless  mień 

Thy  steady  oourse  of  honour  keep» 

Nor  fear  the  rocks,  nór  seek  the  shore : 

The  star  of  Brunswick  smiles  serene. 

And  gildfl  the  borrours  of  the  deep." 


A  LOyO  SWRYK 


Im  Britain*s  isle,  no  matter  where, 
An  ancient  pile  of  building  stands: 

The  Huntingdons  and  Hattons  there 
Employ'd  the  power  of  flairy  hands 


9  Lord  treasurer  ^urleigb  was  chancełlor  of  the* 
uniyersity,  in  the  reign  of  queen  Elizabeth. 

I  When  Mr.  Gray  had  put  his  last  band  to  tfae 
celebrated  Elegy  in  the  Country  Cliurch-yard,  be 
oommunicated  it  to  his  friend  Mr.  Walpole,  wfaose 
good  taste  was  too  much  charmed  with  it  to  suffer 
him  to  withhold  the  sight  of  it  from  his  acąuaint- 
auce;  accordingly  it  was  shown  about  ior  some 
time  in  raanuscript,  and  receiyed'  with  all  the  ^>> 
plause  it  so  juętly  merited.  Amongst  the  rest  of 
the  fashionable  world,  for  to  those  only  it  was  at 
present'  communicated,  lady  Cobbam,  wbo  now 
iived  at  the  mansion -house  at  Stoke-Pogis,  had 
re^d  and  admired  it.  She  wished  to  be  acquainted 
with  the  author;  accordingly  ber  rełaŁion,  misa 
Spjeed,  and  lady  Schaub,  then  at  her  house,  un- 
dertook  to  bring  tbis  about  by  makiug  him  the  first 
yisit.  He  bappened  to  be  from  borne  when  the 
ladi^  arriyed  et  his  aunfs  solitary  mansion  ;  and, 
when  be  retumed,  was  surpris'd  to  find,  written  oa 
one  of  his  papers  in  the  parlour  where  he  usnally 
PRad,  the  following  uote:  "  Lady  Schaub^s  coro- 
pliments  to  Mr.  Gray;  sbe  is  sorry  not  to  haye 
fnmd  him  at  bome,  to  tell  him  that  lady  Brown  is 
yery  well."  llus  necessarily  obliged  biba  toretnm 
tbe  yisit,  and  soon  after  induced  him  to  compose  a 
ludicrous  account  Of  tbis  little  adyenture,  for  the 
amusement  of  tbe  ladies  in  question.  He  wrote  it 
in  ballad  mcasure,  and  entitled  it  a  Long  Story: 
when  it  was  handed  about  in  manuscript,  notbing 
could  be  morę  yarious  than  the  opmions  copcem- 
ingjt;  by  some  it  was  thought  a  masterpiece  of 
original  bumour,  by  others  a  wild  and  &ntastic 
farrago ;  and  when  it  was  published,  the  seotimeiito 
of  good  judges  wcre  eąually  divided  about  iU  See 
Mr.  Mason^s  Memoirs,  yoL  iii  p.  125« 


A  LONG  STORY. 
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i  Tb  raise  fhi  oei1hig's  fretted  beight, 
Each  pannel  in  acbieveiiieots  clotbiDg, 
Riuh  Windows  that  exclude  the  ligbt, 
Aad  passages,  tbat  lead  to  notfaing  '• 

Foli  oft  within  th^  gpacious  walfs, 
When  he  had  fifty  winters  o'er  him, 

My  pra^e  lord-kcepcr>»  led  the  brawls; 
The  seat  and  maoea  daac'd  before  him* 

Hii  basby  beard,  nml  sboe-stiings  green, 
HU  high-erowD'd  bat,  and  sattin  doublet, 
^MoY^d  the  stout  beaft  of  £njfland's  q\teen, 

Though  pq>e  and  ^pw^iaid  could  not  troable  it. 

What,  in  tbe.^iery  first  begtnning! 

Shame  of  tbe  versifytng  tribe ! 
Yoor  h^ry  wbitber  ara  yoa  spinning! 

Can  yoa  do  nothing  but  describe  ł 

A  boose  tbere  ia  (and  that%  enougb) 
Fiom  whence  one  fatal  moming  issues 

A  brace  of  warrion  \  not  in  bnfi^ 
Bot  ntttling  in  their  ńlks  and  tisanes. 

The  fint  came  cap-a^pee  from  France, 

Her  cooąaertng  destiny^lfilling, 
Wbom  meaner  be&uties  eye  askancay 

And  Taittiy  ape  her  art  of  killing* 

Tbe  other  Amazon  Idnd  Hearen 
Had  ann'd  with  spirit,  wit,  and  satire : 

Bat  Cobbaoi  bad  the  poliab  given. 
And  tipp*d  ber  arrow  witb  good-nature> 

To  oelebnite  ber  eyes,  her  air — 
Goane  panegyńcs  would  but  tease  hen 

MdiiBa  is  ber  nom  de  guerre, 
Alaiy  .vho  would  not  wish  to  pleaae  ber ! 

Witb  bonnet  blue  and  capucbine, 
And  aprons  long  they  bid  their  armour, 

And  Tcird  their  weapons  bright  and  keen, 
h  pity  to  tbe  country  &rmer. 

P^me,  in  tbe  sbape  of  Mr.  P — ^t ', 
(By  tbis  time  all  tbe  parish  know  it) 

Bad  toU,  that  tbereabouts  tbere  lurk*d 
A  wicked  imp  they  called  a  poet : 

^Ibe  mansioai-bouse  at  Stoko-Pogi8,  tben  in  ^he 
poiKnan  of  Yiscountess  Cobbam.  The  style  of 
bafldiflg,  which  we  now  cali  qućen  £lizabeth's,  ia 
here  admirably  deacribed,  both  with  regard  to  its 
beanties  and  defects;  and  the  third  and  fburth 
stanzas  delineate  tbe  fantastic  mannc^of  her  time 
aitb  eqaal  truth  and  humour.  The  houae  fomterly 
bdon^  to  tbe  earls  of  Huntingdon  and  the  family 
ofHattoo.    M. 

^  Sir  ChiisŁopber  Hattop,  promoted  by  queen 
Bieabeth  for  his  graceful  person  and  fine  dancing. 

6. Brawls  werc  a  sort  of  figure-dance,  then  in 

VQgoe,  and  probably  deenjed  as  elegant  as  our  mo- 
dern ootiUłons,  or  still  morę  modem  quadrllles.  M, 

4  The  reader  is  already  apprised  who  tbese  ladies 
vere ;  tbe  two  descriptions  are  prettily  contrasted ; 
sodnotbing  can  be  morę  happilyturned  than  the 


\Vlio  prowPd  tbe  country  ftir  and  ndar« 
BewitchM  the  childreii  of  the  peasauts, 

Dried  up  the  cows,  and  Iam'd  the  deer, 
Aud  8uckVl  tbe  eggs,  and  kilPd  the  pbeasanta» 

My  lady  heard  their  joint  petiticn, 

Swore  by  her  coronet  and  ertnide, 
She'd  issue  out  her  high  commisston 

To  rid  the  manor  of  such  yermin. 

The  heroines  undrrtook  the  task, 

Through  lanes  unknown,  o*er  stilea  they  Teiitur'c^ 
RapM  at  the  door,  nor  8tay*d  to  ask, 

But  bounce  into  the  parlour  enter^d.' 

The  trembling  fiamily  they  dannt, 

They  flirt,  they  shig,  they  laugb,  they  tattl^ 
Rummage  his  mother,  pinch  his  aunt. 

And  up-stairs  in  a  whiriwind  rattle. 

£acb  hole  and  cupl^rd  they  explore, 
Each  creek  and  cranny  of  his  chamber, 

Run  burrysknrry  round  the  floor, 
And  o^er  tbe  bed  and  tester  clamber ; 

Into  the  drawers  and  china  pry, 
Papers  and  books  a  huge  imbrcigUo ! 

Under  a  tea-cup  he  might  lie, 
Or  creas^d,  like  dogVears,  in  a  folia 

On  tbe  first.marcbing  of  the  troops 

'The  Muses,  bopelesa  of  his  paidun, 
ConTey'd  him  undemeath  their  hoopa 

To  a  smali  closet  in  the  garden. 

So  Rumour  says ;  (who  will,  .be1ieve.) 

But  that  they  left  the  door  a-jar^ 
Wherei  safe  and  laughing  in  his  sleere, 

He  heard  the  distant  din  of  war. 

Short  was  his  joy.     He  litlle  knew 

.  The  power  of  Magie  was  no  fable  \ 
Out  of  the  window,  wisk,  they  flew. 
But  left  a  spell  upon  the  table. 

The  words  too  eagerto  unriddle, 

The  poet  felt  a  strange  diaorder : 
Transparent  bird-lime  form*d  the  middle. 

And  chains  iuTiaible  tbe  border. 

So  cumiing  was  the  apparatus, 

The  powerful  pot-hooks  did  so  move  h\v\, 
That,  will  he,  nill  he,  to  the  Great-huuse 

He  went,  as  if  the  Devil  drove  him. 

Yet  on  bis  way  (no  sign  of  grace 

For  folks  in  fear  are  apt  to  pray) 
To  Pbcebii!<  be  preferrM  his  case, 

And  beggM  his  aid  that  dreadful  day. 

The  godhead  would  have  back'd  his  quarrel ; 

But  with  a  blush,  on  recollecticm, 
Own'd,  that  his  quiver  and  bis  laurel 

'Gainst  fuur  such  eyes,  were  no  protectłon« 


bour  and  acquaintance  of  Mr.  Gray'8  in  the  coun- 
try, was  much  displeased  at  the  liberty  bcre  taken 


eompłimenttolady  Cobbam  in  the  eigbUistanza,  M.     ^^h  his  namei    y^**  »«rely,  withoot  any  groat 
*  I  hare  beeo  told  tbat  tbis  gentleman,  a  neigh-  1  rea^n.     Af . 
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The  oourt  was  nt,  ihe  ciilprit  thei«» 
Forth  firoin  the  gloomy  inanngnB  creepmg 

Tbe  lady  Janes  and  Joans  repair. 
And  from  tbe  gallety  tUnd  peepiog : 

Soch  as  in  silence  of  the  nigbt 

Come  (fweep)  aloog  some  winding  entry, 
(Styack  '  has  ofieo  seen  the  sight) 

Or  at  the  chapel-door  stand  centry : 

In  peaked  hoods  and  mantles  tamiahM, 
Sour  yitages,  enough  to  scare  ye. 

High  dames  of  honoar  once,  that  ganishM 
The  drawiog-roam  of  fieróe  queen  Mary. 

The  peeress  comes.    The  andieooe  stare. 
And  doff  their  hats  nith  due  suhmissaoi: 

She  curtsies,  as  she  takes  her  chair. 
To  all  the  people  of  coodttioD. 

The  bard,  with^many  an  artfel  &b, 
Had  in  imagination  lenc'd  him, 

IMsproT^d  the  argumeots  of  Squib  f. 
And  all  that  Gioom  '  oould  oige  agaiost 

Bot  soon  his  ibetocic  fionook  kim, 
When  he  the  solenn  hali  had  sesn; 

A  sodden  fit  of  agne  shook  bńn: 
He  stood  as  mnte  as  poor  Macleane» 

Yet  something  he  was  haaid  to  matter, 
**  How  in  the  park,  beneath  an  old  tree, 

(Without  design  to  hurt  the  bntter, 
Or  any  malice  to  the  poultry) 


*  The  house-keeper. 

7  Groom  of  the  chamber. 

*  The  steward.    G, 


G. 


9  A  famouB  highwaymany  banged  the 
fbre*    G« 


we^  be- 


**  He  oDce  or  twiee  had  pann^d  a  aenaetr 
Yet  hop'd,  that  he  migbt  6ave  his  baoon : 

Namben  woold  giTe  their  oatbs  190B  it, 
He  ne^er  was  for  a  ooąj'rer  takan.'' 

The  gfaosdy  prudes  with  hagyed  fcoe  ■* 
Already  had  oondenui'd  the  sinner. 

My  lady  rosę,  and  with  a  grace— 
She  iiBil'd,  and  bid  him  coaie  to  dinner". 

4 

•*  Jesa-Maria !  Madam  Bfidgal, 
Why,  what  can  the  ▼iscomtess  aacan! 

(Cried  the  sąuare-hoods  in  woefal  fidget) 
The  tames  ara  aliei^d  qiiite  and  cioua ! 


^  Deoomm  's  tum^d  to  mcre  eirility  ; 

Her  air  and  all  ber  mannars  show  ik. 
Comtnand  me  to  ber  affidiitity  ! 

Opeak  to  a  CDnasenar  and  poet !" 


[Herą  500 


meloiLl 


And  so  God  saTe  oor  noUe  king. 
And  gnard  os  irem  leng-winded  lubbcii^ 

That  to  eternity  woold  sing. 
And  keep  mj  lady  ftom  her  nihban. 


^^  Hagged,  i.  e.  the  hem  of  a  witeb  or  bag;  the 
epithet  hagard  has  been  sometimes  mistaken,  ss 
conTeying  the  lame  idea ;  but  it  mcans  a  toy 
different  thing,  tis.  wild  and  iisioncfae,  and  is  tskea 
from  an  unreclaiHied  hawk,  called  an  faaggaid.  if. 

"  Herę  the  story  ftnishes ;  tbe  ezclamatiai  of 
the  ^osls  which  follows  is  diaraeleristie  of  tbe 
Spanish  manners  of  the  age,  when  they  aie  lap- 
posed  to  haTe  liTed;  and  the  five hundred  ttaaas^ 
said  to  be  lost»  may  be  imagined  to  contain  tbe  re* 
mainder  of  their  loog-woided  ezpostttUtion.   Jf. 
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THE 


LIFE   OF  LYTTELTON 


BY  DR.  JOHNSON. 


(jBORGB  Lyttełtok,  the  son  of  sir  Thomas  Lyttelton,  of  Hag^ey  in  Worcestershire, 
was  boni  in  1709*  He  was  educated  at  Eton,  where  he  was  so  much  distiogoished,  that 
liis  esercises  were  recommended  as  models  to  bb  schoolfellows. 

» 

Fkx>m  Etim  he  went  to  Christ-church,  where  he  retamed  tłie  same  repatation  of  su- 
periority»  and  dispiayed  his  abilities  to  the  public  in  a  poem  on  Blenheim. 

He  was  a  yeiy  early  wiif er,  both  in  yerse  and  proae.  His  Progress  of  Love,  and  hi» 
Persian  Lettersy  were  both  written  when  he  was  very  young ;  and  indeed  the  charaeter 
of  a  youi^  man  is  very  Yisible  in  both.  The  yerses  cant  of  shepherds  and  flocks,  and 
cn)oks  dressed  wiłh  flowers ;  and  the  letters  have  something  of  that  indistinct  and  head^ 
itroog  aidour  for  libcrty  which  a  man  of  geniii9  always  catches  when  he  enters  the  worid, 
and  ahrays  suffers  to  cool  as  he  passes  forward. 

He  staid  not  long  m  Oxford ;  for  in  1728  he  began  his  traveb,  and  saw  France  and 
Itafy.  When  he  retunied,  he  obtained  a  seat  in  parliament,  and  soon  distinguisbed  liim- 
idf  among  the  most  eager  opponents  of  sir  Robert  WalpoIe>  though  his  father,  who  was 
commissioner  of  the  admiralty,  always  voted  with  the  court 

For  many  yeais  the  name  of  Oeorge  Lyttelton  was  seen  in  every  account  of  eveiy 
debatę  in  the  house  of  commons.  He  oj^posed  Ihe  standing  army ;  he  opposed  the  ex- 
dse ;  he  supported  the  motion  for  petitioning  the  king  to  remove  Walpoie.  His  zeal 
was  considered  by  the  courtiers  not  oniy  as  Yiolent,  but  as  acrimonious  and  maUgnant ; 
and,  when  Walpołe  was  at  last  hunted  Arom  his  plaoes,  every  effort  was  raade  by  his 
fiiendsy  and  many  friends  he  had,  to  exclude  Lyttelton  from  the  secret  cpmmittee. 

Tbe  prince  of  Wales^  being  (1737)  driven  from  St.  James'8^  kept  a  separate  court,  and 
opcned  his  aims  to  the  opponents  of  the  ministry.  Mr.  Lyttelton  became  his  secretaiy, 
and  was  snpposed  to  have  great  influence  in  the  direction  of  his  conduct.  He  per- 
soaded  his  master,  whose  business  it  was  now  to  be  popular,  that  he  would  advance  his 
charaeter  by  patronage.  Mallet  was  madę  under-secretary,  with  200/.;  and  Thomson 
kad  a  pension  of  100/.  a  year.  For  Thomson,  Ł^dtoo  ałways  retained  his  kindness, 
aad  was  able  at  last  to  place  him  at  ease. 

VOL  XIV-  M 


l62  LIFE  OF  LYTTELTON. 

Mooie  courted  bis  favour  by  an  apologetical  poem,  called The Trialof Selim;  lor 
which  he  was  paki  with  kiad  words,  which,  as  is  cominon,  raised  great  hopes^  tbat  ivere 
at  last  disappointed. 

Lyttełton  now  stood  in  the  iirst  rank  of  opposition ;  aud  Pope,  wbo  was  incited,  it  w 
not  easy  to  sny  how,  to  iocrease  the  ciamour  against  the  ministry,  commeDded  hun 
amóng  the  bther  patriots.  This  drew  upoo  him  tłie  reproaches  of  Fox,  wbo,  in  tbe 
house,  imputed  to  him  as  a  crime  his  iDtimacy  with  a  lampooner  so  uajust  and  lioentious. 
Lytteiton  supported  his  friend  ;  and  replied,  tfaat  he  thought  it  an  honour  to  be  reoeived 
into  the  familiaiity  of  so  great  a  poet 

Włule  he  was  thus  conspicuous,  he  married  (174<I)  Miss  Locy  Fortescue,  of  I>evon- 
shhe,  by  whom  he  had  a  son,  the  late  lord  Lytteiton,  and  two  daughters,  and  with.whom 
be  appears  to  have  lived  in  the  highest  degree  of  connubial  ielidty :  but  human  |^ea- 
sures  are  short ;  she  died  in  -childbed  about  iive  years  afterwards ;  and  he  solaced  him- 
self  bywriting  a  long  poem  to  her  memory. 

He  did  not,  however,  condemn  himself  to  perpetual  solitude  and  sorrow ;  for,  after  a 
while,  he  was  c(mtent  to  seek  happiness  again  by  a  second  marriage  with  the  daughter  of 
8U-  Robert  Rich ;  bat  the  experiment  was  unsuccessful. 

At  length,  afler  a  long  struggk,  Walpole  gave  way,  and  honour  and  profit  were  dis- 
tributed  among  \m  conąuerors.  Lytteiton  was  madę  (1744)  one  of  the  Iprds  of  the 
treasury ;  and  from  that  time  was  engaged  in  supportiiig  the  schemes  of  the  ministiy. 

Politics  dkł  not,  however,  so  much  engage  him  as  to  withhold  his  thoughts  from  thmgi 
of  morę  importance.  He  had,  in  tbe  pride  of  juvenile  confidence,  with  the  he^  of  cor- 
rupt  conversation,  entertained  doubts  of  the  truth  of  Christianity ;  but  he  diought  the 
tknę  now  come  wben  it  was  no  longer  fit  to  doubt  or  believe  by  chance,  and  applied  haat- 
aelf  seiiously  to  the  great  ąuestion.  His  studies,  being  honest,  ended  in  convictioB.  He 
found  that  religion  was  tnie ;  and  what  he  had  leamed  he  endeavoured  to  teach  (1747) 
by  Obsenrations  on  the  Conversion  of  St.  Paul ;  a  treatise  to  whieh  infidehty  bas  never 
been  able  to  iabńcate  a  spedous  answer.  This  book  his  fkther  had  the  happiness  of 
seeiug,  and  expressed  his  pieasure  in  a  letter  which  de9Brves  to  be  inserted. 

''  I  have  read  your  rdigious  treatise  with  infinite  pieasure  and  satisfactioD.  Tlie  style 
IS  fine  and  elear,  the  acgiunents  close,  cogent,  and  irresistible.  May  the  King  of  laog^ 
whose  glorioiłs  cause  you  have  so  well  defended,  reward  your  pious  laboura,  and  graot 
that  I  may  be  found  wortłiy,  throu^  the  merits  of  Jesus  Christ,  to  be  an  eye-witness  of 
that  happmess  which  I  don't  doubt  he  will  bountifully  bestow  upon  you.  In  tlie  mean 
time,  I  shall  never  cease  glorifying  God,  for  having  endowed  you  with  such  use&i  talents^ 
and  giving  me  so  good  a  son. 

"  Your  affectionate  father, 

*^THOMAS  LYTTBLTOK/' 

A  few  years  afterward,  (1751)  by  the  death  of  his  iather,  he  inherited  a  banmefs 
title  with  a  large  estate,  which,  though  perhaps  he  did  not  auginent,  be  was  caieful  to 
adom  b^  a  house  of  great  elegauce  and  ex|jeuse,  and  by  mudi  attention  to  tiie  de 
coration  of  his  park. 

As  be  continued  bis  activity  in  parliament,  he  was  gradually  advancing  his  daun  to 
profit  and  prefennent;  and  accordingly  was  madę  m  thse  (1754)  cofifaer  and  pmy 
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cooDseDor :  thó  phce  he  eschaoged  next  year  for  the  great  office  of  chancdlor  of  tbe 
eicbeąuer;  an  offioe,  hornewr^  that  leąuiied  sorae  ąualificatioDs  which  he  soon  peroeived 
tiaadf  to  want. 

Ule  jear  after,  his  curiosity  kd  him  into  Wales ;  of  which  he  has  gtyeu  an  acoount, 
perhapa  rather  with  too  mudi  affectation  of  deligfat,  to  Arcbibald  IBower,-  a  man  of 
wkMB  he  has  ooooeived  an  opinion  morę  fiivoarable  than  he  seems  to  hiive  deserved,  and 
whooiy  haying  onoe  espoused  his  interest  and  famę,  he  was  never  persaaded  to  disown. 
Bower,  whatever  was  hb  morał  character,  did  not  want  abilities;  attacfced  as  he  was  by 
an  uiuYersal  oatciy,  and  that  ontciy,  as  it  seems,  the  echo  of  truth^  he  kept  his  ground ; 
at  bst,  when  his  defenoes  began  to  iai  him,  he  saliied  out  upon  hb  adyersaries,  and  his 
adyersaiiea  retreated. 

About  tfais  time  Lyttelton  published  his  Dialogues  of  the  Dead,  which  were  very 
eageriy  read,  though  the  producUon  rather,  as  it  seems,  of  kisure  than  of  study :  rather 
cfiuioDs  than  oompositioAs.  The  names  of  his  persons  too  often  enable  the  reader  to 
aoticipate  tfaeir  eonverBation ;  and,  when  they  have  met,  they  too  often  part  without 
iny  condusion.    He  has  copied  Fenelon  morę  than  Fontenelle. 

When  they  were  firstpublished,4hey  were  kindly  commended  by  the  critical  reyiewers^ 
sad  poor  Lyttelton,  with  humble  gratitode,  retnmed,  in  a  notę  which  I  have  read, 
aeknowledgments  which  can  never  be  proper,  smoe  they  must  be  paid  either  for  flattery 
or  for  justice. 

When,  in  the  htter  pait  of  the  last  reign,  the  inanspidous  commencement  of  the  war 
nade  the  disaoluticm  of  the  ministry  unavoidable,  sir  George  Lyttelton,  losing  with  the 
ted  his  employment,  was  recompensed  with  a  peeiage ;  and  rested  firom  pohtical  tiu> 
łmience  in  the  house  of  lords. 

łlis  last  literaiy  |Mnoduction  was  his  History  of  Henry  the  Secood,  elaboiated  by  the 
learcfaes  and  ddiberations  of  twenty  years,  and  published  wilh  auch  anxiety  as  only 
vanity  can  dictate. 

The  stoiy  of  this  poblication  is  remarkable.  The  whole  work  was  prulted  twice  over, 
1  great  part  of  it  three  times,  and  many  sheets  fbur  or  five  times.  The  booksełlers  paid 
fo  tbe£nt  impression;  but  the  charges  and  repeated  operations  of  the  press  were  at 
the  ezpense  of  tlie  aothor,  whose  ambitious  accuracy  is  known  to  liave  cost  him  at  least 
athoosandpounds.  He  b^;an  to  priiit  in  1755.  Tlmee  yoluąnes  appeąaed  m  1764,  a 
secood  edition  of  them  in  1767,  a  third  edition  in  176S,  and  the  condusion  in  1771. 

Andrew  Reid,  a  man  not  without  considerable  abilities,  and  not  unacąuainted  with 
letten  or  with  life,  undertook  to  persuade  Lyttelton,  as  he  had  persuaded  hmiself,  that 
kewasmaater  of  the  secret  of  piinctuation;  and,  as  fear  -begets  credulity,  he  was  em- 
ploted,  I  know  not  at  what  price,  to  pomt  tlie  pages  of  Henry  the  Second.  The  book 
was  at  last  pomted  and  printed,  and  sent  into  the  worid.  Lyttelton  took  money  for  his 
copy,  of  whicfa,  wheo  he  had  paid  the  pointer,  lie  probably  gave  the  rest  away ;  for  he 
was  my  libera!  to  the  indigent. 

When  time  brought  the  histoiy  to  a  third  edition,  Reid  was  either  dead  or  discarded ; 
md  the  superintendence  of  typc^pby  and  punctuation  was  committed  to  a  man  origi* 
adly  a  eomb-maker,  but  then  known  by  the  style  of  Doctor.  Something  uncoramon 
was  probably  espected,  and  something  uncommon  was  at  hist  done;  for  to  the  doctor'8 
editkn  »  appended,  what  the  world  has  hardly  seen  before,  a  list  of  errours  b  nineteea 
psges. 

Bat  to  politics  ąąd  Utęrfiturę  tbera  must  be  an  end.    Lord  Lyttelton  had  never  the 
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appearance  of  a  stronig  or  of  a  healthy  man;  he  had  a  slender  uDcompacted  fhune,  and 
a  meagre  face ;  be  lasted,  however,  sixty  years,  and  was  then  seized  with  his  last  lOness. 
Of  his  death  a  very  afFectiiig  and  instructive  account  has  been  given  by  his  pbysidan ', 
which  will  spare  me  the  task  of  his  morał  character. 

"  On  Sunday  evening  the  symptoms  of  his  lonlship's  disorder,  which  for  a  week  past 
had  alarmed  us,  put  on  a  fetal  appearance,  and  his  lordship  believed  himself  to  be  a 
d}ingmau.  From  this  time  he  sufiered  by  restlessness  rather  than  pain;  thoij^hb 
nerves  were  apparentiy  much  fluttered,  hb  mental  fkculties  never  seemed  stronger,  whoi 
be  was  thoroughly  awake. 

"  His  lordship's  bilious  and  hepatic  complaints  seemed  alone  not  equal  to  the  expccted 
moumful  event ;  hb  long  want  of  sleep,  whether  the  consequence  of  the  irritation  in 
the  boweU,  or»  which  b  morę  probable,  of  causes  of  a  difterent  kind,  accounts  for  hit 
loss  of  strength,  and  for  hb  death,  very  suificiently. 

^'  Though  hb  lordship  wished  hb  approaching  dissoli^tion  not  to  be  lingering,  he  waited 
for  it  with  resignation,  He  said,  '  It  b  a  folly,  a  keeping  me  in  misery,  now  to  attempt 
to  prolong  hfe ;'  yet  he  was  easfly  persuaded,  for  the  satbfaction  of  others,  to  do  or 
take  any  thing  thou^t  proper  for  him.  On  Saturday  he  had  been  remarkably  better^ 
and  we  were  not  without  some  hopes  of  hb  recovery. 

^'  On  Sunday,  about  eleven  in ,  thę  forenoon,  hb  lordship  sent  for  me,  and  saki  he 
felt  a  great  hurry,  and  wished  to  have  a  little  conversation  with  me,  in  order  to  divert  it 
He  then  proceeded  to  open  the  fountain  of  that  heart,  from  whence  goodness  had  so 
long  flówed,  as  from  a  copk>us  spring.  *  Doctor/  said  he,  '  you  shall  be  my  confessor: 
when  I  first  set  out  in  the  world,  I  had  friends  who  endełvoured  to  shake  my  belief  ń 
the  Christian  religion.  I  saw  difiiculties  which  staggered  me ;  but  I  kq>t  my  mind  open 
to  conviction.  The  evidences  and  doctrines  of  Chrbtianity,  studied  with  attentnOf 
madę  me  a  most  firm  and  persuaded  beiiever  of  the  Christian  reltgk>n.  I  have  madę  it 
the  nile  of  my  life,  and  it  is  the  groimd  of  my  futurę  hopes.  I  have  erred  and  sinned : 
but  have  repented,  and  never  indulged  any  vicious  habit.  In  p)»litKs,  and  public  life,  I 
have  raade  public  good  the  nile  of  my  conduct.  I  vnever  gave  counsels  which  I  ^  not 
at  the  time  think  the  best.  I  have  seen  that  I  was  sometimes  m  the  wrong ;  but  I  dkl 
not  err  designedly.  I  have  endeavoured,  in  private  life,  to  do  all  the  good  in  my  power, 
and  never  for  a  moment  could  indulge  malicious  or  uiyust  designs  upon  any  person 
wliatsoever/ 

"  Ajt  another  time  he  said,  '  I  must  leave  my  soul  in  tlie  same  state  it  was  in  beibiB 
thb-  iliness ;  I  find  thb  a  very  inconvenient  time  for  solicitude  about  any  thing/ 

'*  On  the  evenmg,  when  the  symptoms  of  death  came  on,  he  said,  '  I  shall  die ;  bot 
it  will  not  be  your  iault/  When  lord  and  lady  Valentia  came  to  see  hb  lordship,  he 
gave  them  hb  solemn  benediction,  and  said,  '  Be  good,  be  virtuous»  my  lord ;  you  must 
come  to  thb.'  Thus  he  contiuued  giring  hb  dying  benediction  to  all  around  Imn.  On 
Monday  moming  a  lucid  interval  gave  some  smali  hopes,  but  these  vanbhed  in  the  eveii- 
ing ;  and  he  continued  dying,  but  with  very  little  uneasiness,  till  Tuesday  moming, 
August  22,  when,  between  seven  and  eiglit  o'clock,  he  expired,  almost  without  a 

groan/' 

His  lordsliip  was  buried  at  Hagley ;  and  the  following  inscription  b  cut  on  the  śde  pf 

)ib  lady's  monument. 

>  Dr.  Jphitttgne  of  Kiddermiiiiter.    C 
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ThiB  unadoriied  ttone  was  płaced  berę 
by  the  {Miticalar  deńre  and  expre« 
diitctiona  of  the  Right  Honoarable 

Oborgb  Lord  Lyttełton, 
who  died  August  22,  1773,  aged  64. 
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Lord  Lyttelton^s  poems  are  the  works  of  a  man  of  literaturę  and  judgment,  devoting 
pait  of  hb  tmie  to  versificatioD.  They  have  notfaing  to  be  despised,  and  Ettle  to  be  ad- 
mired.  Of  his  Progreas  of  Love,  it  is  sufficient  Marne  to  say  that  it  is  pastorał.  His 
Uank  verse  in  Blenheim  has  neither  much  fbroe  nor  much  elegance.  His  little  perform- 
ances,  wfaether  songs  or  epigrams,  are  sometimes  sprightly,  and  sometimes  inaipid.  His 
epistofauy  pieces  have  a  smooth  equahiiity,  which  camiot  much  ti|«,  because  they  are 
Aoit,  bat  which  seldom  eleyates  or  surprises.  But  from  thb  oensure  ought  to  be  ex- 
cepted  his  Advice  to  Belinda,  which,  thoug^  for  the  most  part  written  wlien  he  was  veiy 
yomig,  contains  much  truth  and  much  prudence»  very  d^iantly  and  yigorously  expressed, 
and  ahows  a  mind  attenthre  to  life,  and  a  power  of  poetry  whkh  Gultivatioii  might  bare 
nised  to  esodleiioe* 
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or 


LORD  LYTTELTON. 


XB 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  LOVE, 

IH  FOUE  ECŁOGUBS« 


1.  Uocertainty.    To  Mr.  Popc 
1  Hope.    To  the  bon.  Gcorge  Doddingtocu 
a  Jealoosy.    To  Edward  Walpole,  esq. 
i  1\MMssioiw    To  tbe  right  hou.  the  lord  Yiaoouni 
Cobham. 


UNCERTAINTY. 

ECLOGUB  I. 

TO  Ml.  POPS. 

POPE,  to  whoae  wed  beneath  the  beachen  shade, 
The  nymphs  of  Thames  a  pleas^d  attentioii  paid ; 
WhJłe  yet  thy  Muae,  content  with  humbler  praise, 
Waibled  in  Windsor^ś  crovc  her  sylran  lays ; 
Tboogh  now,  sublimely  borne  on  Homer'8  wmg 
Of  glofious  wars  and  godlike  chiefis  she  sing : 
Wilt  thou  with  me  rerisit  once  again 
Tbc  crystal  foontain,  and  the  flowery  plain  ? 
Wilt  thou,  indulgent,  hcar  my  yerse  relate 
The  yarious  changes  of  a  lover*s  state  ; 
And;  while  each  tum  of  passion  1  pursae, 
iisk  thy  own  heart  if  what  I  tell  be  true  ? 
To  the  green  margin  of  a  lor.ely  wood, 
Whose  pendent  shades  o^erlookM  a  siWer  flood, 
YoangDamoii  came,  nnknowing  where  he  stray^d, 
Futl  of  the  image  of  his  beanteoas  maid : 
His  flock,  fiu*  ofl^  unfed,  nntended,  lay. 
To  evcry  sarage  a  defenceless  prey ; 
No  sense  of  interest  could  their  master  move, 
Aod  erery  care  seem*d  trifling  now  but  love. 
A  whłle  in  pensive  silence  he  remain'd, 
Biit,thoiigh  his  voice  was  mnte,  his  looks  comp1ain'd; 
At  leogth  the  thoughts  within  his  bosom  pent 
Forc*d  his  anwilling  toogae  to  give  them  yent 


"  Ye  nymphs,"  he  cried,  «  ye  Dryads,  whoso  king 
Haye  fayourM  Damon,  and  inspir'd  his  song; 
For  whom,  retir^d,  I  shun  the  gay  resorts 
Of  sportful  cities,  and  of  pompouś  courts  ; 
In  yain  I  bid  the  restiess  world  adieu. 
To  seek  traaquiliity  and  peace  with  yoo. 
Thougb  wild  Ambition  and  destmctirc  Ragę 
No  factioos  here  can  form,  no  wars  cah  wagę : 
Thougb  £avy  frowns  not  on  your  humble  shades. 
Nor  Calumny  your  innocence  inyades : 
Yet  crueł  Love,  that  troiiUer  oCthe  breast, 
Too  often  yioiates  your  boasted  rest^ 
With  iobred  storms  disturbs  your  calm  retreat. 
And  taints  with  bittemess  each  rural  sweet. 

"  Ah,  lucklesB  day !  when  first  with  fbnd  surprise 
On  Delia'8  face  I  fix'd  my  eager  eyesł 
Then  in  wild  tumultt  all  my  soul  was  tost, 
Then  reason,  iiberty,  at  once  were  lost: 
And  eyery  wish,  and  thought,  and  care,  was  gone. 
Bot  what  my  heart  empioyM  on  her  aiooe. 
Then  too  she  smird:  can  smiles  oor  pea<»  destroy^ 
Those  loyely  chlldren  of  Content  and  Joy  ! 
How  can  soft  pleasure  and  tormenting  woe 
From  the  same  spring  at  the  same  moment  flow: 
Unhappy  boy  !  these  yain  inquiries  cease, 
Thought  could  not  guard,  nor  will  restore,  thy  peace: 
Induige  the  frenzy  that  thou  musi  endure. 
And  sooth  the  pain  thou  know'8t  not  how  to  cure; 
Come,  flatteńng  Memory^!  and  teU  my  heart 
How  kind  she  was,  and  with  what  pleasing  art 
She  stroye  its  fbndest  wishes  to  obtain, 
Coafirm  her  power,  and  futer  bind  my  chain. 
If  on  the  green  we  danc'd,  a  mirthful  band ; 
To  me  alone  she  gaye  her  willing  band : 
Her  partial  taste,  if  e'er  I  touch*d  the  lyre, 
Still  in  my  song  found  something  to  admire. 
By  ttone  but  ber  my  crook  with  flowen  was  crown'd. 
By  nonę  but  ber  my  brows  with  iyy  bouEd : 
The  world,  that  Demon  was  her  choioe,  belłey'd4 
The  world,  alas !  like  Damon,  was  deceiv*d. 
When  last  I  saw  ber,  and  declar^d  mv  6re 
In  words  as  soft  as  passion  could  inspirp, 
Coldly  she  heard,/and  fuli  of  scom  withdrew^ 
Without  one  pitying  glance,  one  sweet  adieu. 
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The  frig^bted  bind,  wbo  sees  bis  ńpenM  oom 

Up  iiDin  the  roots  by  sudden  tempests  torn, 

Whose  fkirest  hopes  destroy'd  and  blasted  lie, 

Foels  not  ao  keen  a  pang  of  grief  as  I. 

Ah,  how  baTe  I  desei^d,  inhaman  maid. 

To  have  my  faithful  senrice  thus  repaid? 

Werę  all  the  marks  of  ktndness  I  receiv'd. 

But  dreams  of  joy,  that  chann*d  me  and  deoeiT'd? 

Or  did  you  only  nurse  my  growing  love, 

That  with  morę  pain  I  might  your  hatred  proTe  ? 

Surę  guilty  treachery  no  place  oould  find 

In  such  a  gentłe,  sucb  a  generous  mind : 

A  maid  brought  up  the  woods  and  wilds  among 

Gould  ne*er  have  leamt  the  art  of  oourts  so  young: 

No ;  let  me  rather  think  ber  anger  feign'd, 

Still  let  me  bope  my  Delia  may  be  gain'd ; 

'Twas  only  modesty  tbat  jeem'd  disdain, 

And  her  heart  suifer'd  when  she  gave  me  pain." 

Pleas*d  with  this  flattering  tbought,  the  iovesick 
Felt  the  faint  dawning  of  a  doubt^l  joy ;        [boy 
Back  to  his  flock  morę  checrful  be  return'd, 
Wheu  now  the  setiing  Sun  morę  fiercely  bum*d, 
Blue  vapours  rosę  along  the  mazy  rilU, 
And  light*6  iast  blusbes  tingM  tbe  distant  biUs. 


i*"^" 


HOPE. 

BCŁOGUE  II. 

TO  ME.  POnDINOTOK,  AFIBRWAKPI  LORD  IISŁCOMBB 

RIOIS, 

Heak,  Doddington,  tbe  notes  that  shepherds  sing, 
Like  those  that  warbling  hail  the  genial  Spring. 
Nor  Pan,  nor  Phoebus,  tunes  our  artless  reeds : 
From  LoTe  alone  their  melody  pioceeds. 
From  Love,  Theocritus,  on  Eoma^s  plains, 
Leamt  tbe  wild  sweetness  of  his  Doric  strains. 
Young  Maro,  tooch'd  by  bis  inspiring  dart, 
Gould  cbarm  each  ear,  and  soften  every  heart : 
Me  too  his  power  bas  reach'd,  and  bids  with  tbine 
My  nistic  pipę  tn  pleasing  concert  join '. 

Damon  no  longer  sought  the  siient  shade. 
No  morę  in  unfreąuented  paths  he  8tray'd, 
But  calPd  the  swains  to  hear  his  jocund  song, 
And  tok)  bis  joy  to  all  the  rural  throng. 

"  Blest  be  the  hour,"  he  sald,  "  that  happy  hoar, 
When  first  I  own'd  my  Delia*s  gentle  power ; 
Then  glopmy  discontent  and  pining  care 
Foraook  my  breast,  and  left  soft  wishes  there ; 
Noft  wishes  there  they  left,  and  gay  desires, 
Delightful  languors,  and  transporting  fires. 
Wńere  yonder  limes  combine  to  form  a  shade, 
These  eyes  first  gaz'd  upon  the  charming  maid ; 
There  she  appear*d,  on  that  auspicious  day, 
When  swains  their  sporti^e  rites  to  Bacchus  pay: 
She  led  the  danoe— Heayeną!  with  what  grace  she 

mov*d ! 
Wbo  could  have  seen  her  then,  and  not  have  loy^d } 
I  strove  not  to  resist  so  sweet  a  flame. 
But  gloried  in  a  happy  captive's  name ; 
Nor  would  I  now,  could  Love  permit,  be  free, 
But  leaTe  to  brutes  their  sa^age  liberty. 

■  Mr.  Doddington  had  written  some  Tery  pretty 
lovc  Tersesi  wbich  have  iiever  beep  published. 
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''  And  art  thou  Uien,  ibiid  yoatli,  secnre  of  joy  ? 
Can  no  reverse  thy  flattering  bliss  destanoy  ? 
Has  treacherous  Love  no  torment  yet  in  storę? 
Or  hast  thou  never  prov*d  his  fatal  power  ? 
Whence  flow*d  tbosetears  that  Ute  bedewM  tfaf 

cheek? 
Wby  sigh'd  thy  heait  as  if  it  stioTe  to  break  ? 
Why  were  the  desert  rocks  inTok*d  to  beai: 
The  plaintiye  accent  of  thy  sad  despair? 
From  Delia's  rigour  all  those  pains  arose. 
Delia,  wbo  now  compassionates  my  woes, 
Wbo  bids  me  hope;  and  in  that  charming  word 
Has  peace  and  transpc^  to  my  soul  restor^d. 

'*  Begin  my  pipę,  begin  the  gladsome  lay  j 
A  kiss  from  Delia  shall  thy  musie  pay ; 
A  kiss  obtain'd  *twixt  stmggiing  and  consent, 
Givcn  with  forc*d  anger,  and  disguis^d  oootent. 
No  laureat  wreaths  I  ask,  to  bind  my  brows, 
Such  as  the  Muse  on  lofty  bards  bestows : 
Let  other  swains  to  praise  or  iuae  aspire ; 
I  from  her  iips  my  recompense  reąnire. 

'*  I^Hiy  stays  my  Delia  in  her  secret  bower  ? 
Light  gales  have  chasM  tbe  late  impending  shower; 
Th^  emerging  Sun  morę  bright  his  heams  estends; 
Oppos*d,  its  beauteous  arch  the  rainbow  bends  \ 
Glad  youtfas  and  maidens  turn  the  new-made  hay: 
The  birds  renew  their  songs  on  every  q>Fay ! 
Gome  forth,  my  love,  thy  shepherd*s  joys  to  crown : 
All  naturę  smiles.— Will  only  Delia  frown  ? 

"  Hark  how  the  bees  with  murmurs  fili  tbe  plain^ 
While  every  flower  of  every  8W€«t  they  drain : 
See,  how  beneath  yon  billock's  shady  steep, 
The  shelterM  herds  on  flowery  coucbes  sleq>: 
Nor  bees,  nor  herds,  are  balf  so  blest  as  I, 
If  with  my  fimd  desires  my  love  comply  | 
FW>m  Delia's  Iips  a  sweeter  honey  flows. 
And  on  her  bosom  dwells  morę  soft  repose. 

"  Ab !  how,  my  dear,  shall  I  desenre  thy  ćhanos? 
What  gift  can  bribe  thee  to  my  longing  aims? 
A  bird  for  thee  iq  silken  bands  I  hołd, 
Wbose  yellow  plumage  sbines  like  polishM  gdd; 
From  distant  isles  the  lovely  stranger  came. 
And  bears  the  fortunate  Ganaries  name ; 
In  all  our  woods  nooe  boasCs  so  sweet  a  notę. 
Not  ev'n  the  nlghtingale*s  melodious  throot. 
Aocept  of  this ;  and  could  I  add  beside 
What  wealth  the  rioh  Peruvian  mountains  bidę  9 
If  all  the  gems  in  eastem  rocks  were  minę. 
On  thee  alone  their  glittering  pride  sbould  shine. 
But,  if  thy  mind  no  gifts  bave  power  to  mowę, 
Phoebus  himself  shall  leave  th'  Aonian  gro^: 
The  tuneftil  Ninę,  wbo  neyer  sue  in  Tain, 
Shall  come  sweet  suppUants  for  their  fkvoarite 

swain. 
For  him  each  blue-ey'd  Naiad  of  the  flood. 
For  him  each  green-hairM  sister  of  the  wood, 
Whom  oft  beneath  fair  Cyntbia's  gentle  ray 
His  musie  calls  to  dance  the  night  away. 
And  you,  fair  nymphs,  companions  of  my  Iove, 
With  whom  she  joys  the  cowslip  meads  tb  rore, 
I  beg  you,  recommend  my  faithful  flamo. 
And  let  her  often  hear  her  shepherd^s  name : 
Shade  all  my  fauUs  from  her  inqairing  sight. 
And  show  my  merits  in  the  fairest  light ; 
My  pipę  your  kind  assistance  shall  repay. 
And  every  fricnd  shall  claim  a  differcnt  lay. 

'<  But  see  !  in  yonder  glade  the  heavenly  fax 
Enjoys  the  fragrance  of  the  breezy  air — 
Ah,  thttber  let  me  fly  with  eager  feet ; 
Adieu,  my  pipę  j  I  go  my  Urr^  to  meel— » 


." 
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O,  nty  I  find  her  as  we  parted  last, 
And  may  each  futurę  hour  be  Uke  the  past ! 
80  shall  the  wbłtest  lamb  these  pastures  feed, 
Propitioiis  Venii8»  on  tby  altan  blecd." 


I 


JEALOUSY. 

BCŁOOUB  111. 

TO  m.  EDWARD  WAŁPOŁB. 

Tin  gods,  O  Walpole,  gire  no  blin  sincere ;  - 
Weaith  'a  distuib*d  by  care,  and  power  by  fear: 
Of  ałi  the  panioos  that  employ  the  mind, 
In  geotle  iove  the  sweetest  joys  we  find : 
Yct  eT'n  those  joys  diie  Jealousy  molests. 
And  bbckeni  each  fiur  image  in  oar  breasts. 
O  may  the  warmth  of  thy  too  tender  heart 
lle*er'feel  the  aharpness  oiF  his  ▼enom*d  dart ! 
For  thy  own  qaiet,  think  thy  mistren  juit. 
And  wisdy  taJce  thy  happinew  on  trust 

B^in,  my  Muse,  and  Damon*s  woes  rehearse, 
Ib  wiMest  numbers  and  diaorder^d  yene. 

On  a  romantic  nMMmtain'8  airy  head 
(While  browzing  goata  at  eaie  aroand  him  fed) 
Aołioos  he  lay,  ińth  jealous  cares  opprest ; 
Diftnut  and  anger  labouring  in  his  breast— 
The  Tmle  beneath  a  pleasing  prospect  yields 
Of  ferdant  mcads  and  ciiltivated  fields ; 
Through  these  a  riTer  rolls  ita  winding  fiood, 
AdoraM  with  Tarioas  tufts  of  riaing  wood  ; 
Herę,  half  ooncealM  in  trees,  a  cottage  stands, 
A  eastle  there  the  opening  plain  commands ; 
Beyond,  a  town  with  glittering  spires  is  crown'd, 
And  diftant  hills  the  wide  horizon  bound: 
So  cbarming  was  the  scenę,  a  while  the  swain 
Beh^  dcligfated,  and  iurgot  his  patn : 
Bat  Mon  the  stings  iQfixM  within  his  heart 
With  cruel  fbrce  renewM  their  raging  smart': 
His  fiowery  wreath,  which  long  with  pride  he  wore, 
The  gift  of  Delia,  from  his  brows  he  tore, 
"Hien  tińed,  '*  May  all  thy  charms,  ongprateful  maid, 
Uke  these  neglectetl  roses,  droc|>  and  fade ! 
Msy  angry  Heayen  deform  each  guilty  grace, 
That  triumphs  now  in  that  deluding  face ! 
TboK  alter^d  looks  may  every  shepherd  fly, 
Aad  ev'n  thy  Daphnis  hate  thee  worse  than  I ! 

"  Say,  thoa  inconstant,  what  has  Damon  done, 
To  lose  the  heart  bis  tedious  pains  had  won  ? 
Tell  me  what  charms  3rou  in  my  ńral  find, 
Against  whose  power  no  ties  have  strength  to  bind  ? 
Has  be,  like  me^  with  long  obedierice  strove 
To  conquer  your  disdaiń,  and  merit  love  ? 
Has  be  with  transport  erery  smile  ador'd, 
And  died  with  grief  at  each  ungentle  word  ? 
Ah,  no!  the  conqoest  was  obtain'd  with  ease; 
.  He  pleasM  you,  by  not  studying  to  please : 
Htt  careless  indolence  your  pride  a1ann*d  ; 
And,  had  he  loT^d  you  morę,  he  less  hadcharm^d. 

**  O  pain  to  think  !  another  shall  possess 
Those  balmy  lips  which  I  was  wont  to  press : 
Another  on  her  panting  breast  shall  lie, 
Add  catcb  sweet  madness  frora  her swimming  eye !  — 
I  law  their  friendly  fiocks  together  feed, 
I  saw  tbem  band  in  band  walk  o*er  the  mead : 
Woold  my  closM  eye  had  sunk  in  endless  night, 
Cre  I  was  doomM  to  bear  that  hatefnł  sight ! 
Wbere^er  they  paas^d,  be  btasted  every  flower, 
Aad  hoBgry  woItcs  Iheir  helpleis  flućks  devour ! — 


Ab,  wretched  swain,  could  no  ezamples  move 
Thy  heedless  heart  to  shmi  the  ragę  of  love  ? 
Hast  thou  not  heard  how  poor  Menalcas  >  died 
A  Yictim  to  Parthenia'8  fatai  pride  ? 
Dear  was  the  youth  to  all  the  tuneful  plałn, 
LovM  by  the  nymphs,  by  Phcebus  lov'd  iit  vain : 
Around  his  tomb  their  tears  the  Muses  paid  ;  ^ 
And  all  things  moum*d,  but  the  relentless  maid. 
Would  I  could  die  like  him,  and  be  at  peace  ? 
These  torments  in  the  quiet  grave  would  eease ; 
There  my  vexM  thoughts  a  całm  repose  wpukl  find,  ' 
And  rest,  as  if  my  Delia  still  were  kind. 
No^  let  me  live,  her  falsehood  to  upbraid : 
Some  god'perbaps  my  just  rerengc  will  aid.— 
Alas !  what  aid,  fond  swain,  wouldst  thou  receiTe^ 
Could  thy  heart  bear  to  see  its  Delia  grieve  ? 
Protect  her,  Heaven !  and  let  her  ne^er  know 
The  slightest  part  of  bapless  Damon's  woe : 
I  ask  no  yengeance  finom  the  powers  abore  ; 
All  I  implore  is  neyer  morę  to  love. — 
Let  me  tbis  fbndness  from  my  boeom  tear, 
Let  me  Ibrget  that  e^er  I  thonght  ber  fair. 
Come,  cool  Indifference,  and  heal  my  breast ;  - 
Wearied,  at  length,  I  seek  thy  downy  rest : 
No  turbulence  c^  passion  shall  destroy 
My  futurę  ease  with  flattering  hopes  of  joy. 
Hear,  mighty  Pan,  and,  all  ye  syWans,  bear 
What  by  your  guardian  deities  I  swear; 
No  morę  my  eyes  shall  Tiew  her  fetal  chhnnsy 
No  morę  V\\  court  the  traitoress  to  my  arms; 
Not  all  her  arts  my  steady  soul  shall  morę. 
And  she  shall  find  that  reason  conąuers  love!*'^> 
Scarce  had  he  spoke,  wheu  through  the  lawn  below 
Alone  he  saw  the  beauteous  Delia  go ; 
At  once  transported,  he  forgot  his  vow, 
(Soch  peijuries  the  lau^hing  gods  alłow  1) 
Down  the  steep  hills  with  ardent  hastę  he  flew; 
He  found  her  kind,  and  soon  belieT'd  her  tme. 


POSSESSION. 

ECŁOGUE  IV. 

TO  ŁOao  COBRAIC. 

CoBHAii,  to  thee  this  rural  lay  I  bring, 
Whose  guiding  judgment  gives  me  skill  to  sing ; 
Thottgh  iar  uneąual  to  those  polish*d  strains, 
With  which  thy  Cengreye  charmM  the  listening 

plains : 
Yet  shall  its  musie  please  tby  partial  ear. 
And  sooth  thy  breast  with  thoughts  that  once  were 

dear; 
Rpcall  those  years  which  time  has  thrown  behind, 
When  smiling  Love  with  Honoar  shar'd  thy  mind : 
When  all  tby  glorious  days  of  prosperous  fight 
Delłghted  less  than  one  successful  night. 
The  sweet  remembrance  shall  thy  youth  restore, 
Fanoy  again  shall  run  past  pleasures  o*er ; 
And,  while  in  Stowe*s  enchanting  walks  you  stray^ 
This  theme  may  help  to  cheat  the  summer'8  day. 

Beneath  the  corert  of  a  myrtle  wood. 
To  Ventts  rais^d,  a  rustic  altar  stood. 
To  Veniis  and  to  Hymen,  there  combin^d, 
In  friendly  league  to  favour  human-kind. 
With  wanton  Cupids,  in  that  happy  shade, 
The  gcntle  Yirtues  and  mild  Wisdom  płay'd. 


1 


See  Mr.  Gay^s  Dione. 
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Nor  there  in  sprighUy  Pleasure^s  genial  train, 

Łurk'd  sick  Dungiifit,  or  late-repenting  Paio, 

Nor  Force,  nor  fnterest,  join*d  unwilliag  hands. 

Bat  LoTe  consenting  tied  the  blissful  baads* 

Thither,  with  glad  devoŁioD,  Damon  came, 

To  Łhank  the  powers  who  blessM  his  faitbfal  flame: 

Two  milk-white  doves  he  od  their  altar  laid. 

And  thus  to  both  his  gratefiU  homage  paid : 

"  Hail,  bounteoas  god !  befbre  whose  hallow^d  ahrine 

My  Delia  vow'd  to  be  lor  erer  minę, 

Wbile,  glow\pg  ID  her  cheeks,  with  tender  love, 

Sweet  virgin  modesty  reluctant  8trove  ! 

And  hail  to  thee,  fair  queen  of  young  desires  ! 

iong  thall  my  beart  preserye  thy  pteauag  fires^ 

Since  Delia  now  c^  all  iU  warmth  retom, 

As  fbndly  languisb,  aod  as  fiercely  bum. 

"  O  the  dear  bloom  of  last  propitious  oight ! 
O  shade  morę  charming  than  the  fiurest  light ! 
ThćD  in  my  arms  I  claspM  the  melting  maid, 
TheD  all  my  pains  ooe  moment  overpaid ; 
Then  first  the  sweet  excet8  of  bliss  I  proT^d, 
Which  DODe  can  taste  but  who  łike  me  hare  l0T'd* 
Thou  too,  brigbt  goddess,  ooce,  in  Ida*8  grove, 
Didst  not  disdain  to  meet  a  8hepherd*8  love ; 
With  him,  while  frisking  lambs  around  you  play^ 
Gonceal'd  you  sported  in  the  seeret  shade : 
Scarce  could  Anchises*  raptures  equal  minę. 
And  Delia'B  beanties  only  yield  to  thine. 

**  What  are  ye  now,  my  once  most  Talued  joys  ? 
Insipid  trifles  all,  and  childish  toys — 
FrieDdship  itself  ne'er  knew  a  charm  like  this. 
Nor  Colju*s  talk  could  please  like  Delia^s  kiss. 

*'  Ye  Muses,  skilPd  in  every  winning  art, 
Teach  me  morę  deepiy  to  engąge  her  heart  3 
Ye  nymphs,  to  her  your  freshest  roses  bring. 
And  crown  her  with  the  pride  of  all  the  Spring: 
On  all  her  days  let  healUi  and  peace  attend ; 
May  she  ne*er  want,  nor  ever  lose,  a  friend ! 
May  some  new  pleasure  every  hour  employ : 
But  let  her  Damon  be  her  highest  joy  ! 

**  With  thee,  my  love,  for  ever  will  I  stay, 
All  night  ćaress  thee,  and  admire  all  day; 
In  the  same  field  our  mingled  flocks  we  'U  feed, 
To  the  same  spring  our  thtrsty  heifers  lead, 
Together  will  we  share  the  harvcst  tdls, 
Together  press  the  viDe's  autumual  spoils. 
Delightful  State,  where  Peace  and  Love  combine. 
To  bid  our  traoąuil  da3rs  unclouded  shine ! 
Herę  limpid  fountains  roli  through  flowery  meads; 
Uere  rising  forests  lift  their  Tcrdaut  heads  ^ 
Herę  let  me  wear  my  careless  life  away, 
And  in  thy  anns  insensibly  decay. 

**  WheD  late  old  age  our  heads- shall  silver  o'er, 
And  our  slow  pulses  daoce  with  joy  do  morę ; 
When  Time  no  longer  wiH  thy  beauties  spare. 
And  only  Damon^s  eye  shall  think  thee  fair ; 
Then  may  the  genUe  hand  of  welcome  Death, 
At  one  soft  stroke,  depriYC  us  both  of  breath  ! 
May  we  beneath  one  oommon  stone  be  laid, 
And  the  same  cypteas  both  our  ashes  shade  I 
Perhaps  some  friendly  Muse,  in  tender  yers^ 
Shall  deign  our  fiiith&l  passiou  to  f^hearse 
And  futurę  ages,  with  just  envy  mov'd, 
Be  told  bow  Damon  and  his  Delia  lov'd." 


SOULOSŁUY 

OF  A  BBAUTT  IN  tVE  COUNTRY* 

warnsN  at  rroN  ncaiMu 

TwAs  night;  and  Flaria,  to  her  room  retirVI» 
With  erening  chat  and  sober  reading  tir^d  ; 
There,  melancholy,  pensire,  and  alooe, 
She  meditates  on  the  ibrsaken  town : 
On  her  rais'd  arm  reclin'd  ber  drooping  bead, 
She  sigh'd,  and  tlius  in  plaintiire  aocents  said : 
"  Ah  !  what  avails  it  to  be  young  and  iair  i 
To  moTe  with  negligence,  to  dress  with  care  ? 
What  worth  haTe  all  the  charms  onf  pride  can 

boast, 
If  all  in  ea^ious  solitude  are  lost  ? 
Where  nonę  admire,  'tis  useless  to  excel ; 
Where  nonę  are  beaux,  'tis  yain  to  be  a  belle  ; 
Beauty,  like  wit,  to  judges  should  be  shown ; 
Both  most  are  Talued,  where  thinr  best  are  koociL 
With  erery  grace  of  Naturę  or  of  Ait, 
We  cannot  break  one  stubbora  country  beait : 
The  brutes,  insensible,  our  power  defy : 
To  love,  eiioeeds  a  ^uire^s  capacity. 
The  town,  the  oourt,  is  Beanty's  proper  spbere; 
That  is  our  HeaTen,  and  we  are  angda  tboe: 
In  that  gay  circle  thousa|id  Cupids  roTC, 
The  court  of  Britain  is  the  court  of  Łoye- 
How  bas  my  oonscious  heart  with  triumph  g]u«*d, 
How  have  my  sparkling  eyes  their  transport  sbow'd, 
At  each  distinguish'd  birth^night  bali,  to  see 
The  homage,  due  to  empire,  paid  to  me ! 
When  every  eye  was  flx'd  on  me  alone. 
And    dreaded   minę   morę   than   the  monarck^s 

frown; 
When  rival  atatesmen  for  my  favour  8tro?e, 
Less  jealoustn  their  power  th«n  in  their  k>ve. 
Chang*d  is  the  scenę ;  and  all  my  glories  die, 
like  fiowers  transplanted  to  a  colder  sky : 
Lost  is  the  dear  deligbt  of  giving  pain, 
The  tyrant  joy  of  hearing  darea  complain* 
Id  stupid  iiidolence  my  life  is  spent, 
Supinely  calm,  and  dully  innocent : 
Unblest  I  wear  my  useltts  time  away; 
Sleep  (wretched  maid !}  all  oight,  and  dream  all 

day; 
Go  at  set  hours  to  dinner  and  to  prayer 
(For  duUness  ever  must  be  regular.) 
Now  with  manima  at  tedious  wbist  I  play  ; 
Now  witbout  scandal  drink  insipid  tea ; 
Or  in  the  garden  breathe  the  country  air, 
Secure  from  meeting  cuny  tempter  there ; 
From  books  to  work,  from  work  to  books,  I  rove. 
And  am,  alas  I  at  leisure  to  impro^e ! — 
Is  thu  the  life  a  beauty  otight  to  lead  ? 
Werę  eyes  so  radiant  only  madę  to  read  ? 
Tliese  fingers,  at  włiose   touch  eT'n  age  wtmid 

glow, 
Are  these  of  nse  for  nothing  but  to  sew  ? 
Surę  erring  Naturę  never  oould  design 
To  form  a  housewife  in  a  moold  like  minę ! 
O  YenuB,  queen  and  guardian  of  the  foir, 
Attend  propitious  to  thy  Totary^s  prayer : 
Let  me  rerisit  the  dear  town  again : 
Let  me  be  seen  !— •could  I  that  wish  obtain, 
All  otber  wishes  my  owa  power  wwńd  gain." 
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BLENHEIM. 

WimZII  AT  182  WntKSm  OF  OZFOMD}  IN  THE 

yiAR  1727. 

Pabeitt  of  uts,  whose  skilful  hand  first  taught 
Tbe  towefing  pile  to  rise,  and  form'd  the  plan 
With  fiur  proportion;  architecŁ  divine. 
Mbenrm,  thee  to  my  adventurouc  lyre 
Asbtant  I  ioToke,  that  meaas  to  sing  • 

Blenheiiii,  proad  moaument  of  Britie^  iame, 
Thy  glorious  work !  for  tbou  the  loity  towera 
Didst  to  his  yirtue  raise,  whom  oft  thy  shield 
Ib  peril  guarded,  and  thy  wisdom  8teer'd 
Thimgh  all  the  storms  of  war. — ^Tbee  too  I  ca]l« 
Tłtalia,  8ylvan  Muse,  who  lov'st  to  ro^e 
iUoDg  the  shady  paths  and  rerdant  bowen 
Of  Woodstock'8  happy  grave :  there  taning  sweet 
Thy  mral  pipę,  while  aU  the  Dryad  train 
Attentire  Iisten;  let  thy  warbling  song 
Pamt  with  melodious  praise  the  pleasing  scenę, 
Aod  eąual  these  to  Pindos'  honoar^d  shades. 

When  Europę  freed,  ooofess^d  the  saying  power 
Of  Marlbonmgh^shand;  Britain,  who  sent  him  fbrth 
Chief  of  confederate  hosts,  to  fight  the  cause 
Of  Liberty  and  Jostice,  grateful  rais'd 
This  palące,  sacred  to  har  leader'8  famę: 
A  trophy  of  sncceas ;  with  spoils  adomM 
Of  conąuer^d  towns,  and  glorsriDg  in  the  name 
Of  that  augpicioos  field,  where  Churchill^s  sword 
Vanqai8hM  the  migfat  of  Gallia,  and  cha8ti8*d 
Rebel  Bayar. — Majestic  in  its  strength, 
SUods  the  proud  dome,  and  speaks  its  great  design. 

Hailt  happy  chief,  whose  valoar  couTd  deserye 
Bewaid  so  gloiioos !  grateful  nation,  hail, 
Who  paid^st  his  serrice  with  so  rich  a  roeed ! 
Which  most  shall  I  admire,  which  worthiest  praise, 
The  hero  or  the  people  ?  Honour  doubts. 
And  weigbs  tbeir  yirtnes  in  an  equal  scalę. 
Not  thos  Germania  pays  th'  nncancelPd  debt 
Of  gratitade  to  us — Blush,  Cesar,  blush, 
Wbea  thou  behold^st  these  towers ;  ingrate,  to  thee 
A  Donoment  of  shame !  Canst  thon  forget 
'Wheoce  they  aie  nam'd,  and  what  an  £nglish  arm 
Bid  ibr  thy  throne  that  day  ?  But  we  disdałn 
Or  to  iq»braid  or  imitate  thy  gnilt. 
StiU  thy  obdurate  beart  against  the  sense 
Of  obligation  infinite  i  and  know, 
Britain,  Itke  Heaven,  protects  a  thankless  world 
For  ber  own  glory,  nor  ezpects  reward* 

Plea8*d  wiCh  tbe  noble  theme,  ber  taak  the  Muse 
pDisoes  untir^d,  and  through  the  palące  roves 
With  eyer-new  delight.    The  tapestry  rich 
With  gold,  and  gay  with  all  the  beauteous  paint 
Of  Tańoos  ooIouT*d  silks,  disposM  with  skiil, 
Attncts  ber  curious  eye.  '  Uere  Ister  rolls 
His  puiple  wave ;  and  there  the  Granick  flood 
with  pąssing  squadrons  foams :  here  hardy  Gani 
Flies  finom  the  sword  of  Britain ;  there  to  Greece 
£fieminate  Persia  jields. — In  arms  opposM, 
Marlborough  and  AJexander  vłe  for  ńme 
WUh  glorions  oompetition;  eqnal  both 
Id  Talour  and  in  fortnne :  but  their  praise 
Be  difiierent,  for  with  difierent  Tiews  they  foaght: 
Thts  to  subdue,  and  that  tojree  mankind. 

Kow,  throiigh  the  stately  portals  issuing  forth, 
Tbe  Mose  to  softer  glories  tums,  and  seeks 
The  woodland  shade,  delighted.    Not  the  vale 
Of  Tempe  €uD'd  in  Bpngi  or  Ida^s  grore^ 


Such  beauty  boasts.    Amid  the  mazy.gloom 
Of  this  romantic  wildemess  once  stood 
The  bower  of  Rosamonda,  hapless  iair, 
Sacred  to  grief  and  love ;  tbe  crystal  fount 
In  which  she  us*d  to  bathe  her  beauteous  limbs 
StiU  warbling  flows,  pleas'd  to  reflect  the  face 
Of  Spencer,  lovely  maid,  whcn  tir'd  she  sits 
Beside  its  flowery  brink,  and  Tiews  those  charms 
Which  only  Rosamond  could  once  eatcel. 
But  see  where,  flowing  with  a  nobler  stream, 
A  limpid  lakę  of  purest  waters  rolls 
Beneath  the  wide-8tretch*d  arch,  stupendous  work, 
Through  which  the  Danube  naight  coUected  pour 
His  spacious  um !  Silent  a  while  and  sraooth 
The  current  glides,  till  with  an  headlong  force 
Broke  and  ditorder'd,  down  the  steep  it  falls 
In  loud  cascades ;  the  8ilver-sparkling  foam 
Glitters  relucent  in  the  dancing  ray. 

In  these  retreats  repos*d  the  mighty  soul 
Of  Churchill,  from  the  toils  of  war  and  state, 
Splendidly  private,  and  the  tranquil  joy 
Of  contemplation  felt,  while  Blenbeim^i  dome 
Triumphal  ever  in  his  mind  renewM 
The  memory  of  his  famę,  and  sooth*d  his  thoughtt 
With  pleasing  record  of  his  glorious  deeds. 
So,  by  the  ragę  of  Faction  borne  recall'd, 
Łucullus,  while  be  wag'd  successful  war 
Against  the  pride  of  Aaia,  and  the  power 
Of  Mlthridates,  whose  aspiring  mind 
No  losses  could  subdue,  enrichM  with  ipoils 
Of  conąuer^d  nations,  back  retum'd  to  Ronie, 
And  in  magnificent  retirement  past 
The  erening  of  his  life. — But  not  alone, 
In  the  calm  shades  of  honourable  ease,.  [ren 

Great  Marlborough  peaceAil  dwelt:  indulgent  Hca- 
Gaye  a  companion  to  his  softer  hours, 
I  With  whom  conrersing,  be  forgut  all  change 
Of  fortunę,  or  of  state,  and  in  her  mind 
Found  greatness  eąual  to  his  own,  and  loT'd 
Himself  in  her. — ^Thus  each  by  each  admir*d, 
In  mutnal  honour,  mutual  fbndness  join'd, 
Like  two  fairstars,  with  intermingled  light, 
In  friendly  unkrn  they  together  shone, 
Aiding  each  other^s  brightness,  till  the  cloud 
Of  night  etenial  quenchM  the  beams  x>f  one. 
Thee,  Churchill,  first  the  nithless  hand  of  Drath 
Torę  from  thy  coworfs  side,  and  call*d  thee  hence 
To  the  sublimer  seats  of  joy  and  love; 
Where  Fate'again  shall  join  her  sodl  to  thine, 
Whó  now,  regardful  of  tby  fiime,  erects 
The  column  to  thy  praise,  and  soothes  her  woe 
With  pious  honours  to  thy  sacred  name 
Immortal.    Lo !  where,  towering  in  the  height 
Of  yon  aerial  pillar,  proudly  stands 
Thy  image,  like  a  guardian  god,  sublime, 
And  awes  the  subject  plain :  beneath  his  foet, 
The  German  eagles  spread  their  wings ;  his  band 
Grasps  Yictory^  its  slave.    Such  was  thy  brow 
Majestic,  such  thy  martial  port,  when  Gaol 
I  Fled  from  thy  frown,  and  in  the  Danube  sought 
A  r^fuge  from  thy  swonL — ^There,  where  the  field 
Was  deepest  Btain'd  wRh  gore,  on  Hochstefs  plain, 
The  tbeatre  of  thy  glory,  once  was  rais'd 
A  meaner  trophy,  by  the  imperial  band; 
£xtorted  gratitude  !  which  now  the  ragę 
Of  malice  impotent,  beseeming  ill 
A  regal  breast,  bas  leveiFd  to  the  ground : 
Mean  insult !  Tbis,  with  better  auspices, 
Shall  stand  on  British  earth  to  tell  the  world 
How  MarlboKOugh  fongbt^  for  wboai>  aad  how  lepaid 
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His  seryicei.    Nor  shall  the  oonstant  love 

Of  her  who  raisM  thrs  moaument  be  lost 

Id  dark  ob1ivion :  that  shall  be  the  theme 

Of  ftiture  bards  in  ages  yet  unbom, 

Inspir^d  with  Chaucer*8  fire,  who  in  these  groyes 

First  tan'd  the  Bńtish  harp,  and  Itttle  deem^d 

His  humble  d we! ling  should  the  neighbour  be 

Of  Bienheim,  bouse  superb;  to  which  the  tiiroDg 

Of  travellers  approaching  shall  not  pass 

His  roof  unnoted,  but  respectftil  hail 

With  reverence  due.    Such  honoar  does  the  Moae 

Obtain  her  foyourites. — But  the  noble  pile 

(My  thefne)  demands  my  voice.— O  shade  ador^d, 

Marlborough  !  who  now  aboVe  the  starry  sphere 

I>well'st  in  the  palaces  of  Heaven,  enthronM 

Among  the  demi-gods,  deign  to  defeud 

Thłs  thy  abode,  while  present  berę  below, 

And  sacred  still  to  thy  immortat  ^me, 

With  tutelary  care.     Preserve  it  safe 

From  Ume^s  destroying  hand,  and  cruel  stroke 

Of  factious  EDvy's  morę  relentless  ragę. 

Herę  may,  long  ages  hence,  the  British  youth, 

When  Honour  calls  them  to  the  field  of  war, 

Behold  the  trophies  which  thy  yalour  rais^d ; 

The  proud  reward  of  thy  successful  toils 

For  £urope's  freedom,  and  Britaimia'8  famę ; 

That  fir*d  with  generous  envy,  they  may  dare 

To  emulate  thy  deeds. — So  shall  thy  name, 

I>ear  to  thy  country,  still  inspire  her  sons 

With  martial  virtae;  and  to  high  attempts 

Ekcite  their  arms,  till  other  battles  won. 

And  nations  8av'd,  new  monuments  reąuire^ 

And  other  Bleuheims  sball  adom  the  land. 


TO  THE  REFEREND  DR.  AYSCOUGH, 

ATOSFOmB. 

warrtEN  from  paris  in  m  tbajR  1728. 

Say,  dearest  friend,  how  roli  thy  hours  away  ? 
What  pleasing  study  cheats  the  tedious  day  ? 
Dost  thou  the  sacred  volumes  óft  ezplore 
Of  wise  Antiqaity'8  inunortal  lorę, 
Where  virtue,  by  the  charms  of  wit  refin'd, 
At  oDce  exalt8  and  polishes  the  mind  ? 
How  different  from  our  modem  guiity  art, 
Which  pleases  only  to  oorropt  the  heart ; 
Whose  curst  refinements  odious  Tice  adom. 
And  teach  to  honour  „what  we  ought  to  scom  ! 
Itost  thou  in  sagę  historians  joy  to  see 
How  Roman  greatness  rosę  with  libeity : 
How  the  same  bands  that  tymnts  durst  cpotrol 
Their  empire  stretched  ffom  Atlas  to  the  pole; 
Till  wealth  and  conąuest  into  slares  refin'd 
The  proud  luxurious  masten  of  mankind  ? 
Dost  thou  in  letter*d  Oreece  each  charm  admire, 
Each  grace,  each  Tirtue,  Freedom  oould  inspire  ; 
Yet  tn  her  troubled  state  see  all  the  woes, 
And  all  the  crimes,  that  giddy  Faction  kiiows ; 
Till,  rent  by  parties,  by  oorruption  sold, 
Or  weakly  careless,  or  too  rashly  bold, 
She  sunk  beneath  a  mitigated  doom, 
The  slaye  and  tutoress  of  protecting  Borne  ? 
I>oes  calm  Philosopby  her  aid  impart. 
To  guide  the  passions,  and  to  mend  the  heait  ? 
Taught  by  her  precepts,  hast  thou  learot  the  end 
To  which  alone  the  wise  their  studies  bend ; 
For  which  alone  by  Naturę  were  deMgn*d 
The  powen  of  thought— to  benefi(  mankind  ? 


Not,  like  a  ctoysterM  drone,  to  read  and  domr, 
In  undesoTYing,  undeserv*d,  repose  ^ 
Bnt  reason^s  influence  to  diffuse ;  to  elear 
Th*  enlighten'd  world  of  every  gloomy  fear; 
Dispel  the  mists  of  ęrrour,  and  unbind 
Those  pedant  chains  that  clog  the  freebora  mind. 
Happy  who  thus  his  leisure  can  employ  ! 
He  knows  the  purest  hours  of  tranqnil  joy ; 
Nor  vext  with  pangs  that  busier  bośoms  tear» 
Nor  lost  to  social  yirtue'8  pleasing  care ; 
Safe  in  the  port,  yet  labouring  to  sustain 
Those  who  still  float  on  the  tempestuous  main. 

So  Locke  the  days  of  studious  quiet  spent; 
So  Boyle  in  wisdom  found  diyine  content ; 
So  Cambray,  worthy  of  a  happier  doom, 
llie  yirtuous  slaye  of  Louis  and  of  Romę. 

Good  Wor'ster  ■  thus  snpports  his  droopin^  age^ 
Far  freon  court-flattery,  far  from  party-rage^ 
He,  who  in  youth  a  tyranfs  frown  defy'd, 
Tirm  and  intrepid  on  his  countr^s  side,      [gaide! 
Her  boldest  champion  then,  and  now  ber  mildest 
O  generous  warmth  t  O  sanctity  diyine ! 
To  emulate  his  wortb,  my  friend,  be  thine: 
Leam  from  his  life  the  duties  of  the  gown  ; 
Leara,  not  to  flatter,  nor  insult  the  crown  ; 
Nor,  basely  aenrile,  court  the  guiłty  great. 
Nor  raise  the  church  a  rival  to  the  state: 
To  errour  mild,  to  yice  alone  seyere, 
Seek  not  to  spread  the  Unoąfhoe  by  fiear. 
The  priest  who  plagues  the  world  can  neyer  mendf 
N9  foe  to  man  was  e'er  to  God  a  fnend. 
Let  reason  and  let  yirtue  faith  maintain; 
All  force  but  theirs  is  impious,  weak,  and  yain. 

Me  other  cares  in  other  climes  engage, 
Cares  that  beoome  my  birth,  and  suit  my  age; 
In  yarioos  knowledge  to  improye  my  youtb. 
And  ooiiquer  prejudice,  worat  ibe  to  truth  ; 
By  ibreijpi  arts  domestic  faults  to  mend, 
Enlarge  my  notions,  and  my  yiews  estend  ; 
The  useful  science  of  the  world  to  know, 
Which  books  can  neyer  teach,  or  pedants  show. 

A  nation  here  I  pity  and  admire, 
Whom  nobtest  sentiments  of  glory  fire, 
Yet  taught,  by  cu8tom*s  fbrce  and  bigot  fear. 
To  serye  with  pride,  and  bocLst  the  yoke  they  bear: 
Whose  nobles,  bom  to  cringe  and  to  oommand, 
(In  courts  a  mean.  in  camps  a  generous  band) 
From  each  Iow  tool  of  power,  content  receiye 
Those  laws,  their  dreaded  arms  to  Europę  giye. 
Whose  people  (yain  in  want,  in  bondage  blest-; 
Though  plujMler^d,  gay ;  indu8trious,thoughopprest)' 
With  happy  follies  rise  aboye  their  fate, 
The  jest  and  enyy  of  each  wiser  state. 

Yet  here  the  Muses  deignVi  a  while  to  sport 
In  the  short  sunshine  of  a  fayouring  court : 
Here  Boileau,  strong  in  sense  and  sharp  in  wit, 
Who,  from  the  ancients,  Kke  the  ancients  writ^ 
Permission  gain*d  inferior  yioe  to  blame, 
By  flattering  incenee  to  his  master's  frme. 
Here  Moliere,  first  of  comic  wits,  escelled 
Whate^er  Athenian  theatres  beheM ; 
By  keen,  yet  deeent,  satire  skilPd  to  please^ 
With  morals  mirth  uniting,  strength  with  ease. 
Now,  charm'd,  I  hear  the  bold  Goroeille  inspire 
Heroic  thooghts,  with  Shakspeare^  fbrce  and  fire! 
Now  sweet  l^cine,  with  milder  influence}  mo^*e 
The  8often*d  heart  to  pity  and  to  loye. 


'  Bishop  Hottgh. 
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IPrifth  nitiigM  pain  and  pleasnre,  I  sm^ey 
The  pompous  works  of  arbitnry  sway ; 
Pioud  palaces,  that  drainM  the  sobjects*  storę, 
Rais'd  OD  the  niios  of  th*  opprest  and  poor ; 
Where  ev'n  mute  iralls  are  taught  to  flatter  ttate, 
And  painted  triumphs  ityle  Ambitioo  oftBAT*. 
With  morę  delight  tbose  pleasing  shades  I  vieir, 
\lliere  Cdndć  from  an  enrious  court  withdrew  '; 
Wliere»  aick  of  glory,  faction,  power,  and  pride, 
(Surę  jadge  how  empty  all,  who  all  bad  tiied!) 
Beoeath  bis  palms  the  weary  cbief  repos^d. 
And  life's  great  scenę  in  quiet  vłrtue  clos'd. 

WiUi  sbame  that  other  famM  retreat  I  see, 
AdoTD^d  by  ait,  disgracM  by  luxtiry  < : 
Where  Orieans  wasted  every  Tacant  hoiir, 
in  the  wild  riot  of  unbcmnded  power ; 
Where  fererisb  debauch  and  impioos  ]ove 
SŁam*d  the  mad  table  and  the  guilty  grore. 

WHh  theae  amusements  is  tby  friend  detahi'd, 
FfeasPd  and  instnicted  in  a  foretgn  land ; 
Yet  oft  a  tender  wish  recalis  my  mind 
Phm  present  joys  to  dearer  left  behind. 
O  nathre  isle,  fair  Freedom'^  happiest  seat! 
At  thoaght  of  thee»  my  boonding  pulses  beat ; 
At  thoaght  of  thee,  my  heart  impatient  buras. 
And  all  my  country  on  my  soul  returns. 
When  shall  I  see  thy  fields,  whose  plenteoas  grain 
No  po<w.r  can  re^ish  firom  th'  indastrions  swain  ? 
When  kiss,  with  pioas  love,  the  sarred  earth 
That  gaTe  a  Barleigh  or  a  Russe)  birth  ? 
When,  in  the  shade  of  laws,  that  loog  have  stood, 
Propt  by  their  care,  or  strengthenM  by  their  blood, 
Of  fearless  independence  wisely  vain, 
The  proodest  8lave  of  Bourbon^s  race  disdain  ? 

Yet,  oh!  what  doubt,  what  sad  presaging'Toioe, 
Whispen  within,  and  bids  me  not  rejoioe ; 
Bids  me  contemplate  erery  state  around, 
From  tultry  Spain  to  Nor«ay'8  icy  bound ; 
Bids  their  lost  rights,  their  niin'd  glory  see; 
And  tdls  me,  **  l^bese,  like  England,  once  were  free !" 


TO  MIL  POYNTZ^ 

AMlMSADOa  AT  IHB  COMOftBU  OP  S0I880NI,  Ol  1728. 

warriŁN  at  pakis. 

Otboit,  whose  friendship  is  my  joy  and  pride, 
Whose  Tirtues  warm  me,  and  whose  precepts  gnidę; 
Thoa  to  whom  greatness,  rigbtly  undentood, 
is  bat  a  larger  power  of  being  giood ; 
Say,  Poyntz,  amidst  the  toil  of  anxiou8  state, 
I>oes  not  tby  secret  soul  desire  retreat  ? 
Ikm  tfaen  not  wish  (the  task  of  glory  done) 
Thy  basy  life  at  length  might  be  thy  own; 
That,  to  thy  lovM  philosophy  restgn^d, 
No  care  might  ruffle  thy  unbended  mind  ? 
Jnst  is.the  wish.     For  surę  the  happiest  meed. 
To  favoQr*d  man  by  smiling  H«iven  decreed, 
Is,  to  reflect  at  ease  on  i^orious  pains, 
And  calmly  to  ei^y  what  virtue  gains. 

Kot  him  I  praise,  who,  from  the  wbrld  retir^d. 
By  no  enliYening  generous  passion  fir*d, 

'The  Tictories  of  Louis  the  Fonrteenth,  jwinted 
in  the  galleries  of  Yersailies. 
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On  flowery  coaches  slnmbers  lift  away,     . 
And  gently  bids  bis  actire  powert  decay ; 
Who  fiears  bright  Głory^s  awfiil  face  to  see^ 
And  shuns  renown  as  much  as  infamy. 
But  blest  is  he,  who,  exercis'd  in  cares. 
To  private  leisure  public  Tirtue  bears: 
Who  tranąuil  ends  the  race  he  nobly  mn, 
And  decks  repose  with  trophies  Łabour  won* 
Him  Honour  follows  to  the  secret  shade, 
Aud  crowns  propitious  his  declining  head  ; 
In  his  retreats  their  harps  the  Muses  string. 
For  him  in  lays  unbought  spontaneons  sing  ; 
Friendship  aud  Truth  on  all  his  moments  wait, 
PleasM  with  retirement  better  than  with  state ; 
And  round  the  bower,  where  bnmbly  great  he  lieSi, 
Fair  olires  bloom,  or  yerdant  laurds  rise. 

So  when  thy  country  shall  no  morę  demand 
The  needful  aid  of  thy  sustaining  band ; 
When  Peace  restor^d  shall,  on  ber  downy  wing^ 
Secure  repose  and  careless  leisure  bring; 
Then,  to  the  shades  of  learaed  ease  rettr'd, 
The  world  forgetttng,  by  the  world  admir^d, 
Among  thy  books  anid  friends,  thon  shalt  posseai 
Contemplative  and  quiet  happiness : 
PleasM  to  re^iew  a  life  in  honour  spent. 
And  painfnl  merit  paid  with  sweet  oontent 
Yet,  though  tby  hours  unck)gg'd  with  sorrow  n>n» 
Hiough  wisdom  calm,  and  science  feed  thy  soul, 
One  dearer  bliss  remaine  to  be  possest, 
That  only  can  improve  and  crown  the  rest— 

Permit  thy  friend  this  seoret  to  rereal, 
Which  thy  own  heart  perhaps  would  better  tdl; 
The  point  to  which  our  sweetest  passions  move 
b,  to  be  truły  loy'd,  and  fondly  love. 
This  is  the  charm  that  smooths  tbe  troubled  breast^ 
Friend  of  our  health,  and  author  of  our  rest : 
Bids  every  gloomy  Texing  passion  fly, 
And  tunes  each  jarriag  string  to  barmony. 
£v*n  while  I  write,  the  name  of  Love  inspires 
Morę  pleasing  thoughts,  and  morę  enlivening  firesi 
Bencaih  his  power  my  raptur^d  fancy  glows, 
And  every  tender  Terse  morę  sweetly  flows. 
DuU  is  the  priTilege  of  liying  free ; 
Our  hearU  were  never  lbrm'd  ibr  liberty : 
Some  beauteous  image,  well  imprinted  there, 
Can  best  defend  them  from  coosuming  cafe. 
In  Tain  to  gro^es  and  gardens  we  retire. 
And  Naturę  in  her  mral  works  admire ; 
Though  gratefiil  these,  yet  these  but  faintly  charm  ; 
They  may  delight  us,  but  can  nerre  waim. 
May  some  fair  eyes,  my  friend,  th^  bosom  fire 
With  pleasing  pangs  of  ever-gay  desire; 
And  teach  thee  that  soft  science,  which  alone 
Still  to  thy  searching  mind  rests  slightly  known  1 
Thy  soul,  though  great,  is  tender  and  refiu*d. 
To  friendship  sensible,  to  love  incłin'd. 
And  therefore  long  thou  canst  not  arm  thy  breast 
Against  the  entrance  of  so  sweet  a  guest. 
Hear  what  th*  inspiring  Muses  bid  me  tell. 
For  HeaTen  shalt  ratify  what  they  reveal : 

'<  A  chosen  bride  shall  in  thy  arms  be  placM, 
With  all  th^  attractive  charms  of  beauty  grac'd, 
Whose  wit  and  virtae  shall  thy  own  expn»8, 
Distingnish'd  ouly  by  their  softer  dress: 
Thy  greatness  she,  or  thy  retreat,  shall  share; 
Sweeten  traoquillity,  or  soften  care ; 
Her  smiles  the  tasto  of  every  joy  shall  raise. 
And  add  new  pleasure  to  renown  and  praise ; 
TiU  cbarm'd  you  own  the  tnith  my  Terse  would  piore, 
I1iat  happiness  is  near  allied  to*love." 
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VERSES 
TO  ■■  WKimM  umnt  a  ncruu  op  m.  ponnz. 

SucB  18  thy  ibrm»  O  Fojfntz,  but  wfao  thall  find 
A  hand,  or  coloiin,  to  expre98  thy  mind  ? 
A  mind  qniiiov'd  by  eveiy  Tulgar  f««r, 
In  a  ialse  worid  that  dares  to  be  sincere ; 
Wise  witbout  art;  without  ambition  ^reat$ 
Though  firm,  yet  ptiant;  actiTe,  though  sedaAe; 
Wlth  all  tbe  rich^  stoies  of  leaming  fraugfat, 
Yet  better  ttHl  by  native  pnidence  taught ; 
That,  fbnd  tbe  griefii  of  the  distrest  to  heal, 
Gan  pity  frailties  it  could  ne^er  feel ; 
That,  wben  Mislbrtune  soed,  ne'er  sougbt  to  know 
Wbat  sect,  wbat  party,  whether  friend  or  ibe ; 
That,  fix'd  on  equal  yirtue's  temperate  laws, 
Despifles  cakimny,  and  shuns  applause : 
Tbat,  to  its  own  perfections  singly  blind, 
Would  ibr  another  think  tbis  praise  design*d. 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  MB.  POPE. 

?BOMAOMB,  1730. 

Immoital  bard  !  for  wKom  each  Mnse  bas  wove 

The  fairest  garlands  of  th'  Aonian  gnve ; 

Preierv'd  our  drooping  genim  to  lestore, 

When  Addkon  and  Congreve  are  no  morę ; 

After  90  many  stars  ejctinct  m  nigfat, 

The  darken'd  age*8  last  remaming  Ught ! 

To  thee  firom  Łatian  realma  tbis  Terse  is  writ, 

Inspir^d  by  memory  of  ancient  wit; 

For  now  no  morę  these  cHmes  their  influence  boaft, 

Fairn  is  tbeir  gkMry,  and  their  Tirtue  k«t; 

From  tyrants,  and  firom  priests,  the  Moaei  fly, 

Daughters  of  Reason  and  of  Liberty ! 

Nor  BaiB  now  nor  Umbria^s  plain  they  lorę. 

Nor  on  the  banks  of  Nar  or  Mincio  roTe ; 

To  Thame8*8  flowery  borders  tłiey  retire, 

And  kindle  in  thy  breast  the  Roniao  fire. 

So  in  the  shades,  where,  cheer^d  with  tnmmer  nyi, 

Melodious  linnets  warbied  sprigbtly  lays, 

Soon  as  the  faded,  felling  leaTes  complain 

Of  gloomy  Winter^s  unauspicious  reign. 

No  tunefol  voice  is  heard  of  joy  or  lore^ 

Bat  moumful  silence  saddens  all  the  gro¥ft 

Unhappy  Italy !  whow  alter^d  state 
Has  felt  the  worst  seyerity  of  Fate : 
Not  that  baibafian  hands  ber  fiMces  broke. 
And  bow*d  ber  haugbty  neck  beneath  their  yoke; 
Nor  that  ber  palaoes  to  earth  are  thrown, 
Her  cities  desert,  and  ber  fields  nnsown ; 
Bat  that  ber  ancient  spirit  is  decay'd, 
That  sacred  Wisdom  ftnm  ber  bounds  is  fled ; 
That  there  the  source  of  science  flows  no  morę, 
Whenee  its  rich  streams  sopplied  the  worid  beibre. 

lUostrioas  names !  that  oooe  in  Latium  shin*d. 
Bom  to  instnict  and  to  oommand  mankind ; 
Cbie6,  by  whoee  Tirtne  migfaty  Romę  was  rais^d, 
And  poets,  who  thoee  chiefii  sublimely  prai8*d; 
Oft  I  tbe  traees  you  have  left  explore, 
Your  ashes  Tisit,  aikd  your  ums  adore; 
Oft  kias,  with  lips  derout,  some  moulderii^  itoM^ 
With  ivy's  veQerable  shade  o'ei;grown ; 
Thve  bornd  ruins  better  płeas*d  to 
Tban  all  the  ponp  of  modem  Inzuiy, 


As  late  on  YirgiPs  tomb  fresb  flofwen  I  abtnrM, 
While  with  th'  inspiring  Muse  my  boaom  g]ow'd, 
Crown'd  with  etemal  bajrs,  my  m^ish^d  eyes 
Beheld  the  poet's  awAii  form  arise : 

'*  Stranger,'*  he  said,  **  whose  pious  band  bas  paid 
These  grateful  rites  to  my  attentive  shade, 
When  thou  shalt  breathe  thV  happy  native  air. 
To  Pope  this  message  finom  hli  master  bear : 

**  Great  bard,  wbose  numbers  I  myself  inspire^ 
To  whom  I  gare  my  own  barmonious  łyre, 
If,  high  ezalted  on  tbe  throne  of  wit^ 
Near  me  and  Homer  thou  aspire  to  sit. 
No  morę  let  meaner  satire  dim  the  raya 
Ihat  flow  majestłc  finom  thy  nobler  btys ; 
In  all  the  flowery  paths  of  Pindus  stray. 
But  shun  that  thorny,  tbat  unpleasing  way ; 
Nor,  when  each  soft  engaging  Muse  is  thine, 
Address  the  least  attracrive  of  the  Ninę. 

*<  Of  thee  morę  worthy  were  thy  task,  to  raise 
A  lasting  column  to  thy  coantry's  praise ; 
To  sing  the  land,  which  yet  alone  can  boast 
That  liberty  oorrupted  Home  bas  lost; 
Where  Science  in  the  ąrms  of  Peace  is  laid. 
And  plants  ber  palm  tieneath  the  oli^e^s  shade. 
Such  was  the  theme  for  which  my  Ijre  I  strung, 
SUch  was  the  pec»le  whose  ejq>loits  I  sung ; 
BraTe,  yet  reflo'a,  for  arms  and  arts  reoown'd, 
With  difiereat  bays  by  Mars  and  Phocbus  crown'd; 
Daontless  opposers  of  tjnrannic  sway. 
But  pleas*d  a  mild  Augustus  to  ob^. 

"  If  these  oommands  submissiTe  thoa  receir^ 
lounortal  and  unblam'd  thy  name  shall  li^e;, 
Envy  to  black  Gocytus  shall  retne ; 
And  howi  with  fories  in  tormenting  fire ; 
Appromg  Time  shall  consecrate  thy  lays. 
And  join  the  patnot*s  to  the  poef  s  pmise.** 


TO  LORD  HERVEY. 
nc  THB  TBAs  1730.    raoM  woacBsnasnnuL 

Strenua  nos  exercet  mertia :  uaTibos  atqne 
Quadrigis  petimus  bene  TiTere:  quod  petis,  hic  est ; 
Est  ulttbris,  animus  si  te  non  defińt  equns.    lloi^ 

FATOinim  of  Venns  and  the  tnneful  Nme, 
FoUio,  by  Naturę  forasM  in  coorts  to  shine, 
Wilt  thou  once  morę  a  kind  attention  lend. 
To  thy  loog  absent  and  foigoMen  ftiend ; 
Who,  after  seas  and  mountams  wander^d  o*er, 
Returo'd  at  length  to  his  own  natrre  ahore, 
From  all  that's  gay  retir^d,  and  all  tlMt*s  grea^ 
Beneath  the  shades  of  his  patemal  aemt, 
Has  found  that  happiness  he  songfat  m  Tain 
On  the  fom'd  banks  ofnber  and  of  Scine  > 
nis  not  to  Tiew  the  well-propoition'd  pile, 
The  chareis  of  Titian's  and  of  Raphael*s  style ; 
At  soft  Italian  sounds  to  rodt  away ; 
Or  in  the  fragrant  groves  of  myrtle  stmy-; 
That  IttUs  tbe  tnmnlts  of  the  soul  to  reat, 
Or  makes  the  food  possessor  tmly  blest 
In  our  own  breasts  the  soarce  of  pleasure  lies 
Still  open,  and  still  flowing  to  the  wise; 
Not  forc*d  by  toilsome  aft  and  wild  desire 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  Naturę  to  aspire, 
Biit,  in  its  proper  cbannels  glidmg  foir; 
A  common  benefit,  which  all  may  sbare. 
Yet  half  mankind  thb  easy  good  disdain. 
Nor  relish  happiness  unboogbt  by  pain;     [is  raia. 
Faise  is  their  taste  of  blin^  aod  thenoe  tbeir  search 
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S»  idle,  y«t  m  rertles,  aie  onr  nńnds, 
^e climb  the  Ałps,  and  brwre  the  ngiog  wiadi; 
Throogh  Tarious  toils  to  seek  cootent  we  roam, 
Whidi  with  tnit  ikinking  rigkt  were  oiin  at  booie. 
For  not  the  ceaseles  change  of  thifted  place 
Cui  from  the  heart  a  settled  gńef  eraie, 
Nor  can  tbe  panr  balm  of  foreiga  air 
Heal  tbe  di«temper*d  mmd  of  aching  care. 
Tbe  wrrtch,  by  wild  impatience  driven  to  roTe, 
Vext  with  ^  pangs  of  ii1-Tequited  lorę, 
From  TfAe  to  Pole  the  latał  arrow  beara, 
Wbose  footfd  point  hU  bleeeding  bosoro  tean ; 
With  eąnal  pam  each  different  clime  he  tries. 
And  •  himseif  that  torment  which  he  flies. 

For  bow  should Jtls,  wfaich  ftom  oiir  passioos  flow, 
Be  ohang'd  by  Afiic'8  beat,  or  Rnssia^s  sdow  ? 
Or  bow  can  anght  but  powerful  reaaoo  care 
Wbat  fimn  untbinking  folly  we  endure  ? 
Htn>y  is  he,  and  he  akme,  who  knowt 
ISi  beact'8  nneasy  dMoord  to  compose ; 
b  gcneroug  kyre  of  otben'  good»  to  find 
The  iweetest  pleaaures  of  the  soclal  mind; 
Tb  bound  his  wishes  in  their  proper  sphere ; 
1^  nooriih  pleasmg  hope,  and  cooqoer  anzioiis  fear : 
tbis  was  the  wisdom  ancient  sages  taught, 
Th»  was  the  sorereign  good  they  jiwtly  soagbt  | 
Tbit  to  no  place  w  climate  is  confinM, 
Bot  the  finee  oattve  produoe  of  the  mind. 

Nor  think,  my  kNd,  that  courts  to  yoa  deny 
llie  oseful  practiee  of  philosophy : 
Borace,  the  wiseft  of  the  toneful  choir. 
Not  always  ehose  from  greatnesi  to  retire  $ 
Bot,  in  tbe  pałace  of  Augnstus,  knew 
Tbe  same  anening  nuucims  to  punne, 
Whicb,  in  the  Sabinę  or  the  Yelian  sbade^ 
Hii  stndy  and  his  happiaesi  he  madę. 

May  you,  my  friend,  by  his  example  tanght, 
Fiew  all  the  giddy  scenę  with  sober  thoaght ; 
lijodazzled  erery  glittering  folly  see. 
And  in  the  midst  of  slarish  fwrms  be  free ; 
In  its  own  eentre  keep  your  steady  mind, 
Let  Prodence  guide  you,  but  let  Hooour  bind. 
Ib  show,  in  mannen,  act  tbe  courtier'8  part. 
Bat  be  a  cooDtry  gentleman  at  heart 


ADVICE  TO  A  LADY. 

M.BOC.XXXL 

Tst  connsets  of  a  firiend,  Belinda,  bear, 
Too  rouchly  ktnd  to  please  a  Iady*s  ear, 
UnJike  the  f  atteries  of  a  lon^r^s  pen. 
Soch  truths  as  women  seldom  leam  from  men. 
Nor  think  I  praise  you  iii,  when  thos  I  show 
Wbat  fema1«  ranity  might  fear  to  know. 
Some  merłt^s  minę,  to  dare  to  be  sincere; 
Bot  greater  your^s,  sinoerity  to  bear. 

Hard  is  the  fortunę  that  your  sex  attends ; 
Women,  like  pr«nce«,  fhid  few  real  friends: 
All  wbo  approacb  them  their  own  ends  pursue; 
lofecs  abd  ministers  are  seldom  true. 
Henee  oft  from  Reason  heedless  Beauty  strays, 
And  the  most  tnisted  guide  the  most  betrays, 
UdBoe.  by  ibod  dreams  of  iancied  power  araus^d, 
When  most  ye  tyrannise,  yoa  *re  most  abus^d. 

Wbat  is  yonr  sex'8  earliest,  latest  care, 
Toor  heart^  supremę  ambition  >— To  be  Mr. 
Fgt  this,  the  toilet  erery  tbought  employs, 
Hence  aU  the  toUl  of  draso,  and  alt  the  joyt: 


For  tbis,  handa,  lipi,  and  eyei,  are  pni  to  tchool^ 

And  each  inatructed  featorc  has  its  role: 

And  yet  how  few  have  leamt,  when  this  is  giv€n, 

Not  to  disgrace  the  partial  boon  of  HeavenT 

How  few  with  all  th^r  pride  of  form  can  moTe  ! 

How  few  are  loreły,  that  are  mada  for  love  I 

Do  you,  my  fair,  endeavour  to  pGssess 

An  elegance  of  mind  as  well  as  dress ; 

Be  tl^at  your  omanient,  and  know  to  please 

By  gracefiil  Natnre^s  unaffected  easet 

Mor  make  to  dangerous  wit  ę,  vain  pretence, 
Bat  wisely  rest  cootent  with  modest  sense ; 
For  wit,  like  wiae,  intoxicates  the  brain, 
Too  strong  for  feeble  woman  to  sustain : 
Of  those  who  claim  it  morę  than  half  have  nonę; 
And  half  of  those  who  ba^e  it  are  undone. 

Be  stiłl  superior  to  your  sex'8  arts» 
Nor  think  dishonesty  a  proof  of  parts : 
For  you,  the  plainest  is  the  wiaest  nile : 
A  cunmng  womitn  is  a  knmńsh  Jhol. 

Be  go(^  yourself,  nor  think  another*s  shame 
Can  raise  your  merit,  or  adom  your  famo. 
Pmdes  raił  at  whores,  as  statesmen  in  disgrace 
At  ministers,  because  they  wish  their  place. 
Yktue  is  amiable,  mild,  serene ; 
Without,  all  beauty ;  and  all  peace  within : 
The  honour  of  a  prude  is  ragę  and  storm, 
*ns  ugliness  in  its  most  frigbtful  f>rm. 
Fiercely  it  stands,  defying  gods  and  men, 
As  fiery  monsters  goard  a  gianfs  den. 

Seek  to  be  good,  but  aim  not  to  be  great: 
A  woman's  noblest  statioo  is  istreat : 
Her  fairest  virtue8  fly  from  public  si|^ 
Domestic  worth,  that  shuns  too  strong  a  light 

To  rougher  man  Ambition*s'task  resign-: 
'Hs  ours  in  senates  or  in  courts  to  shtne ; 
To  laboui^ibr  a  sunk  oorruptad  state, 
Or  dare  the  ragę  of  Enry,  and  be  great        , 
One  oniy  care  ]rour  gentle  breasts  shonld  move, 
Th'  important  business  of  your  life  is  love ; 
To  this  great  point  direct  your  constant  aim, 
This  makes  your  hi^ipinesB,  and  this  your  fiBune. 

Be  never  cool  resenre  with  passion  joinM ; 
With  cautioB  choose;  but  then  be  fondly  kind. 
The  selfish  heart,  that  but  by  balves  is  giren,- 
Shall  find  no  place  in  Loye^k  delightful  Heai^en ; 
Herę  sweet  extremes  alooe  can  tnily  bless ; 
The  Yirtue  of  a  lov6r  is  eaoaps. 

A  maid  unask*d  may  own  a  well-plac'd  flame ; 
Not  loving/r«/,  but  loving  wnmg,  is  shame. 

Cootemn  the  little  pride  of  giving  pain, 
Nor  think  that  conquest  jnstifies  disdaitk 
Short  is  the  period  of  insolting  power: 
Offended  Cupid  finds  his  ven^t!l  hoor; 
Soon  will  resume  the  empire  which  he  gave, 
And  soon  the  tyrant  shaU  become  the  s1ave. 

Blest  is  the  maid,  and  wotihy  to  be  btest, 
Wbose  soul,  entire  by  him  she  Ioves  possest, 
Feels  every  ranity  in  fondness  lost. 
And  asks  no  power  but  that  of  pleasinsr  most: 
Hers  is  the  bliv,  in  just  return,  to  prove 
The  honcst  warmth  of  undissembled  love; 
For  ber,  inconstant  man  might  cease  to  rangę, 
And  gratitude  forfoid  desirc  to  change. 

But,  Icst  hanh  Care  the  lover's  peace  destroy, 
And  roughiy  blight  the  tender  buds  of  joy, 
Let  Reason  teach  wbat  Passion  fatn  woułd  hide, 
TTiat  Hymen's  bands  by  Prudence  should  be  t-ed, 
Venus  in  vain  the  wedded  pair  would  crown, 
if  angry  Fortuna  on  their  umon  frown : 
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'  Soon  will  tlie  flattering  dream  of  bliss  be  o^er, 
And  cloy'd  imagination  cbeat  no  morę. 
Then,  waking  to  tbe  sense  of  lasting  pain, 
\¥ith  mutual  tean  the  nuptial  couch  they  stain ; 
And  tbat  fond  love,  whicb  sbould  ailbrd  relief, 
Boes  but  increase  tbe  anguish  of  their  grief : 
MTbile  both  could  easier  their  own  aorrows  bear, 
Than  the  aad  knowledge  of  each  otber^s  care. 

Yet  may  you  ratber  feel  tbat  virtuous  pain, 
Than  sell  yonr  Tiolated  charms  for  gain ; 
Tban  wed  the  wretch  wbom  you  despise  or  b^te, 
For  the  yain  glare  of  useless  wealth  or  state. 
The  nkost  abandonedprostitutes  are  tbey, 
Wfao  not  to  loTe,  but  avarice,  fali  a  prey : 
Nor  augbt  ayails  the  specious  name  of  wife  ; 
A  maid  so  wedded  is  o  whorefor  l{fe.  f  ven 

Ev*n  in  the  happiest  choice,  where  fioLTOuring  Hea- 
Has  equal  love  and  easy  fortunę  gtven, 
Think  not,  the  husband  gainM,  tbat  all  is  done; 
7%e  prize  of  bappiness  must  still  be  won : 
And  oft,  the  careless  find  it  to  their  cost, 
The  Iwer  in  tbe  hutband  roay  be  lost  $ 
llie  Oraces  migbt  aloae  bis  beart  alhtre  ; 
They  and  tbe  Yirtues  meeńng  most  secure. 

Let  ey^n  yonr  prudence  wear  the  pleasing  dre« 
Of  care  for.  kimf  and  anxious  tendemest^ 
From  kind  concem  about  bis  weal  or  woe, 
Let  each  domesdc  duty  seem  to  flow. 
Tbe  hausehold  tcepłre  if  be  bids  you  bear. 
Make  it  your  pride  his  tenant  to  appear : 
Endeariog  thus  tbe  oommon  acta  of  life, 
The  misłreu  still  sball  cbann  bim  in  the  mfe  ; 
And  wrinkled  age  sball  unob8erv*d  come  on, 
Before  his  eye  perceives  one  beauty  gonc : 
£v*n  o*er  your  cold,  your  erer-sacred  urn, ' 
His  constant^ame,  sball  unextingiiish'd  bum. 

Hius  I,  Belinda,  woald  your  charms  impraye. 
And  form  your  beart  to  all  the  arts  of  lo^e* 
Tlie  task  were  harder,  to  secure  my  own 
Against  tbe  power  of  tbose  already  knowns 
For  well  you  twist  tbe  secret  chaips  tbat  bind 
With  gentle  force  the  capti^ated  mind,* 
SkillM  every  soft  attraction  to  employ, 
Kacb  ilattering  bope,  and  each  alluring  joy. 
I  own  yonr  genius ;  and  from  you  receiTe 
The  ruies  of  pleasing,  whicb  to  you  I  gire. 


SONO. 
warmir  m  thb  yiar  1732. 

When  Delia  on  tbe  plain  appean, 
AwM  by  a  thousand  tender  fears, 
I  would  approach,  but  dare  not  niove: 
Tell  me,  my  beart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

Wbene'er  she  speaks,  my  raTish^d  ear 
No  otber  voice  but  her's  can  heaar. 
No  otber  wit  but  bei^s  approve : 
Tell  me,  my  beart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

If  she  some  otber  youth  commend, 
Though  I  was  once  his  foudest  friend, 
His  instant  enemy  I  prove : 
Tell  me,  my  beart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

Wben  she  is  absent,  I  do  morę 
Deligbt  in  all  tbat  pleas'd  before. 


Tbe  clearest  spring,  ór  shadiest  gtorei 
Tell  me,  my  beart,  if  this  be  Ioto  ? 

Wben,  fond  of  power,  of  beanty  Tain, 
Her  nets  ęhe  spread  for  erery  swain, 
I  stroYe  to  hate,  but  Yainly  stroje: 
Tell  me,  my  beart,  if  this  be  loTe  ? 


SONG. 
WRrrrsN  in  thb  ysak  1733. 

Thb  hea^  bours  are  almosŁ  past 
Tbat  part  my  love  and  me : 

My  longing  eyes  may  bope  at  last 
Their  oniy  wisb  to  see. 

But  bow,  my  Delia,  witl  you  meet 
Hie  man  you  've  lost  so  long  ? 

Will  love  in  all  your  pulses  beat. 
And  tiemble  on  your  tongue? 

Win  you  Sn  every  look  declare 
Your  beart  is  still  tbe  same  ; 

And  heal  each  idly-anxious  care 
Our  fears  in  absence  frame  ? 

Thus,  Delia,  thus  I  paint  the  scene^ 
Wben  shortly  we  sball  meet; 

And  try  wbat  yet  remains  between 
Of  loitering  time  to  cheat. 

But,  if  the  dream  tbat  soothes  my  mind 
Sball  ialae  and  groondless  prove; 

If  I  am  doomM  at  length  to  find 
You  haTe  forgot  to  lorę: 

All  I  of  Venus  ask,  is  tbis; 

No  morę  to  let  us  join,: 
But  grant  me  here  the  fiattering  bliss. 

To  die,  and  think  you  minę. 


DAMON  ANT>  DEUA. 

IN  IMlTA.TI01f  OF  HORACB  AWD  ŁYDIA. 

wanTBN  m  thi  teak  1732. 

DAMON. 

Tell  me,  ttiy  Delia,  tell  me  wby 
My  kindest,  fondest  looks  you  fly  ? 
Wbat  means  tbis  cloud  upon  your  braw  } 
HaYe  f  offended  ?  Tell  me  bow !  — 
Some  change  bas  baiqf>en'd  in  your  beart» 
Some  riYal  tbere  bas  stoPn  a  part ; 
Keason  these  fears  may  diaapproYe: 
But  yet  I  fear,  because  I  love. 

DBŁIA. 

First  tell  me,  Damon,  wby  to  day 

At  BelYidera*8  feet  you  lay  ? 

Wby  with  sucb  warmth  ber  cbanns  yoa  pnufi. 

And  every  trifling  beauty  Tai8'd, 

As  if  you  meant  Co  let  me  see 

Your  flattery  is  not  all  for  me  ? 

Alas !  too  well  your  sex  I  knew. 

Nor  was  so  we^  to  think  you  tiwe. 


ODE....PARTS  OF  AN  ELEGT  OF  TIBULLUS. 
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rnkhid !  my  ftdsebood  to  upbraidy 
ytlnea  ]roar  owa  orders  I  obey'd; 
You  bid  me  try,  by  this  dęcett, 
The  notice  of  the  world  to  cheat. 
And  bidę,  beaeath  anotber  name, 
Tbe  secreŁ  of  our  mutual  flame. 

DELIA. 

DamoD,  youT  prudence  I  confess. 
But  let  me  wish  it  bad  been  less  ; 
Too  well  the  lover'»  part  you  playM, 
Witb  too  much  ait  your  court  you  madę; 
Had  it  been  only  art^  your  eyes 
Woutd  not  bave  join'd  in  the  disguise. 

DAMON. 

Ah !  ccase  thus  idiy  to  molest 
With  groundless  fears  thy  virgin  breast. 
Mrliile  thus  at  fancied  wrongs  you  grieve. 
To  me  a  real  pain  you  give. 

SEŁU. 

Thottgh  well  I  might  your  trutb  distrust. 
My  foołisb  heart  belieres  you  just : 
KÓsoo  this  faitb  may  disapprore  ; 
fiut  I  beliere,  because  I  love. 


ODE. 

IM  lUTTATIOH  OF  PASTOK  PIDa 

(O  primaTera  gioTeatu  del  amio.)  . 
warmii  abroad  in  1729. 

pAU!CTof  blooming  flowers  and  gay  desires, 
Youth  of  tbe  tender  year,  deiightAil  Spring, 

At  wbose  approach,  inspir^d  with  equal  fires, 
The  amorous  nightingale  and  poet  sing ! 

Again  do«t  tbou  retora,  but  not  witb  tbee 
Retuni  the  smiling  houre  I  once  possest; 

Blennp  thoa  bring^st  to  others,  but  to  me 
The  sad  remembranoe  tbat  X  once  was  blest 

Hijr  laded  charms,  whjcb  "Winter  snatchM  away, 

Rcnew^d  in  all  tiieir  former  lustre  shiue; 

Bit,  ah !  no  morę  shall  bapless  I  be  gay, 

Or  know  tbe  Yemal  joys  tbat  have  been  minę. 
I 

Iboagh  linnetB  smg,  though  flowers  adom  the  green, 
Hioagh  on  their  wings  soft  Zephyrs  fragrance  bear : 

&T9k  is  the  musie,  joyless  is  tbe  scenę, 
The  odonr  flint:  for  Delia  is  not  there. 

Chcerlea  and  cold  I  feel  tbe  genial  Sun, 
fnm  thee  while  absent  I  in  eńle  roye  i 

Thy  lordy  presence,  fairest  ligfat,  alone 
Can  warm  my  beart  to  gladness  and  to  lorę. 


PARTS  OF  AN  ELEGY  OF  TIBULLUS. 

TtAHSŁATEP^  1729-30. 

(Dińtias  alias  fuWo  sibi  congerat  auro.) 

UTotiieiB  heap  of  wealth  a  shiniog  storę, 
J»d»  much  possessing,  labour  still  for  morę; 
wt  tbem,  disąuieted  with  dire  alarms, 
•^Ńre  to  win  a  daóeerous  fiunt  in  arottt 
VOLXIV. 


Me  tranquil  poverty  shall  loll  to  rest, 

Humbly  secure,  and  indoleotly  bleftt; 

Wann*d  by  the  blaze  of  my  own  cheerful  beArtb^ 

V  11  waste  the  wintry  hours  in  social  mirth ; 

In  suinmer  p1eas'd  attend  to  harvest  toils, 

In  autumn  press  tbe  Tineyard's  purple  spoils. 

And  oft  to  Delia  in  my  bosom  bear 

Some  kid,  or  lamb,  tbat  wants  its  motber's  care  i 

With  ber  I  Ml  celebrate  each  gladsome  day, 

When  swains  their  sportive  rites  to  Baccbus  pay  t 

W^ith  ber  new  milk  on  Pales'  altar  pour, 

And  deck  with  ripenM  fruits  Pomona*s  bowen 

At  night,  huw  soothing  would  it  be  to  bear, 

Safe  in  her  arms,  tbe  tempest  bowling  near ; 

Or,  T/hile  the  wintry  clouds  their  deluge  pour, 

Slumber,  assisted  by  the  beating  shower! 

Ah !  how  much  happior,  than  the  fool  wbo  brateą, 

lu  search  of  wealth,  the  black  tempestuous  wayos! 

While  I,  contented  with  njy  Httle  storę, 

In  tedious  voyage  seek  no  distant  shore  ; 

But,  idly  lolling  on  some  shady  seat, 

Near  cooling  fountains  shun  the  dog-star^s  beat: 

For  what  rcward  so  rich  could  Fortune  give, 

That  I  by  absence  sfaould  my  Delia  grieve  ? 

Let  great  Mes^talla  shine  in  martial  toils. 

And  grace  his  pałace  with  triomphal  spoils ; 

Me  Beanty  boids,  in  strong  though  gentle  chains^ 

Far  from  tumnituous  war  and  dusty  plains. 

With  thee,  my  love,  to  pass  my  tranquil  days, 

How  would  I  slight  Ambition^s  pamful  pratse  ! 

How  would  I  joy  with  thee,  my  lorę,  to  yoke 

The  ox,  and  feed  my  solitary  flock ! 

On  thy  soft  breast  might  I  but  lean  my  bead, 

How  downy  sbould  X  think  tbe  woodland  bed  ! 

The  wretcb,  wbo  aleeps  not  by  his  fair-0De'i 
side, 
Detests  the  gilded  couch*8  aseless  pride. 
Nor  knows  bis  weary  weeping  eyes  to  close, 
Though  murmuring  rills  invite  him  to  repose. 
Hard  were  bis  heart,  who  thee,  my  fair,  could  lcave 
For  all  the  bonours  prosperous  war  can  give ; 
Though  through  the  vanqui8h'd  East  be  spread  bi* 

famę, 
And  Partbian  t3nrants  tremble  at  his  name; 
Though,  brightinarms,  while  hosts  around  him  bleed, 
With  martial  pride  be  prest  his  foaming  steed. 
No  pomps  Itke  these  my  humble  tows  require  j 
Witb  thee  1 11  live,  and  in  thy  arms  expire* 
Thee  may  my  closing  eyes  in  death  behold ! 
Thee  may  my  faultering  hand  yet  strive  to  bold  ! 
Then,  Delia,  tben,  thy  heart  will  melt  in  woe, 
Then  o'er  my  breatbiess  clay  thy  tears  will  flowj 
Thy  tears  will  flow,  for  gentle  is  thy  mind, 
Nor  dost  tbou  think  it  weakness  to  be  kind. 
But,  ah  !  fair  mourner,  I  conjure  tbee,  sjiare 
Thy  hearing  breasts  and  loose  disbevelł'd  hair : 
Wound  not  thy  form ;  lest  on  th*  Elysian  coast 
Thy  anguish  sbould  distnrb  my  peaceful  ghost. 

But  now  nor  death  nor  parting  sbould  employ 
Our  spngbtly  thoughts,  or  damp  nur  bridal  joy : 
We  '11  live,  my  Delia ;  and  firora  life  remove 
All  care,  all  business,  but  delightful  Iove. 
Old  age  in  vain  those  pleasores  would  retriere 
Wbicb  youth  alone  can  taste,  alone  can  give : 
Then  let  us  snatch  the  moment  to  be  blest, 
This  bour  is  Loye*8— be  Fortnne'8  alt  the  rest. 


N 
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SONG. 

WtlTTBN  IN  TBB  YSAR  1733. 

Say,  Myra,  wby  is  gentle  love 

A  strangec  to  that  mind, 
Which  pity  and  esteem  can  rooYe^ 

Which  can  be  just  and  kind  ? 

Is  it,  because  yoa  fear  to  share 

The  ills  t]iat  love  molest; 
The  jealous  doubt,  tbe  tender  care, 

That  rack  the  amorous  breast  ? 

lAlas !  by  aome  degree  of  woe 
We  every  bliss  must  gain : 

Tbe  heart  can  ne'er  a  transport  know, 
That  neyer  feehi  a  pain. 


f^ERSES, 


WtlTnH  AT  mu  FOPE'8  H0I7SB  AT  TWICKENHAIC,  WHICB 

HB  BAD  LBMT  TO  MBS.  CRBYIŁŁB. 

* 

IM  AUGUST  1735. 

Go,  Thames,  and  tell  the  bosy  town. 

Not  all  its  wealth  or  pride 
Gould  tempt  me  from  the  charms  that  crown 

Thy  rural  flowęry  side: 

Tby  flowery  side,  where  Pope  has  placM 

The  Muśes*  green  retreat, 
With  every  smile  of  Naturę  grac^d, 

With  eTery  art  complete. 

But  powy  sweet  bard,  thy  heayenly  aong 

Enchants  ub  here  uo  morę ; 
Their  darling  glory  lost  too  long 

Tby  once-loT'd  shades  deplore. 

Yet  still,  for  beauteous  OreviIle'B  sake, 

The  Muses  here  remain ; 
Greville,  whose  eyes  have  power  to  make 

A  Pope  d  every  swain. 


EPIGRAM. 


Nom  without  hope  e^er  lov'd  the  brightest  fiur : 
But  Love  can  hope,  where  Beason  would  despair* 


TO  ME.  fVE8Z  AT  WICKHAMK 

WHITTBM  IN  TUB  TBAK  1740. 

Faib  Natun^s  sweet  simplicity, 

With  elegance  refin'd, 
Weil  in  thy  seat,  my  friend,  I  see, 

But  better  in  thy  mind. 

■  See  the  Inscriptions  in  Ub.  West's  2N)em8. 


To  both,  from  conrts  and  all  th«r  state^ 

£ager  I  fly,  to  prove 
Joys  fer  above  a  courtier*s  fiute, 

Tranąuillity  and  loTe. 


TO  MISS  LUCY  FORTESCUE. 

Oncb,  by  the  Muse  alone  inspir'd 

I  sung  my  amorous  strains : 
No  serious  1ove  my  bosom  fir^d ; 
Yet  erery  tender  maid,  deceiv'd, 
The  idly-moumful  tale  belieir^d, 

And  wept  my  fancied  pains. 

But  Yeniis  now,  to  pnnish  me 

For  haring  feign'd  so  well, 
Has  madę  my  heart  so  fbnd  of  the6^ 
That  not  the  whole  Aonian  choir 
Can  accents  soft  enough  inspire, 

Its  real  flame  to  tell. 


TO  THE  SAMB  ; 
WriH  HAMMOND^S  BŁ&SIBBi 


Ałl  that  of  love  can  be  expresB*d, 
In  these  soft  numbers  see  j 

But,  Lucy,  would  you  know  the 
It  must  be  lead  in  ihe. 


TO  THE  SAMB. 

To  him  who  in  an  honr  must  die. 
Not  swifter  seenos  that  hour  to  fly, 
Than  slow  the  minutes  seem  to  me, 
Which  keep  me  from  the  sight  of  theeu 

Not  morę  that  trembling  wretch  would  giTC^ 

Another  day  or  year  to  Utc, 

Thau  I  to  sborten  what  remains 

Of  that  long  hour  which  thee  detahis. 

Oh !  come  to  my  impatient  arma, 

Oh !  come,  with  all  thy  heavenly  chann*, 

At  once  to  justify  and  pay 

The  pain  I  foel  from  this  delay. 


TO  THE  SAMB. 

To  ease  my  troubled  mind  of  amuous  caz«^ 
last  night  the  secret  casket  I  exp]or*d, 

Where  all  the  letters  of  my  absent  fair 
His  richest  treasure  careful  loye  had  stor^d 

In  erery  word  a  magie  spell  I  found 

Of  power  to  charm  each  busy  thought  to  rest} 
Tliough  every  word  increa8*d  the  tender  wound 

Of  fond  dcsire  still  throbbing  in  my  breast. 

So  to  his  hoarded  gold  the  miser  steals. 
And  loses  erery  sorrow  at  the  sight  j 

Yet  wishes  still  f5or  niore,  nor  ever  fecis 
Eotire  contentmenty  or  secure  delight. 


TO  MISS  LUCY  FORTESCUE. 
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ih !  tlwoia  I  loae  th«e,  my  too  loveiy  maid, 
Ooiildst  thoa  for^^et  thy  beart  was  ever  minę, 

Fear  not  thy  letters  should  the  change  upbraid; 
My  faaod  each  dear  memoriał  shall  resign : 

Not  one  khid  word  shall  in  my  power  remain, 
A  painful  witne»  of  reproach  to  thee  $ 

And  lett  my  heart  shoold  still  thdr  sense  retam. 
My  lieait  shall  break,  to  lea^e  thee  whoily  free. 


A  PRATBR  TO  VENV8. 

IN  BER  TBUPŁE  AT  arOW. 

TO  TIR  tAMI. 

Fa!*  Vemw,  whose  delightful  shrine  surreys 
Its  front  reflected  in  the  silver  lakę, 

These  humble  offerings,  which  thy  senrant  pasrs, 
Fresh  fiowers,  and  myrtJe  wreaths,  propitiouBtake. 

H  less  my  fove  exoeeds  all  other  lovc, 
.  ThaM  Lucy*s  cbarois  alt  other  channs  excel. 
Far  from  my  breast  each  soothing  hope  remoye. 
And  there  )et  sad  Despair  ibr  erer  dwelL 

Bot  if  my  floul  is  fiU'd  with  her  alone ; 

No  other  wi«h  nor  other  object  knows : 
Oh !  make  ber,  goddess,  make  her  all  my  own, 

Aad  gire  my  tremblińg  heart  secure  repose ! 

No  watchfol  spies  I  ask,  to  gnard  her  charms. 
No  walls  of  brass,  no  steel-defended  door : 

Flace  her  but  onee  within  my  circling  anns, 
LfM^t  surestfort,  and  I  will  doubt  no  morę. 


TO  TH£  9AME. 
ON  HER  PŁBADIMG  VAXT  OF  TIKI. 

Oir  Thames**  bank,  a  gentle  youth 
For  Łocy  sigh*d,  with  matchless  tmth, 

Ew^n  when  be  ftigh'd  in  rhyme; 
ITw  Ioveiy  maid  his  flame  ietum*d. 
And  woald  with  eqoal  warmth  haye  biink'd» 

Bat  that  she  had  not  time» 

Oft  he  repair^d  with  eager  feet 
In  secret  shades  his  fiur  to  meet, 

Beoeath  th'  accustom*d  Kme : 
She  woald  hare  firndly  met  hira  there. 
And  heaPd  with  k>ve  each  tender  care. 

Bot  that  she  had  not  time. 

*  Ił  was  not  tbns,  inconstant  maid ! 
Toa  acted  ooce,"  the  shepherd  said, 

*  When  loye  was  in  its  pnme :" 
She  griev*d  to  bear  him  thus  complain  ; 
Aad  woald  hare  writ,  to  ease  his  pain. 

Bot  that  she  had  not  time. 

"How  can  yon  aet  so  cold  a  part? 

Ko  crime  of  minę  bas  chang*d  yonr  heart, 

If  love  be  not  a  crime. — 
We  soon  most  part  for  montbs,  for  yean***- 
Sie  woold  haye  answer'd  with  her  tears, 

Bot  that  she  had  not  time. 


TO  THB  SAMB. 


Youa  shape,  your  lips,  yonr  eyes,  are  still  the  same, 
Still  the  bright  object  of  my  constant  flame ; 
But  where  is  now  the  tender  glance,  that  stole, 
With  gentle  sweetness,  my  enchanted  soul  ? 
Kind  fears,  impatient  wishes,  soft  desires, 
Each  melting  charm  that  loye  alone  inspires? 
These,  these  are  lost;  and  I  bebold  no  morę 
The  maid  my  heart  delighted  to  adore. 
Yet,  still  unchang^d,  still  doating  to  exce8s, 
I  ought,  but  dare  not  try,  to  loye  you  less ; 
Weakly  I  grieye,  unpitied  I  complain ; 
But  not  unpuni8h'd  shall  your  change  remain ; 
For  you,  cold  maid,  whom  no  coroplaints  can  move, 
Werę  far  morę  blest,  when  you  Uke  me  could  loye» 


TO  THE  SAME. 

Wnsir  I  thtnk  on  your  truth,  1  doubt  you  no  morę, 
T  blame  all  the  jfeśars  I  gaye  way  to  beibre : 
I  say  to  my  heart,  "  Be  at  rest,  and  belieye 
That  whom  once  she  has  choseo  she  neycr  will 
leayc." 

But,  ab !  when  I  think  on  each  rayishing  grace 
That  plays  in  the  smiles  of  that  heayenly  face ; 
My  heart  beats  again;  I  again  apprehend 
Some  fbrtunate  riyal  in  eyery  iriend. 

These  painful  suspicions  you  cannot  remoye, 
Since  you  neither  can  lessen  your  charms  nor  my 

loye; 
But  doubts  caus'd  by  passión  you  neyer  can  blame  ; 
For  tbey  are  not  ill  founded,  or  you  feel  the  same. 


TO  THB  SAME, 
Wrra  A  NBW  WATCH. 

Wrra  me  while  present  may  thy  loyely  eyes 
Be  neyer  tum'd  upon  this  golden  toy : 

Think  eyery  pleasing  hour  too  swiftly  flies ; 
And  measure  time,  by  joy  succeeding  joy  \ 

But  when  the  cares  that  intemipt  our  blisa 
To  me  not  always  will  thy  sight  allow ; 

Then  oft  with  Idnd  imjMtience  look  on  this, 
Then  eyery  minutę  count— as  I  do  now. 


AN  IR&EGUŁAR  ODE. 

WRITm  AT  WICKBAM  Of  174& 
T0TBB8AMB. 

Tb  sylyan  soenes  with  artless  beauty  gay, 
Ye  gentle  shades  of  Wickham,  say,     • 

'What  is  the  charm  that  each  successiye  year, 
Which  sees  me  with  my  Lucy  here, 
Can  thus  to  my  transported  heart 

A  sense  of  joy  uitfelt  b^re,  impart  ? 
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Is  it  glad  Siimmer^s  baliny  breath,  that  blows 
From  the  fair  jasmine  and  the  blushing  rosę  ? 
Her  bal  my  breath,  and  all  her  blooming  stora 

Of  rura!  bliss,  was  here  before : 
Oft  have  I  met  her  ou  the  Yerdant  side 
Of  Norwood-hill,  and  in  the  yellow  meads, 
Where  Pan  the  dancing  Graces  leads, 
ArrayM  in  alt  her  flowery  pride. 
No  sweeter  fragrance  now  the  gardens  yield, 
No  brighter  ooloars  paiut  th*  enamerd  field. 

Is  it  to  Love  these  new  delights  I  owe  ? 
Foor  times  has  the  revolving  Sun 

Hifl  annual  circle  through  the  zodiac  ran ; 
Since  all  that  Love's  indulgent  power 
On  favour'd  mortals  can  bestow, 

Was  given  to  me  in  tbis  auspicious  bower. 

Here  first  my  Lucy,  sweet  in  yirgin  charms, 

Was  yielded  to  my  Iwigiog  arms; 

And  round  our  nuptiai  bed, 
HoYering  with  purpie  wings,  th*  Tdalian  boy 
Słiook  fh>m  his  radiant  torch  the  blissful  fires 

Of  imiocent  de^ires, 
While  Vcnu8  scatterM  myrtles  o*cr  her  head. 

Whence  tben  this  strange  increase  of  joy  ? 
H^,  only  he,  can  tell,  who,  match'd  like  me, 
(If  such  another  happy  man  there  be) 

Has  by  his  own  oxperience  tried 
^  How  much  the  w\fe  is  dearer  than  the  bride. 


TO  THE 

MEMORY  OF  THE  SAME  LADY. 
A  MONour*   A.z>.  1747. 

Ipse  cavk  solans  aigrum  testudine  amorem. 
Te  dulcis  conjux,  tu  solo  in  littore  seCum^ 
Te  venieote  die,  te  decedente  canebaU 

At  leng^h  escapM  from  every  human  eye, 

From  every  duty,  every  care, 
Thatin  my  moumful  thoughts  mightciaim  a  sbare, 
Or  force  my  tears  tbeir  flowing  stream  to  dry ; 
Beoeath  the  gioom  of  this  embowering  shade, 
This  lone  retreat,  for  tender  sorrow  madę, 
I  now  may  give  my  burden'd  heart  relief,  '* 

And  pour  forth  all  my  stores  of  grief ; 
Of  grief  surpassing  every  other  woe. 
Far  as  tlie  purest  błiss,  the  happiest  loTC 

Can  on  th'  ennobled  mind  bestow, 

£xceeds  the  vulgar  joys  that  move 
Our  grosa  desires,  inelegant  and  Iow. 

Ye  tufted  groves,  yc  gently-falling  rills, 

Ye  high  o'ershadowing  hi  lis, 
Ye  lawns  gay-siniling  with  etemal  green, 

Oft  have  you  my  Lucy  seen  I 
But  never  shałl  you  now  behold  her  morę : 

Nor  will  she  now  with  fond  delight 
And  taste  refin'd  your  rural  charms  expIore. 
Clo6'd  are  those  beauteous  cyes  in  endless  night, 
Those  beauteous  eyes  where  beaming  us'd  to  sbine 
Reason*s  purc  light  and  Virtue'8  spark  dirine. 

Oft  would  the  Dryads  of  these  woods  rejoice 
To  hear  her  heaYenly  voice; 


For  her  despising,  when  she  deignM  to  sing, 

The  sweetest  songsters  of  tbe  spring : 
The  woodlark  and  the  łiunet  pleasM  no  morę; 

Tbe  nightingale  was  matę. 

And  every  shepherd's  flute 
Was  cast  in  silent  scom  away, 
While  all  attended  to  her  sweeter  Uy. 
Ye  larks  and  linnets,  now  resume  your  song. 

And  thou,  melodioos  Pbilomel, 

Again  thy  plaintive  story  tell ; 
For  Death  has  stopi  that  tuneful  tongiie, 
Wbose  musie  could  alone  your  warbling  notes  esoeL 

In  Tain  I  look  around 
0'er  all  the  well-known  ground. 
My  Lucy's  wonted  footsteps  to  desery ; 
Where  oft  we  usM  to  walk, 
Where  oft  in  tender  talk 
We  saw  the  summer  Sun  go  down  tbe  sky  ; 
Nor  by  yon  fountain's  side. 
Nor  where  its  waters  glide 
Along  the  valley,  can  she  now  be  found: 
In  all  the  wldu-stretchM  prospecfs  ampte  bound 
No  morę  my  moumfiil  eye 
Can  aught  of  her  espy, 
But  the  sad  sacred  eaiih  where  ber  dear  relics  lie. 

O  shades  of  Hagley,  where  is  now  your  boast? 

Your  bright  inhabitant  is  lost 
You  she  prefen^d  to  all  the  gay  rrsorts 
Where  female  vanity  might  wish  to  shinc, 
The  pomp  of  cities,  and  the  pride  of  courts. 
Her  modest  beauties  shunnM  the  public  eye  c 

To  your  seąuesterM  dales 

And  flower  embroiderM  vales 
From  an  admiring  world  she  chose  to  fly : 
With  Naturę  there  retir'd,  and  Nature'st3od. 

The  silent  paths  of  wisdom  trod. 
And  banish*d  every  passion  from  her  breast. 

But  those,  the  gentlest  and  the  best, 
Wbose  holy  flames  with  energy  divice 
The  viituous  heart  enliven  and  improvc^ 
The  coujugal  and  the  matemal  lorę. 

Sweet  babes,  who,  iike  the  little  playful  fbwni^ 
Werę  wont  to  tnp  along  these  verdaiit  lawns 
By  your  delighted  mother^s  side, 
Who  now  your  infant  steps  shail  guide  ? 
Ah !  where  is  now  the  band  wboae  tender  care 
To  every  virtoe  would  have  form'd  your  youth. 
And  strew^d  with  flowers  the  thoray  wayi  of 
truth? 
O  loss  beyond  repair ! 
O  wretched  father  i  łeft  alone. 
To  weep  their  dire  misfortune,  and  tby  own  ! 
How  shałl  thy  weakcnM  mind,  oppress*d  with  woc^ 

And  drooping  o'er  thy  Lucy*8  grave, 
Perfbrm  the  duties  that  yon.  doubly  owe ! 
Now  she,  alas !  is  gone, 
From  folly  and  ftom  vice  their  helpless  age  to  saTe? 


Where  were  ye,  Muses,  when  relentless  Fate 
From  these  fond  arms  your  fair  disciple  tore; 

From  these  fond  arms,  that  vain1y  strove 

With  hapless  ineffectual  love 
To  guard  her  bosom  from  the  morta]  blow  ? 

Could  not  your  favouring  power,  AoniaB 
maids, 
Could  not,  alas!  your  power  prolongherdatc^ 
For  whom  so  oft  in  these  inspiring  shades^ 
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Or  imder  Camden^s  moas-clad  mountaiiis  hoar, 
You  openM  all  your  sacred  storę, 
Wbate^er  your  ancient  sages  taugbt, 
Your  ancient  bards  sublimely  thonght. 
And  bade  her  raptur'd  brcast  with  all  your  spirit 
glow? 

Nor  tbcn  did  Pindas  or  Casta1ia's  plain, 
Or  Aganippe*s  ibunt  your  steps  detain. 
Nor  in  the  Tbetpian  ▼ałlies  did  you  play; 

Nor  tben  <m  Mincio^s  bank ' 

Beset  with  osiers  dank. 
Nor  where  Clitumnus'  roUs  his  gentle  stream, 
Kor  where  tbrough  hanging  woods, 
Steep  Anio3  pours  bis  floods. 
Nor  yct  where  Mcles  ♦  or  Ilissus  *  stray. 

111  does  it  now  beseem, 

That,  of  your  guardian  care  bereft. 
To  dire  diaease  and  death  your  darling  should  be  left. 

Now  what  avaifs  it  that  in  early  bloom, 
When  Hght  fantastic  toys 
Arc  all  ber  8ex's  joys,  [Tlome  ; 

With  you  she  search'd  the  wit  of  Greece  and 
And  all  that  i  o  her  latter  da3rs 
To  emulate  her  ancient  praise 
lŁaUa's  happy  genius  could  produce; 
Or  what  the  Gallic  fire 
Bright  sparkling  eould  inspire, 
By  all  the  Graces  Łemper*d  and  refin*d ; 
Or  what  in  Britain^s  isle. 
Most  iavour'd  with  your  smile, 
The  powers  of  Rea^^on  and  of  Fancy  join*d 
To  fuli  perfection  have  conspirM  to  raise  ? 

Ah  !  what  is  now  the  use 
Of  all  these  Łreasures  that  enrich'd  her  mind, 
To  black  ObliTion's  gloom  for  ever  now  consign'd« 

At  least,  ye  Ninę,  her  spotless  name 

Ta  yoiirs  from  death  to  8ave, 
And  in  the  tempie  gf  immortal  Famę 
With  golden  characters  her  worth  engraye. 

Come  then,  ye  Yhrgin  sisters,  come. 
And  strew  with  choicestilowerB  ber  hallow^d  tomb : 
But  foremost  thou,  in  sable  Testment  cl  ad, 

With  accents  sweet  and  sad, 
Thoa,  plaintive  Muse,  wbom  o'er  his  Laura'8  urn 

Unhappy  Petrarch  call'd  to  moum ; 
O  oome,  and  to  thia  fatrer  Laura  pay 
A  morę  impassiou^d  tear,  a  morę  pathetic  lay. 

Tell  how  each  beautv  of  her  mind  and  face 
Was  bngfaten'd  by  some  sweet  peculiar  grace ! 
How  eloquent  in  every  look  (spokel 

Through  her  espressire  eycs  her  soul  distinctly 
Tell  how  h<^  manners,  by  the  world  refin'd, 
Left  all  the  taint  of  modish  Vice  behiad, 

'  The  Mintio  runs  by  Mantoa,  the  birth  place 
ł)fVirgil. 

»  The  Clitumnus  is  a  rivcr  of  Umbria,  the  resi- 
dence  of  Propertius. 

*  The  Anio  runs  through  Tibur  or  Tivoli,  where 
Horace  faad  a  Tilla. 

♦  The  Meles  is  a  river  of  lonia,  from  whcnce 
Homer,  supposed  to  be  bom  on  its  banks,  is  callcd 
Melisigenes. 

The,  IliiSłU  is  a  rirer  at  Athens. 


And  madę  each  charm  of  polishM  courts  agree 

With  candid  Truth's  simpHcity, 

And  uncorrupted  Innocence  ! 

Tell  how  to  morę  than  manly  sense 

She  joinM  the  softening  influence 

Of  morę  than  female  tendemess : 
How,   in  the  tboughtless  days  of  wealth   and 

Which  oft  the  care  of  othere*  good  destroy, 
Her  kindly-mclting  heart. 
To  every  want  and  every  woe, 
To  guilt  itself  when  in  distress, 
The  balm  of  pity  would  impart. 
And  all  relief  that  bounty  could  bestow  ! 
£v'n  for  the  kid  or  lamb  that  pour'd  its  llfe 
Beneath  the  bloody  knife, 
Her  gentle  tears  would  fali, 
Tears  firom  sweet  Virtue's  source,  benevolent  to 
all. 

Not  oniy  good  and  kind, 
But  strong  and  elevated  was  her  mind : 

A  spirit  that  with  noble  pride 

Could  look  superior  down 

On  Fortune's  smile  or  frown ; 
That  could  without  regret  or  pain 
To  Virtue's  lowest  duty  sacrilice 
Or  Interest  of  Ambition's  highest  prize; 
That,  injurM  or  oflfended,  never  tried 
Its  dignity  by  vengeance  to  maintain. 
But  by  magnanimous  disdain. 
A  wit  that,  temperately  bright, 

With  inoflrensive  ligłit 

AU  pleasing  shone ;  'nor  erer  past 
The  dccent  bounds  that  Wisdom's  sober  hand. 
And  swe<t  Benevolence's  mild  command, 
And  bashful  Modesty,  before  it  casL 
A  prudence  updeceiving,  undeceiv'd, 
That  nor  t(K>  little  nor  too  much  beliov*d, 
That  8Corn'd  unjust  Suspicion's  coward  foar. 
And  without  weakness  knew  to  be  sincero. 
Such  Lucy  was,  when,  in  her  fairest  days, 
Amidst  th'  ącclaim  of  universal  praise, 

In  life'8  and  glory'8  freshest  btoom, 
Death  came  remorseless  on^  and  smik  her  to  the 
tomb. 

So,  where  the  silent  stre ams  of  Liris  glidc, 
In  the  soft  bosom  of  Campania*8  vale, 
When  now  the  wintry  tempests  all  are  fled. 
And  gcniał  Summer  breathes  her  gentle  ga?e, 
The  Yerdant  orange  lifts  its  bean^eous  bead: 
From  every  branch  the  balmy  flouerets  rise. 
On  every  bough  the  golden  fruits  are  scen; 
With  odours  sweet  it  filjs  the  smiling  skies, 
The  wood-nymphs  tend,  andth*  Idalian  queen. 
But,  in  the  mldst  of  all  its  bloomiiig  pride, 
A  siidden  blast  from  Apenninus  blows, 
Cold  with  pen>etual  snows:     ■ 
The  tender  blightcd  plant  shrinksup  its  leayes,  and 
dies. 

Arisc,  O  Petrarch,  finom  th'  Flysian  bowers, 
With  never-fading  myrtles  tw-iiM, 
Ani  fragrant  w'th  ambrosial  flowers, 
Where  to  thy  Laura  thou  again  art  join*dj 
Arise,  and  hither  bring  the  silYor  lyre, 

TunM  bv  thv  skilful  hand, 
Tp  the  soft  notes  of  elegant  desire, 

With  which  D'er  many  a  land 
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Was  iipmd  tbe  famę  of  thy  disastrous  love ; 
To  me  resign  the  vocal  sbeli, 
Aur)  teach  my  sorrows  to  relate 
Their  melancholy  tale  so  well, 
As  may  ev*n  things  tnaaimate, 
Rough  mountain  oaks  aod  desert  rocks,  to  pity  moT^ 

What  were,  elas !  thy  woes  comparM  to  minę  ) 
To  thee  thy  mistreas  in  the  blissful  band 

Of  Hymen  nerer  gave  ber  band ; 
'  The  joys  of  wedded  love  were  lieyer  thine: 

In  thy  domestjc  care 

She  never  borę  a  share, 

Nor  with  endearmg  art 

Would  heal  thy  wounded  heart 
Of  erery  secret  grief  that  festerM  there: 
Nor  did  her  fond  affection  on  the  bed 
Of  sickness  watch  thee,  and  thy  languid  head 
Whole  nights  on  her  unwearied  arm  sustain. 

And  charm  away  the  aense  of  pain: 

Nor  did  she  crown  your  mutual  flame 
With  płedges  dear,  and  with  a  father's  tender  name. 

O  best  of  wiTes !  O  dearer  far  to  me 

Than  when  thy  Tirgin  charms 

Were  yielded  to  my  arms» 
How  can  my  soul  endure  the  loss  of  thee  ? 
How  in  the  world,  to  me  a  desert  grown, 

Abandon*d  and  alone, 
Witheut  my  sweet  companion  can  I  live  ) 

Wtthout  thy  1ovely  smile, 
The  dear  reward  of  e^ery  Tirtnous  toil, 
What  pleasures  now  can  palPd  Ambition  give  ? 
Ev'n  the  delightful  sense  of  well-eamM  praise, 
UnsharM  by  thee,  no  morę  my  lifeless  thoughts 

could  raise.    < 

For  my  distracted  mind 
What  sncconr  can  I  find  ? 
On  whom  for  consolatiou  shall  I  cali  ? 
Support  me,  every  friend ; 
Your  kind  assistance  lend, 
To  bear  the  weight  of  this  oppressire  woe. 

Alas !  each  friend  of  minę. 
My  dear  departed  love,  so  much  was  thine, 
That  nonę  has  any  comfort  to  bestow. 
My  books,  the  best  relief 
In  erery  other  grief, 
Are  now  with  your  idea  saddenM  all : 
Each  favourite  author  we  to^her  read 
My  tortur*d  memory  wounds,  aud  speaks  of  Lucy 
dead. 

We  were  the  happiest  pair  ot  human  kind : 
The  rolling  year  its  varying  couise  peribnn*d, 

And  back  rcturnM  again ; 
Anotber  and  another  smiling  came. 
And  saw  our  happiness  unchang'd  remain : 

Stiil  in  ber  golHen  chain 
Harmonious  Concord  did  our  wishes  bind : 

Our  studies,  pleasures,  taste,  the  same> 
O  fatal,  fatal  stroke, 
That  all  this  plcasing  ftibric  LoTe  had  TtM*d 

Of  rare  felicity. 
On  which  ev*n  wanton  Vice  with  envy  gazM, 
And  every  scheme  of  bliss  our  hearts  bad  form*d, 
With  soothing  hope,  for  many  a  futurę  day, 

In  one  sad  moment  broke ! — 
y^  o  mj  9QHi,  thy  rińn^  murmors  stay ; 


Nor  dare  the  all-wise  Disposer  to  arraigB» 

Or  against  his  supremę  decree 

With  impious  gńef  complałn. 
That  all  thy  fiill  blown  joys  at  once  shonld  &de ; 
Was  his  most  rigfateous  will — and  be  that  will  obey*d. 

Would  thy  fbnd  love  his  grace  to  her  contioly 
And  in  these  Iow  abodes  of  sin  and  pain 

Her  pure  exalted  soul 
Unjustly  for  thy  partial  good  detain  ? 
No-^^rather  stri^e  thy  groTełfaig  mind  to  raise 

Vp  to  that  unclouded  blaze, 
That  heavenly  radiance  of  eternal  light, 
In  which  enthron'd  sbe  now  with  pity  aees 
How  fhJl,  how  insecure,  how  slight, 

Is  erery  mortal  bliss; 
E^^n  loTe  itself,  if  rising  by  degnet 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  this  imperfect  state^ 

Wbose  fleeting  joys  ao  soon  must  end, 
It  does  not  to  its  sorereig^n  good  ascend. 

Riae  then,  my  soul,  with  h<^  elate, 
And  seek  thoae  regions  of  serene  delight, 
Whose  peacefttl  path  and  eyer^ypen  gate 
No  feet  but  tboae  of  harden'd  Ouilt  shail  miss. 
There  Death  himaelf  thy  Lucy  shall  restore, 
There  yield  up  all  his  power  ne^er  to  dińde  yoa  more« 


ON  THS  SAMB  Ł4DT. 

To  the 

Memory  of  Lucy  LytteItOD» 

Daagfa^er  of  Hngh  Fortescue  of  Filldgfa 

In  the  coonty  of  Deron,  esq. 

Father  to  the  present  eari  of  Clłńtoo, 

By  Lucy  his  wife, 

The  daughter  of  Mattfaew  lord  Aylmer, 

Who  departed*  this  lifo  the  19th  of  Jan.  1746-7, 

Aged  twenty-ntne, 

Haring  employed  the  short  time  assigned  to 

her  here 
In  the  uniform  practice  of  religion  and  Tirtiie. 

Madę  to  engage  all  hearts,  and  ibarm  all  eyes; 
Though  meek,  magnanimous;  though  witty, 
Poltte,  as  all  her  life  in  courts  had  been ; 
Yet  good,  as  she  the  worki  had  nerer  seen  } 
The  noble  fire  of  an  exalted  mind, 
With  gentle  female  tendemess  combin'd* 
Her  speech  was  the  melodious  v<Mce  of  Łore, 
Her  son^  the  wart)ling  of  the  Temal  grore ; 
Her  eIoquence  was  sweeter  than  ber  song, 
Soft  as  her  heart,  and  as  her  reason  strong ; 
Her  form  each  bŃeauty  of  her  mind  ezpressM, 
Her  miofl  was  Yirtue  by  the  Gracea  dress^d. 


HORACE.    BOOK  IK    ODE  IV, 
waiTTEN  iT  ozpoan  1725 ', 

Qualem  ministrum  fulminis  alitem,  &c 

As  the  wing'd  minister  of  thundering  Jove, 
To  whum  he  gave  bis  dreadful  bolts  to  bear^ 

Faithful  assistant  '  of  his  master^s  love, 
King  of  the  wanderiug  naticms  of  the  air, 

'  First  printed  with  Mr.  West^s  translation  of 
Pindar.  See  the  preface  to  that  gent]eman's 
poems. 

*  lo  the  rape  of  GanymedCs  vho  w^s  c^inied  vp 
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:  When  balmy  breetes  ftam^A  ihe  Temal  aky, 
Oa  cbubdKil  pinioDS  left  his  parent  nest, 
In  sligbt  e»ayB  his  growing  fbróe  to  try, 
While  inbora  coarage  fir^d  his  geoerooB  breast ; 

Theot  darting  witb  impetuous  fury  down, 
The  flocks  he  slaaghtei^d,  an  unpractisM  fbej 

Kov  his  ńpe  raloiir  to  perfection  grown 
Tlie  sca]y  SDake  and  crested  dragon  know : 

Or*  ts  a  Iion's  youthfal  progeny, 

WcanM  from  his  sarage  dam  and  milky  fbod, 
The  gazing  kid  beholds  with  fearfni  eye, 

Dooin*d  first  to  stain  hb  tender  fangs  in  blood : 

Such  Dmsus,  young  in  armt,  his  foes  beheld, 
The  Alpine  Rheti,  long  unmatchM  in  fight  i 

So  «re  their  hearts  with  abject  tcrrour  que1Pd; 
So  sonk  theńr  haughty  spirit  at  the  stght. 

TamM  by  a  boy,  the  fierce  barbarians  find 
Uoir  guardian  Prudence  guides  the  youtbful  flame, 

indhoir  great  Cssar'8  fond  paternal  mind 
£ach  gennrous  Nero  forms  to  early  famę  ; 

A  Taliant  son  springs  from  a  valiant  sire  : 
Their  race  by  mettle  sprightly  coursers  proine; 

Nor  can  the  wariike  eagle*s  active  fire 
Dogenerate  to  form  the  timorous  dove. 

Bat  education  can  the  genius  raise, 
And  wise  instructions  nati?e  virtue  aid ; 

Kobtlity  withottt  them  is  disgrace. 
And  honour  is  by  Yice  to  shame  betray^d. 

Let  red  Mctaarua,  stain*d  with  Panic  blood, 
Let  migbty  Asdrubal  subdued,  confess 
'    Uov  modi)  of  empire  and  uf  famę  is  ow'd 
Bf  thee,  O  Romę,  to  the  Neronian  race, 

Of  this  be  witness  that  auspicious  day, 
Which,  afler  a  long,  black,  tempestuons  night, 

rint  smird  on  Latium  with  a  milder  ray,     [light 
And  cheer^d  our  drooping  hearts  with  dawning 

Soce  the  dire  African  with  wastefnl  ire 
Rode  o*cr  the  rayag^d  towns  of  Italy; 

Asthroogfa  the  pbie-trees  flies  the  raging  fire, 
Or  Earus  o*er  the  Test  Sicilian  sea. 

TVom  this  bright  era,  from  this  prosperous  field, 
The  Roman  glory  datcs  her  rising  power  j 

From  hence  twas  giTen  her  conquering  sword  to 
wield, 
Baise  her  fali'n  gods,  and  ruin'd  shrines  restore. 

Tbas  Hannibal  at  length  despairing  spoke : 
**  like  stags  to  ravenoas  woWes  an  easy  prey, 

Onr  feeble  arms  a  Taliant  fbe  proroke, 
Whom  to  elade  and  'scape  were  victory: 

**  A  dauntless  natioD,  that  finom  Trojan  fires» 
Hostile  Ausonia,  to  thy  destłn'd  shore 

Her  gods,  ber  infant  sons,  and  aged  sires, 
Tluough  angry  seas  aud  adyerse  tempesta  borę : 

"  As  on  high  Algidas  the  sturdy  oak, 

Wbose  spreading  boughs  the  axe's  sharpness  feel, 
Imprares  by  loss,  and,  thriying  with  the  stroke, 

Draws  bealth  and  vigour  from  the  wounding  stecl. 

to  Jupiter  by  an  eagle,  acoording  to  the  Poetical 


« 


Not  Hydra  sprouting  from  her  mangled  head 
So  tir'd  the  baffled  fbrce  of  Hercules ; 
Nor  Thebes,  nor  Colchis,  such  a  monster  bred, 
Pregnant  of  hills,  and  fam'd  for  prodigies. 

'*  Plunge  her  in  ocean,  like  the  moming  Son, 
Brighter  she  rises  from  the  depths  bdow: 

To  earth  with  unaTailing  ruin  thrown, 

Recruits  herstrragth,  and  foils  the  wondering  foe. 

"  No  morę  of  victory  the  joyfol  fenne 
Shall  from  my  camp  to  haughty  Carthage  fly; 

Lost,  lost,  are  all  the  glories  of  her  name  \ 
With  Asdrubal  her  hopes  and  fortunę  die  ! 

"  What  shall  the  Claudian  Talonr  not  perform 
Which  Power  DiTine  guards  with  propitious  care, 

Which  Wisdom  steers  through  all  the  dangerous 

storm,  [war  ?• 

Through  all  the  rocks  and  shoals  of  doubtful 


FIRTUE  JND  FAMĘ. 
TO  THB  comrrsss  of  scrbmont. 

VniTDB  and  Famę,  the  other  day, 

Happen*d  to  cross  each  other^s  way ; 

Said  Virtue,  "  Hark  ye !  madam  Famę, 

Your  ladyship  is  much  to  blame ; 

Jore  bids  you  always  wait  oo  me, 

And  yct  your  face  I  seldom  see : 

The  Paphian  qaeen  employs  your  trumpet. 

And  bids  it  praise  some  handsome  strumpet ; 

Or,  thundering  through  the  ranks  of  war, 

Ambition  ties  you  to  ber  car." 

Saith  Famę,  "  Dear  madam,  I  protest, 

I  never  find  myself  so  blest 

As  when  I  liumbly  wait  behind  you ! 

But  'tis  so  mighty  bard  to  find  you  ! 

In  such  obscure  retreats  you  lurk ! 

To  seek  you  is  an  endless  work." 

«*  Well,*»  answcr»d  Yirtue,  "  I  allow 
Your  plea.     But  hear,  and  mark  me  now. 
I  know  (without  offence  to  others) 
I  know  Uie  best  of  wiyes  and  mothers  ; 
Who  never  pass'd  an  useless  day 
In  scandal,  goesiping,  or  play : 
Wbose  modest  wit,  cbastisM  by  sense, 
Is  lively  cheerful  innocence ; 
Whose  heart  nor  envy  knows,  nor  spitei 
Wbose  duty  is  her  sole  deiight ; 
Nor  ni1'd  by  whim,  nor  slave  to  fashion, 
Her  parents'  joy,  her  husband^d  passiou." 

Famę  smilM  and  answer'd,  "  On  my  life, 
This  is  somc  country  parson'8  wife, 
Who  nerer  saw  the  court  nor  town, 
Whose  face  is  homely  as  her  gown  ; 
Who  banquets  upon  eggs  and  bacon — ^^ 

'*  No,  madam,  no — you're  much  mistaken- 
I  beg  you'11  let  me  set  you  right-^ 
Tis  one  with  every  beauty  bright; 
Adom'd  with  erery  polish'd  art 
That  rank  or  fortunę  can  impart : 
Tis  the  most  cetebrated  toast 
That  Britain^s  spacious  isle  can  boast ; 
Tis  princely  Petworth's  noble  damej 
*Tia  Egremont— Go,  tell  it.  Famę." 
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ADDTTION.  EXTEMPORB, 


BY  EARL  HAKDWICKB. 


Fame  heard  mrith  plcasure — strai^ht  replied, 
*'  First  on  my  roli  stands  Wyndham's  bride  j 
My  trumpet  oft  I  've  raisM,  to  sound 
Her  modęst  praise  the  world  araund  ! 
But  notes  were  wanting — Canst  thou  find 
A  Miise  to  sing  her  face,  her  mind  ? 
Bolieve  me,  I  can  namc  but  one, 
A  friend  of  yours — ^lis  Lyttelton.'* 


LETTER  TO  EARL  HAROWICKB  : 
OCCAIIONED  BY  THE  POREGOIlfG  VERSES< 
MY  LORD, 

A  TiiouKAKD  thanks  to  your  lordship  for  your  ad- 
dition  to  my  yerses.  If  you  can  write  such  extem- 
porcy  it  is  well  fo^other  poets,  that  you  chose  to 
be  lord  chancellor,  rather  than  laureat.  They  ex- 
plain  to  me  a  visłon  I  had  the  night  before. 

Methought  I  saw  before  my  feet, 
With  countenanee  sercne  and  sweet, 
The  Muse,  who,  in  my  youthful  days, 
}Iad  oft  inspir^d  my  careless  lays. 
She  smiPd,  and  said,  **  Once  nlore  I  sce 
My  fug>tive  returns  to  me ; 
Long  had  I  lost  you  from  my  bower, 
You  seom*d  to  own  my  gentle  power ; 
With  me  no  morę  your  genius  sported, 
The  grave  historie  Muse  you  courted  ; 
Or,  rais'd  from  Earth,  with  straining  eyes  ; 
Pursned  Urania  through  the  skies ; 
But  now,  to  my  fbrsaken  track, 
Fair  Egremont  has  brought  you  back : 
Kor  bkisb,  by  her  and  Yirtue  led, 
That  soft,  that  pleasing  path,  to  tread ; 
For  there,  beneath  to  morrows  ray, 
£v'n  Wisdom'8  self  shall  deign  to  play. 
I/> !  to  my  flowery  groYcs  and  springs 
Her  favourite  son  the  goddess  brings, 
The  comiciPs  aiid  the  senate^s  guide, 
Law*s  oracie,  the  nation'8  pride : 
He  comes,  he  joys  with  thee  to  join, 
In  singing  Wyndham'8  charms  dirine : 
To  thine  be  adds  his  nobler  lays ;' 
F.v^n  thee.  my  friend,  he  deigns  to  praise, 
Enjoy  that  praise,  nor  envy  Pitt 
His  fame  with  burgess  or  with  cit ; 
For  siire  one  linę  fmm  such  a  bard, 
Yirtue  would  think  her  bestreward/' 


HYMEN  TO  ELIZA, 


Mada^,  before  your  feet  I  lay 
This  ode  upon  your  wedding-day, 
The  first  indi  ed  I  erer  madę,  ' 
For  writing  odes  is  not  my  trade ; 
My  head  is  fuli  of  household  cares, 
And  necessary  duli  aifairs; 
Bfsides  that  somctimes  jealous  fnimps 
Will  put  me  into  doleful  dumps. 
And  thon  no  clown  beneath  the  sky 
'Wu  eVr  morę  ungallant  thąp  1 1 


Por  you  alone  T  now  think  fit 
To  tum  a  poet  and  a  wit — 
For  you  whose  charms,  1  know  not  bow, 
Have  power  to  smooth  my  wrinklcd  brow. 
And  make  me,  though  by  naturę  stupid, 
As  brisk,  and  as  alert,  as  Cupid. 
These  obligations  to  repay, 
Whene'er  your  happy  nuptial  day 
Shall  with  the  circling  years  return. 
For  you  my  torch  shall  brighter  bum 
Than  when  you  first  my  power  ador'd,    ' 
Nor  will  I  cali  myself  your  lord. 
But  am,  (as  witness  this  my  hand) 
Your  hurable  servant  at  command. 

HTION. 

Dear  child,  let  Hjrmen  not  beguUe 
You,  who  are  such  a  judge  of  style. 
To  think  thkt  he  these  verses  madę, 
Without  an  abler  penman's  aid ; 
Observe  them  well,  you  Ml  plainly  see, 
That  eyery  linę  web  writ  by  me. 

CUPID. 


ON 

READING  MISS  CARTER*S  POEMS. 

IN  MAirUSCRlPT. 

Such  were  the  notes  that  struck  the  wandenng  car 

Of  silent  .Night,  when,  on  the  verdant  banks 

Of  Siloe*8  hallow'd  brook,  celestial  harps, 

According  to  seraphic  voices,  sung 

Glory  to  Uod  on  high,  and  on  the  earth 

Peace  and  good-wUi  to  men  /—Resume  the  lyre, 

Chauntress  dirine,  and  e^ery  Briton  cali 

Its  melody  to  hear~so  shall  thy  strains. 

Morę  powerful  than  the  song  of  Orpheus,  tamę 

The  sarage  heart  of  brutal  Vice,  and  beód 

At  pure  Religion's  shrine  the  stubbom  kpees 

Of  bold  Impiety. — Greece  shall  no  morę 

Of  Lesbian  Sappho  bioast,  whose  wanton  Muse, 

Like  a  false  Syren,  while  she  charm'd,  seduc'd 

To  gnilt  and  min.     For  the  sacred  head 

Of  Britain*6  poetess,  the  Yirtues  twine 

A  nobler  wreath,  by  them  from  Eden*s  grove 

Unfading  gather^d,  and  direct  the  hand 

Of to  fis  it  on  her  browg. 


MOUNT  EDGECUMBE. 

The  gods,  on  thrones  celestial  seated. 
By  Jove,  with  bowls  of  nectar  heated, 
Ali  on  Mount  Edgecumbe  turaM  their  eyes  ^ 
"  That  place  is  minę,"  great  Neptunc  crics : 
**  Behold  !  how  proud  o'er  all  the  main 
Those  stately  turrets  seem  to  re'gn  ! 
No  views  50  grand  on  Earth  you  see  \ 
The  master  too  belongs  to  me : 
I  grant  him  my  domain  to  share, 
I  bid  his  hand  my  trident  bear." 

"  Tlie  sea  is  yonr*s,  but  mind  the  land,'* 
Pallas  i-eplies ;  "  by  me  were  plann*d 
Those  towers,  that  hospital,  thoKO  docks, 
T()at  fort,  which  crowns  those  island  rocks; 
The  lady  too  is  of  my  cboir, 
I  tau^ht  her  hand  to  toąch  the  l^re  i 


INVlTATION....TO  COLONEL  DRUMGOLD....EPrrAPn. 
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With  ever3r  charm  her  mind  I  grac'd, 
1  ga^e  her  prudence,  knowledge,  taste." 

*<  Hołd,  madam,'*  intemipted  Yenus, 
"  The  lady  miist  be  8har*d  between  us : 
And  surety  minc  is  yonder  grove, 
So  fine,  so  dark,  so  iit  for  Iove ; 
Trees,  such  as  in  th*  Idalian  glade. 
Ot  Cyprian  lawn,  my  pałace  shade." 

Then  Oreads,  Dryads,  Naiads,  came  $ 
£ach  nymph  allegM  her  lawful  claim. 

But  Jove,  to  finish  tbe  debatę, 
Tbus  <ipoke,  and  what  he  speaks  is  fate: 
**  Nor  god  nor  goddess,  great  or  smail, 
Tiat  dweiling  his  or  her's  maj'  cali ; 
I  mada  Mount  Edgecumbe  for  you  alL" 


im^ITATION. 

TO  THB  DOWACBK  DUTCBBSS  J>'AICUIUX>H. 

WiiBM  Peace  shall,  on  her  downy  wing. 
To  France  and  Engtand  Friendship  bring, 
Come,  Aigiiillon,  and  here  receiye 
That  homage  we  delight  to  give 
To  (breign  talenta,  foreign  charmsy 
To  worth  whłch  EnTy*s  self  disarms 
Of  jealoiis  hatred :  come  and  Iove 
That  natkn  which  you  now  appn>ve. 
So  shall  by  France  amends  be  madę 
(If  such  a  debt  can  e'er  be  paid) 
Fcr  having  with  seducing  art 
From  Britain  stoFn  her  Hervey's  heart. 


Then  shalt  thou  tell  what  various  talents  join*d, 

Adom,  embellish,  and  exalt  his  mind  ; 

liPaming  and  wit,  with  sweet  politeness  grac'd  ; 

Wisdom  by  guile  or  cunning  undebas'd ; 

By  pride  unsullied,  genuine  dignity ; 

A  nobler  and  sublime  simplicity* 

Such  in  thy  verse  shall  Nivemois  be  shown: 

Fram^e  shail  with  joy  the  feir  resemblance  own; 

And  Albion  sighing  bid  her  sons  aspire 

To  imitate  the  merit  tbey  admire. 


TO 

COLOyEL  DRUMGOLD. 

DpjMCOLD,  whose  ancestors  from  A1bion's  shorc 

Tiieir  oonąnering  standaids  to  Hibemia  borę, 

llioagh  now  thy  vaIour,  to  thy  country  loet, 

Shiocs  in  the  foremost  ranks  of  Gallia*s  host, 

Think  not  that  France  shall  borrow  all  thy  famę — 

From  British  aires  deriv'd  thy  genius  came: 

IfeB  force,  its  energy,  to  these  it  owM, 

Bat  the  feir  polish  Ćlallia'8  clime  bestowM : 

Tbe  Graces  there  each  ruder  thought  refin*d, 

Aod  liveliest  wit  with  soundest  sense  combin'd. 

Tbey  tanght  in  sportive  Fancy^s  gay  attirc 

To  dress  the  gravest  of  th'  Aonian  choir. 

And  gave  to  sober  Wlsdom^s  wrinkled  cheek 

The  smile  that  dwells  in  Hebe**  dimple  sleek. 

Vay  to  each  realm  the  debt  that  each  may  ask : 

Be  thine,  and  thine  atooe,  the  pleasing  task, 

Id  porest  elcgance  of  Gallic  phrase 

Toclothe  the  spirit  of  the  British  lays. 

TTios  CTcry  Bower  which  every  Muse's  hand 

Has  rai8'd  profuse  in  Britain*s  favourite  land, 

By  thee  transpłanted  to  the  banks  of  Seine, 

Its  sweetest  native  odoors  shall  retain. 

And  wben  thy  noble  fricnd,  with  olive  crown*d, 

in  CoDConl^s  ^Iden  chain  bas  firmiy  bound 

The  TiTal  nations,  thou  for  both  shalt  raise 

Tbe  gratefiil  song  to  his  immortai  praise. 

AUńon  shall  think  she  hears  ber  Prior  s^ng ; 

^  FrSDOOf  thąt  Boileau  strikes  the  Łanei4l  string, 


EPITAPH  ON  CAPTAIN  GRENVILLE'  ; 

KIŁŁED  m  LORD  ANS0H*8  ENGAGEMENT  IN  1  747. 

Ye  weeping  Mnses,  Graces,  Virtue8,  tcll 
If,  Since  yoiir  all-accomplishM  Sydney  fell, 
You,  or  afflicted  Britain,  e^er  deplor'd 
A  lo88  like  that  these  p1aintive  lays  record! 
Such  spotless  honour;  such  ingenuous  truth; 
Such  ripenM  wisdom  in  the  bloom  of  youth ! 
So  mild,  so  gentle,  so  compos'd  a  mind. 
To  such  heroic  warmth  and  couiage  joln^d ; 
He  too,  like  Sydney,  nur8'd  in  Leamiag's  arms, 
Forijobler  War  forsook  her  softer  charms: 
Likó  him,  possessM  of  every  pleasing  art, 
Thelsecret  wish  of  every  female^s  heart: 
Like  him,  cut  ofT  in  youthful  glory'8  pride, 
He,  linrepining, /or  ku  country  dyd. 


OK  GOOD-HUMOUR, 

WKTTTEN  AT  ETON-SCHOOŁ,  1729. 

Tell  me,  ye  sons  of  Phoebus,  what  is  this 
Which  all  admire,  but  few,  tao  few,  possess  ? 
A  yirtue  'tis  to  ancient  maids  unknown, 
And  prudes,  who  spy  all  faults  except  theirown* 
LovM  and  defended  by  the  brave  and  wise, 
Though  knaves  abuse  it,  and  like  fbols  despise. 
Say,  Wyndham,  if 'tis  possible  to  tell, 
What  is  the  thing  in  which  you  most  exce1 1 
Hard  is  the  ąuestion,  for  in  al  I  you  please ; 
Yet  surę  good-nature  is  your  noblest  praise; 
Secur*d  by  this,  your  parts  no  envy  move. 
For  nonę  can  envy  him  whom  all  must  love. 
This  magie  power  can  make  ey^n  folly  please* 
This  to  Pitt's  genius  adds  a  brighter  grace. 
And  sweetens  every  charm  in  Caeiia^s  face. 


•These  verscs  having  been  originally  written 
wben  the  author  was  in  oppo«ition,  concluded  thuc, 
(much  better,  perhaps,  than  at  present) : 

But  nobler  far,  and  greater  is  the  praise 
So  bright  to  shine  in  these  degenerate  days: 
An  age  of  heroes  kindled  Sidney's  fire ; 
His  inbom  worth  alone  could  Grenyille*8  deeds  in- 
spire.  . 

But  Bome  years  after,  when  his  lordship  was 
with  ministry,  he  erased  these  four  lines.  See 
Gent.  Mag.  vol.  xlix.  p.  601.    iV, 
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SOMS  ADBITIONAŁ  8TAIIZA8 

to 

ASTOLFO^S  rOYAGE  TO  THE  MOON^ 

IN  ARIOtTO. 

Whem  now  Astolfb,  stor^d  within  a  vasc, 
Orlando^s  wits  had  safely  brought  away; 

He  tuniM  his  eyes  towards  another  place, 
Where,  closely  cork^d,  unnumber'd  bottles  lay. 

Of  fifftst  crystal  were  those  bottles  roade, 
Yet  what  was  Łhere  enclos*d  he  could  not  see: 

Wherefbre  in  humble  wise  the  saint  he  prayM, 
To  tell  what  troasure  there  conceaPd  might  be. 

"  Ą  wondrous  thing  it  is,"  the  saint  replied, 
**  Yet  uQdefin'd  by  any  mortal  wight ; 

jbi  airy  essence,  not  to  be  descried, 

Subtle  and  thin,  that  maidsnhead  is  hight. 

''F^m  Earth  each  day  in  troops  tb^  hither 
come, 

And  fili  each  hole  and  comer  of  the  Moon  i 
For  they  are  never  easy  while  at  home, 

Nor  ever  owner  thought  them  gooe  too  sooiu 

^  Wben  here  arriv'd,  they  are  in  bottles  pent. 
For  fear  they  should  eraporate  again; 

And  bard  it  is  a  prison  to  invent, 
So  volatile  a  spirit  to  retain. 

"  lliose  that  to  young  and  wanton  girls  belong 
Leap,  bounce,  and  fly,  as  if  they  M  boret  the 
glass: 

But  those  that  ha^e  belo*  been  kept  too  long 
Are  spiritlessy  and  ąuite  decajr^di,  alas !" 

So  spake  the  saint,  and  wonder  seiz'd  the  knight, 
As  of  each  vcssel  he  th'  inscription  read  ; 

For  varioiis  sccrets  there  were  brought  to  light; 
Of  which  report  on  Earth  had  nothing  said. 

Yirginities,  that  close  coofinM  he  thought 
In  t'  other  world,  he  found  above  the  sky  ; 

Hit  sister^s  and  his  cousin's  there  were  brought, 
Whlch  madę  him  swear,  though  good  St,  John 
was  by. 

But  much  his  wrath  inoreas'd,  wben  he  espied 
That  which  was  Chloe^s  ooce,  his  mistrcss  dear: 

*^  Ah,  false  and  treacherous  fugitive  !"  he  cried» 
"  little  I  deem'd  that  I  should  meet  thee  here. 

**  Did  not  thy  owner,  when  we  parted  last, 
Promise  to  keep  thee  safe  for  me  alone  ? 

tScarce  of  our  absence  three  shorWnonths  are  past. 
And  thou  aiready  irom  thy  post  art  flown. 


'*  Be  not  enrag^d,''  replied  th*  apostle  kind — 
"  Since  that  this  maidenhead  is  thine  by  right, 

Take  it  away ;  and,  when  thou  hast  a  mind, 
Carry  it  ihiŁher  whence  it  took  its  flight" 


M 


Tbanks,  holy  iather  P'  quoth  the  joyons  knight, 
"  The  Moon  shall  be  no  io8er  by  your  grace : 
Łet  me  but  have  the  use  on  *t  for  a  night. 
And  I  'U  restore  it  to  its  present  place." 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 
.».  jt:  jrriB  THE  Tiuu>Boroy  yehicb  prbsseysb. 

.IrRSndfer  €^way's  rooving  scenes  we  find 
What  poi^er  the  god8*have  Ło  your  sex  assign*d : 
Yenice  was  iost,  if  on  the  brink  oT  fate 
A  woman  had  not  propt  her  sinlung  state : 
In  the  dark  danger  of  that  dreadfiil  hour, 
Yain  was  her  senate's  wisdom,  vain  its  power; 
But,  sav'd  by  Belvidera*s  charming  tears, 
Still  o*er  the  Bubjiect  main  her  towers  she  rears^ 
And  stands  a  great  exdmpfe  to  mankind, 
With  what  a  boundless  sway  you  nile  the  minda 
Skilful  the  worst  or  nc^Iest  ends  to  serve. 
And  strong  alike  to  ruin  or  preserre. 

In  wretched  JaiBer,  we  with  pity  Tiew 
A  mind,  to  houour  fislse,  to  Tirtue  tme, 
In  the  wild  storm  of  stmggling  passions  tost, 
Yet  8aving  innocence,  though  famę  was  lost ; 
Greatly  forgetting  what  he  ow'd  his  friend-^ 
His  country,  which  had  wrong'd  him,  to  defend.' 

But  she,  who  urg'd  him  to  that  pious  4ieed, 
Who  knew  so  wełl  the  patriofs  cause  to  plead, 
Whose  conquering  loye  her  oountry's  safety  wqo» 
Was,  by  that  fatal  loTe,  herself  nndone. 
'  "  Hence  may  we  leam,  what  passion  iato  woold 

hide, 
That  Hymen's  bands  by  prudence  should  be  tied^ 
Yenus  in  Tain  the  wedded  pair  would  crown, 
If  angry  Fortune  on  their  union  frown : 
Soon  will  the  flattering  dreams  of  joys  be  o'er. 
And  cloy*d  imagination  ^heat  no  morę; 
Then,  waking  to  the  sense  of  la8t<ng  pain, 
With  mutual  tears  the  b^dal  couch  they  stain : 
And  tiiat  fond  love,  whion  should  afibrd  relief, 
Does  but  augment  the  anguish  of  their  grief : 
Wliile  both  could  easier  their  own  sorrows  bear. 
Ułan  the  sad  knowledge  of  each  other*8  carc." 

May  al  I  the  jo3rs  in  Love  and  Fortune*s  power 
Kindły  combine  to  grace  your  nuptiat  hour ! 
On  each  glad  day  may  plenty  shower  detigbt. 
And  warmest  rapture  bless  each  welcome  night ! 
May  Heaven,  that  gave  you  Belvidera's  charms,a 
Destine  some  happier  JaiBer  to  your  arms, 
Whose  bliss  misfortune  never  may  allay, 
Whose  fondness  nerer  may  through  care  decay ; 
Whose  wealth  may  place  you  in  the  fairest  light. 
And  force  each  modest  beauty  into  sight ! 
So  shall  no  anxiouA  want  your  peace  destroy. 
No  tempest  crush  the  tender  buds  of  joy ; 
But  all  your  hours  in  oue  gay  circle  move. 
Nor  Reason  ever  disagre^  with  Love ! 


ELEGY. 


Tełł  me,  my  heart,  fbnd  slare  of  hopeless  kire. 
And  doom'd  its  woes,  without  its  joys  to  provę, 
Canst  thou  endure  tbus  calmly  to  erase 
The  dear,  dear  image  of  thy  D^a*s  face  ? 

'  The  tweWe  following  lines,  with  8ome  smali 
variations,  aiready  haTC  been  printed  in  Adrioe  to 
a  Lady,  p.  175;  but,  at  knrd  Lyttelton  chose  to 
introduce  them  here,  it  was  thought  raore  eligible 
to  repeat  theie  few  Unet,  thao  to  tuppreas  the  rert 
of  the  poem« 


INSCRIPnON....SULPICIA  TO  CERINTHUS. 
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Ca»t  thoa  exc1ude  ihat  habitant  diyine, 
Ib  place  some  meaner  idol  in  her  shcine  ? 
O  task,  for  fneble  reason  too  8evere ! 
O  lewNi,  nou^ht  could  teach*me  but  despoir !««  * 
Most  I  forbid  my  eyes  that  heavenly  sighl^   •  • 
Ther  *re  TiewM  so  oft  with  laotuuhing  deŃffht?* 
Most  my  ean  shun  that  voice,  whose  channins:  sound 
Se(*iii*d  to  reliere,  wbile  it  increas'd,  my  woand  ? 
O  Wailer !  Petrarch  1  you  wbo  tun'd  the  lyre 
To  the  soft  notes  of  elegant  desire ; 
Thoofrb  Sidney  to  a  rival  gave  her  charms, 
Thoagh  Lanra  dying  left  ber  lover'»-arms, 
Yet  were  your  pains  less  exquisite  tlian  mine^ 
Tk  casier  £ar  to  lose,  than  to  resign  I 


INSCRIPTION 

TOR  A  8UST  OF  ŁADT  BUFFOŁK  ; 

mionD  TO  aa  sbt  up  m  a  wood  at  rrowi* 

1752. 

Hn  wit  and  beauty  for  a  e3art  were  madę ; 
Bot  tnub  and  goodness  fit  ber  for  a  shade. 


SULPICIA  TO  CERINTHUS, 

IN  HER  StCKlTESB. 

nOM  TIBUŁŁUS. 
(■ESrr  TO  A  PRfBND,  IN  A  ŁADT*8  NAMB.) 

Sat,  my  CerintbuB,  does  thy  tender  breast 
Feel  the  same  feverish  beats  that  minę  molest  ? 
Alas !  I  ooly  wish  for  bealtb  again, 
Becanae  I  think  my  lover  shares  my  pain : 
For  what  woold  heaJth  ayail  to  wretcbed  me, 
If  yoii  could,  «DC0Dcern'dy  my  illness  see  ? 


8CŁPIGIA  TO  CBRINTHUS. 

I  'm  weary  of  thia  tedioas  duli  deceit; 
Mysełf  I  torturę,  while  tbe  world  I  cheat: 
Tboogfa  Prudence  bids  me  striTe  to  guard  my  famę, 
Łove  secs  the  Iow  bsrpocrisy  with  shame; 
I.ove  btds  me  all  confess,  and  cali  tbee  minę, 
Worthy  my  heart,  as  I  am  wortby  tbine : 
Weakoess  for  tbee  I  will  no  longer  bidę ; 
Weskneas  for  tbee  is  woroan^s  noblest  pride. 


CATO^S  SPEECH  TO  LABIENUS, 

Df  TBB  IfIKTB  BOOK  OF  ŁUCAN, 

(Onid  quani,  Labiene,  jubes,  ^c) 

Wiat,  Labienus,  would  thy  fond  desire, 
Of  boroed  JoYe^s  propbetic  shrine  inquire  ) 
'Whether  to  seek  in  arms  a  glorious  doom» 
Or  baaely  1ive,  and  be  a  king  in  Romę  ? 
Tf  life  be  nothing  morę  than  deatb'8  delay; 
If  iffipioos  force  can  bonest  minds  dismay, 
Or  probity  may  Fortune*8  frown  disdain  ^ 
Kwell  to  mean  is  all  that  virtue  can ; 
And  rigbt,  deptendant  on  itself  alone, 

Gm  DO  additicn  firom  8ucce«  ?— *T1s  Idiown  i 


Fix'd  in  my  beart  tbese  constant  truths  t  bear, 
And  Ammon  cannot  write  them  deeper  tbere. 

Out  sools,  allied  to  God,  witbin  them  feel 
iThe  secret  dictates  of  tbe  almigbty  will : 
This  is  his  voice,  be  this  our  oracie. 
"When  first  his  breath  tbe  seeds  of  Hfo  instiird^ 
AU  that  we  ought  to  know  was  then  revealM« 
Nor  can  we  think  the  omnipresent  mind 
Has  truth  to  Lib3ra'8  desert  sands  confin^d, 
There»  known  to  few,  obscur^d,  and  lost,  to  lie— 
Is  therc  a  tempie  of  the  Deity, 
Except  cartb,  sea,  and  air,  yon  azure  pole  ^ 
And  chief,  his  holiest  shrine,  the  Tirtuoos  soul  ? 
Where*er  the  eye  can  pierce,  the  feet  can  movc^ 
This  wide,  this  boundless  uniyerse  is  Jove. 
T^t  abject  minds,  that  donbt  because  thcy  fear* 
With  pions  awe  to  juggUng  priests  repair; 
I  credit  not  what  lyiug:  prophets  tell— 
r^eath  is  tbe  only  certain  oracie. 
Cowards  and  brave  must  die  one  de8tłn'd  boar— 
This  Jove  bas  tdd ;  be  needs  not  tell  us  morę. 


TO  MR.  GLOVER; 

ON  HIS  POEM  OF  LEONIDAS. 

warrrBM  in  thb  ykab  1734. 

Go  on,  my  friend,  the  noble  task  pursue. 
And  think  thy  genins  is  thy  country's  due; 
To  Tulgar  wits  inferior  themes  beloog. 
But  liberty  and  Tirtne  claim  thy  song. 
Yet  eease  to  bope,  tho\ip:h  grac'd  with  erery  cbaimif 
The  patriot  verse  will  cold  Britaimia  warm  ; 
Yauily  thou  striv*st  our  languid  hearts  to  raise^ 
By  great  examples  drawn  from  better  days : 
No  longer  we  to  Sparta^s  iame  aspire, 
What  Sparta  scom'd,  instructed  to  admire ; 
Nure'd  in  the  loye  of  wealth,  and  formM  to  bend 
Our  narrow  thoughts  to  that  inglorious  end : 
No  generous  purpose  can  eniarge  the  mind, 
No  social  care,  no  labour  for  mankind, 
Where  mean  self-interest  every  action  guides, 
,  In  camps  commands,  in  cabinets  presides ; 
Where  Uurary  consumes  the  guilty  storę, 
And  bids  tbe  yillain  be  a  slave  for  morę. 

Hence,  wretcbed  nation,  all  thy  wocs  arise^ 
Avow'd  corruption,  licensM  perjories, 
Etemal  taxes,  treaties  for  a  day, 
Servant8  that  rule,  ańd  senates  that  obey. 

O  people,  far  unlike  the  Grecian  race, 
That  deems  a  virtuous  poverty  disgrace, 
That  suffere  public  wrongs  and  public  shame, 
In  council  insolent,  in  action  tamę  ! 
Say,  what  is  now  th'  ambition  of  the  great  ? 
Is  it  to  raise  their  cotintry*s  sinking  state  ; 
Her  load  of  debt  to  ease  by  firugal  care, 
Her  trade  to  guard,  her  harassM  poor  to  spare  ? 
\9,  it,  like  bonest  Soroers,  to  inspire 
The  love  of  laws,  and  freedom'8  sacred  fire  ? 
Is  it,  like  wise  Godolphin,  to  sustain 
The  balancM  world,  and  boundless  power  restrain  ł 
Or  is  tbe  mighty  aim  of  all  their  toil, 
Only  to  aid  the  wreck,  and  share  the  spoil  ? 
On  each  relation,  friend,  dependant,  ponr, 
With  partial  wautonness,  the  golden  shower. 
And,  fencM  by  strong  corruption,  to  despisc 
An  ii^oi^d  iiatioQ'8  uDavailiiig  cries! 


188 


L\TTELTON'S  POEMS. 


Rou?e,  BritoDft,  rouze !  if  sense  of  shame  be  weak, 
Łet  the  loud  voice  of  threatening:  dan^er  speak. 
Ló !  France,  as  Persia  once,  o'er  every  land 
Prepares  to  stretch  her  all-oppressing  band. 
Shall  England  sit  regardiess  and  sedate, 
A  calm  spectatress  of  the  generał  fate ; 
Or  cali  forth  all  ber  virtue,  and  oppose, 
lakę  valiant  Greece,  her  own  and  Europe's  foes? 
O  let  lis  seize  the  moment  in  our  power, 
Our  follies  now  have  reach'd  the  fatal  hour  j 
No  later  term  the  angry  gods  ordaiu ; 
This  crisis  lost,  we  shall  l^  wise  in  vain. 

And  thoił,  great  poet,  in  whose  nervous  lines 
The  native  majesty  of  freedom  shines, 
Accept  this  friendly  praise ;  and  let  me  prove 
My  beart  not  whoHy  void  of  public  Iove; 
Though  not  like  thee  I  strike  the  soimding  string 
To  notes  whieb  Sparta  might  have  deignM  to  siog, 
But,  idiy  sporting  in  the  secret  shade, 
With  tender  trifles  soothe  some  art'ess  maid. 


TO  WILLIAM  PITT,  F.S2VIRE, 

ON  HIS  Ł08ING  HIS  COMMISSIOM, 
IN  THE  YBAR  1736. 

I^NG  had  thy  Tirtues  markM  thee  out  for  famę, 
Far,  far  superior  to  a  comefs  name  ; 
This  generous  Walpole  saw,  and  griev»d  to  find 
So  mean  a  post  disgrace  that  noble  mind. 
ITie  servile  standai^l  from  thy  freebom  band 
He  took,  and  bade  thee  lead  the  patriot  band. 


PROLOGUE  TO  THOMSOl^S  CORIOLANUS. 

SPOKBN  BY  Ma.  QUIN. 

I  coMB  not  here  your  candour  to  implore 
For  scenes,  whose  author  is,  alas  !  no  morę ; 
He  wants  no  advocate  his  cause  to  plead  ; 
Yon  will  yourselves  be  patrons  of  the  dead. 
No  party  his  benevolence  confin'd, 
No  sect — alike  it  flow'd  to  all  mankind. 
He  IovM  his  friends  (forgive  this  gushing  tear : 
Alas  !  I  feel  T  am  no  ar  tor  here) 
He  lov'd  his  friends  with  such  a  warmth  of  beart, 
So  elear  of  interest,  so  devoid  of  art, 
Such  generous  friendship,  such  unsbaken  zeal. 
No  words  can  spcak  it :  but  our  tears  may  tell.— 
O  candid  truth,  O  faith  withont  a  stain, 
O  manners  gently  firm,  and  nobly  plain, 
O  sympathizing  love  of  others'  bliss, 
Where  will  you  find  another  breast  likc  his  ? 
Such  was  the  man — the  poet  well  you  know: 
Oft  has  be  touchM  your  bearts  with  tender  woe : 
Oft  in  this  crowded  hoiise,  with  just  applause, 
You  heard  him  teach  fair  Virtue*8  purest  laws ; 
For  his  chaste  Museeraploy'd  her  heaven-taught  lyre 
Nonę  but  the  noblcst  passions  to  in<;pire. 
Not  one  im  mora!,  oue  corrupted  thought. 
One  linę,  which  dying  he  could  wish  to  biot. 
Oh  !  may  to-night  your  favourable  doom 
Another  laurel  add,  to  srace  his  tomb : 
^hiist  he,  superior  now  to  praise  or  blame, 
Ucars  not  the  feeble  voice  of  human  famę. 


Yet,  if  to  those  whom  most  on  Eartb  he  loy^d, 
From  whom  his  pious  care  is  now  remov*d, 
With  whom  his  liberał  haud,  and  bounteous  bear^ 
SharM  all  his  little  fortunę  could  impart ; 
\fJto  thoxe  friends  y<>ur  kind  regard  sbalt  give 
What  they  no  Icmger  can  from  his  receiTc; 
That,  that,  ev'n  now,  above  yon  starry  pole, 
May  touch  with  pleasure  his  immortal  soul. 


EPILOGUE  TO  LILWS  ELMERICK. 

You,  who,  supremę  o'er  every  work  of  wit, 
In  judgment  here,  imaw'd,  unbiass'd,  sit, 
The  palałines  and  guardians  of  the  pit ; 
If  to  your  minds  this  merely  modem  play 
No  useful  sense,  no  generous  warmth  conrey ; 
If fustian  here,  through  each  unnatural  scenę, 
In  strain^d  amceiU  sound  highy  aad  noihing  mcau  ; 
If  loffy  duilness  for  your  vengeance  cali : 
like  Elmerkk  jitdge,  and  let  the  gtnltyfalL 
But  if  simplicity,  with  force  and  fire, 
UnIabourM  Łhoughts  and  artless  words  inspire : 
If,  like  the  action  which  these  scenes  relate, 
The  whole  appear  irregularly  great ; 
If  master-strokes  the  noblcr  passions  moTe; 
Then,  like  the  king^  acquił  us,  and  approoe. 


ISSCRIPTIONS  AT  HAGLEY. 


ON  A  TIEW  FROM  AN  AŁCOYE. 

TmnAynATBMFs! 

TBMPB,  aVAB  SYf.TAB  CINCYNT  SYTERmPSMDiEiriB. 


II. 

ON  A  ROCKY  FANCY  SEAT. 

COO  ŁAViDO  RWTS  AMOENI, 

RIYOS,  BT  MVSCO  CIRVMLITA  SAXA  NBMWaYl. 


III. 

TO  TFB   MEMORY  OP 
WILLIAM  SHBNSTONE,  BsąUIRS  ; 

fN  WHOSE  ^nBRSES 

WERĘ  ALL  THK  NATURAL  ORACES, 

AND  IN  WHOSE  MANNERS 

WAS  ALL  THE  AMIABŁE  SIMPŁICriY, 

OF  PASTORAŁ  POETRY, 

Wnu  THE  SWEET  TENDERJtBSf 

OP  'HiB  BLBGIAC. 


IV. 

ON  THE  PBDBSTAL  OF  AN  DRN  '• 

ALEXANDRO  POPE  ; 
POBTARYM  ANGLICANORYM 
EŁEGANTISSIMO  DYJLCISSIMOąYS; 

'  A  Doric  portico  in  another  part  of  the  parfc  it 
honoured  with  the  name  of  PÓpe's  Boilding,  Rod 
inscribed,  qvi£ti  bt  Mrsis, 


INSCRimONS. 
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tnOIYIf  CASnCATORI  ACEKRTMO, 
•AntNTlAE  DOCTOR  I  »VAVISSIMO| 
SACRA  ESTO. 
AKM.  DOM.  M.DCC.XLIV. 


V. 

ON  A  BENGH. 

UBBT  UCBRB  MODO  SVB  ANTIOTA  IŁICB, 

MODO  IN  TENACB  GRAMINE  ; 
lABWrfR  ALTIS  INTERIM  RIVI8  AQVAB  ; 
OTAERYirnit  IN  SYLVIS  AVES  : 
fOKTtaayE  LYMPHIS  OBSTREPyNT  MANAN^nBTI 
•OMMOB  QVOD  IMYITET  ŁEYBS. 


VL 

ON  THOM SON'8  SEAT  \ 

INGSNIO  IMMORTAŁI 

UCOBI  THOMSON, 

FOETAE  SYBLIMIS, 

7IRf  BONI  ; 

ABDICTŁAM  HANC,  QVEM  yJVn  DaSZIT, 

POST  MORTEM  BIV8  CONSTRTCTAM, 

DICAT  DBDICATdYB 

GEORGIYS  ŁYTrBŁTON. 

>  A  ver7  handsome  and  well-finished  building,  ia 
an  octagonal  lioe. 


THE 


POEMS 


or 


EDWARD  MOORE. 


THE 


LIFE  OF  E.  MOORE, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


ilATiNO  lately  published  wbat  infonnation  I  could  coUect  respectiog  the  iife  of 
Moore',  the  present  artide  will  be  little  eise  than  a  transcript,  with  a  few  additiona] 
piiticiilan  from  morę  recent  inquiry.«  For  the  account  of  his  ftmily  I  am  indebted  to 
Dr.  Anderson,  who  received  his  infonnation  from  Mr.  Toulmin  of  Taunton. 

Edward  Moore  was  the  grandson  of  the  reverend  John  Moore,  of  Devonshire,  one  of 
the  ejected  nonconformists,  who  died  Aog.  23, 17  Mi  leaving  two  sons  in  the  diśsenting 
Ainistiy.  Of  these,  Thomas,  the  father  of  our  poet,  removed  to  Abingdon  in  Berkshire, 
where  he  died  in  1721,  and  where  Edward  was  bom  March  22,  1711-12,  and  for  some 
time  bronght  up  under  the  care  of  his  uncle.  He  was  afterwards  placed  at  the  school 
ofEastOrchard  in  Dorsetshire,  where  he  probably  received  no  higher  edacation  than 
would  qualify  him  for  trade. 

For  some  years  he  followed  the  business  of  a  linen-draper,  both  in  London  and  in 
r  Irełand,  but  with  so  little  success  that  he  became  disgusted  with  his  occupation,  and, 
•s  he  informs  us  in  his  preiace,  '^  morę  from  nccessity  than  inclination,"  began  to  en- 
cooDter  the  Ticissitndes  of  a  hterary  Iife.  His  first  attempts  were  of  the  poetical  kind, 
wfaich  stiU  presenre  his  name  among  the  minor  poets  of  his  coimtry.  In  1744,  lie  pub- 
bhed  his  Fables  for  the  Female  Sex,  which  were  so  favourably  received,  as  to  intro- 
doce  him  into  the  sodety  of  some  leamed  and  some  opulent  contemporaries.  The  hon. 
Mr.  Pelham  was  one  of  his  early  patrons,  and,  by  his  Trial  of  Selim,  he  gained  the 
fiieodship  of  lord  Lyttelton,  who  felt  himself  fiattered  by  a  compliment  turned  with 
mach  ingenuity,  and  decorated  by  wit  and  spirit. 

But  as,  for  some  time,  Moore  defived  no  substantial  advantage  from  patronage,  his 
dnef  dependance  was  on  the  stage,  to  which,  within  iive  years,  he  supplied  tfaree  pieces 
of  comidcrable,  althoiigh  imeąual,  mcrit.  The  Foundling,  a  comedy,  which  was  Hrst 
acted  in  17^48,  was  decried  from  a  fancied  resemblance  to  the  Conscious  Lovers.  It  is 
h0we?er,  of  a  morę  lively  cast,  and  the  characters  and  incidents  are  raore  natural  and 
pobable.    His  Gil  Bkis,  which  appeared  in  1751,  met  with  a  morę  8evere.  f^Xt^  and, 

1  Britiah  EamyiiU,  vol.  xxvt.  pief.  to  the  World. 
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notmthstanding  tlie  sprigbtliness  of  the  dialogue,  not  altogether  unjustly.  The  reader 
will  perhaps  not  be  displeased  to  read  tlie  fullowing  account  of  its  failure,  written  for 
the  Gentleman's  Magazine,  by  Dr.  Johnson '. 

**  Perhaps  the  ill  success  of  this  coraedy  is  cbiefly  the  effect  of  the  author*s  having  so 
widely  mistaken  the  character  of  Gil  Blas,  whoni  he  has^degraded  from  a  man  of  sense, 
di:?cemment,  true  htimour,  and  great  knowledge  of  luaukind,  who  never  discovered  his 
yanity  but  in  circumstances  in  which  every  man  would  have  been  vain^  to  an  impertinent, 
silly,  conceited  coxcomb,  a  niere  Lying  Falet,  with  all  tlie  afiectatiou  of  a  fop,  and  all 
the  insolence  of  a  coward.  But  thougłi  he  was  not  at  liberty  to  degrade  Gil  Blas,  some 
applause  is  certainly 'due  to  him  for  havh)g  changecji  the  character  of  Isabella.  In  tbe 
uovel  she  b  a  woman  of  virtue,  and  Aurora's  stratagem  to  deprive  ber  of  the  aftctioii 
of  Don  Lewis,  whom  she  tcnderly  ioved,  is  so  base  and  cruel,  that  a  good  mind  regrets 
her  success,  and  a  bad  one  is  encouraged  to  imitation  :  but  in  the  play  she  is  a  prosti- 
tute,  that  needed  only  to  be  known  to  be  hated,  and  Aurora  is  no  morę  than  an  instru- 
ment in  the  disco very  of  her  true  character." 

The  Gamester,  a  tragedy,  first  acted  Feb.  7»  1753,  was  our  author*8  most  successfiii 
attempt,  and  is  still  a  favourite.  In  this  piece,  however,  he  deyiated  from  the  custom 
of  the  modem  stage,  as  Lilio  had  in  his  George  Baniweli,  by  discarding  blank  verse, 
Bod  perhaps  notłiiug  short  of  the  powcr  by  which  the  catastrophe  engages  the  feełings^ 
could  have  reconciled  tlie  audience  to  this  iunovation.  But  his  object  was  the  misery  of 
the  life  and  death  of  a  gamester,  to  which  it  would  have  been  difiicult  to  give  a  heroic 
coiouring,  and  his  language  became,  what  would  be  most  impressive,  that  of  truth  and 
naturę..  The  critic  already  ąuoted  remarks,  that  it  *^  probably  produced  a  greater 
elfect  upon  the  majority  of  the  audience  than  if  it  had  been  decorated  with  beauties, 
which  they  canuot  miss,  at  the  espense  of  that  plainness  witliout  which  they  cannot 
understand." 

Davies,  in  his  life  of  Garrick,  seems  inclined  to  shase  the  reputation  of  The  Gamester 
between  Moore  and  Garrick.  Moore  acknowledges,  in  his  preface,  that  he  was  in- 
dehted  to  tłiat  inimitable  actor  for  ''  many  popular  passages/'  and  Davies  believes  that 
the  scenę  between  Lewson  and  Stukely,  in  the  fourth  act,  was  alniost  entii^y  his,  be- 
cause  he  expressed,  during  the  time  of  action,  uncomroon  pleasure  at  the  applause  given 
to  it.  WhatcYer  may  be  in  this  conjecture,  the  play,  afler  having  been  acted  to  crowded 
houses  for  eleven  nights,  was  suddeuly  withdrawn.  The  report'  of  the  day  attributed 
this  to  the  interyention  of  the  leading  members  of  some  gaming  clubs.  Dayies  tliinks 
tliis  a  merę  report,  ''  to  give  morę  consequence  to  tbose  asserablies  than  they  could 
rcally  boast."  From  a  letter,  in  my  possession,  written  by  Moore  to  Dr.  Warton,  it 
appears,  that  Gariick  sufTered  so  much  from  the  fatigue  of  acting  the  principal  cłiaracter 
as  to  reąuire  some  repose.  Yet  this  will  not  account  for  the  total  neglect,  for  some 
years  afterwards,  of  a  play,  not  only  popular,  but  obviously  calculated  to  give  th« 
alarm  to  redaimable  gamesters,  and  perhaps  biing  tiie  whole  gang  iuto  discredit.  The 
author  mentions,  in  his  letter  to  Dr.  Warton,  that  he  e^pected  to  elear  about  foiu*  buo- 
dred  pounds  by  his  tragedy,  exclusive  of  tlie  proiits  by  tlie  sale  of  the  copy. 

It  is  asserted  by  Dr.  Johnson,  in  his  life  of  lord  Lyttelton,  that,  in  return  for  Moore's 
clo.i;ant  compliment,  The  Trial  of  Selim,  his  lordship  paid  him  with  "  kind  words,  which, 
as  ii  commODy  raised  great  hopes,  that  at  last  were  disappointed/'    U  is  possiblę,  how- 

*  From  iDtemal  eWdenoe. 
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ercr,  that  these  hopes  were  of  another  kind  than  it  was  in  his  lordship's  power  to  gratify  ^ 
and  it  is  certaio  that  he  substituted  a  method  of  serviiig  Moore,  which  was  oot  oniy 
successful  for  a  considerable  time,  but  must  havc  been  agreeable  to  the  feeliiigs  of  a 
dclicate  and  independent  mind.  About  tlie  jears  1751-2  periodical^writing  began  to 
revivc  in  its  most  pleasing  form,  but  had  hilherto  been  executed  by  men  of  leaming 
only.  Lord  Lyttelton  projected  a  paper,  in  concert  with  Dodsley,  vh'ch  should  unitę 
the  talents  of  certain  men  of  rank,  and  receive  such  a  tonę  and  constąnence  from  tliat 
drcumstonce,  as  nicre  scholars  can  seldoni  hope  to  comniand  or.attain.  Such  was  the 
origin  of  ITie  World,  for  every  paper  of  which  Dodsley  stipulated  to  pay  Mooie  three 
guineas,  whether  the  papers  were  writlen  by  him,  or  by  the  voluuteer  contributors. 
Lorfl  Ljttelfon,  to  render  tliis  bargain  morę  productive  to  .the  editor,  solicited  and 
oh^ailled  the  assistance  of  the  earls  of  Chesterfield,  Batli,  and  Corke,  and  of  Messre. 
Walpole,  Cainlniclge,  Jenyns,  and  other  men  of  raiik  and  taste,  who  gave  their  assist- 
ance, some  with  great  regukrity,  and  all  so  effectuaily,  as  to  render  The  World  far 
morę  popular  than  any  of  its  contemporaries. 

In  this  work,  Moore  wrote  sixty-one  papers,  in  a  style  easy  and  unaffected,  and 
treatetl  the  whims  and  follies  of  the  day  with  genuine  humour.  His  thoughts  are  oflen 
original,  and  his  ludicrous  combinations  argue  a  copious  fancy.  Some  of  his  papers, 
lodeed,  are  merę  playful  exercises,  which  have  no  direct  object  in  yicw,  but  ui  gcueral 
in  his  essaysy  as  well  as  in  all  his  works,  he  shows  himself  the  friend  of  morality  and 
public  decency.  In  tlie  last  number,  the  conclusion  of  the  work  is  madę  to  depcnd  on 
a  iictitioas  accident  which  had  occasioned  the  author's  death.  When  the  papers  were 
collected  into  voluraes  for  a  second  edition,  Moore  superintended  the  publicatlon,  and 
actually  died  while  this  last  number  was  ih  the  press :  a  circumstance  which  uiduces  the 
wish  that  death  may  be  less  frequently  includcd  among  the  topics  of  wit. 

Dunng  ihe  publication  of  The  World,  and  probably  before,  Moore  wrote  some  lighter 
picces  and  songs  for  the  public  gardens.  What  his  other  literary  labours  were,  or 
whether  he  contributed  regularly  to  ahy  pubUcations,  is  not  known.  A  very  few  weeks 
before  hb  death  he  projected  a  magazme,  in  which  Gataker,  and  some  otlier  of  his  col- 
leagues  in  The  World,  were  to  be  engdged.  His  ackuowledged  works  are  not  numerous, 
consisting  only  of  the  poems  here  reprinted,  and  of  his  three  plays.  These  were  pub- 
lishedbyhim,  in  a  handsome  ąuarto  volume,  in  1756\  by  subscription,  dedicated  to 
the  duke  of  Newcastle,  brother  to  his  deceascd  patron  Mr.  Pelham.  The  sub^cribers 
were  very  numerous,  and  included  many  pcrsons  of  the  highest  tank  and  talents,  but  he 
did  not  long  enjoy  the  advantages  of  their  libcrality.  He  died,  February  28,  17ó7,  at 
his  botise  at  Lambeth,  of  an  inflammation  on  his  lungs,  tlie  cousequence  of  a  fever 
improperly  treated. 

In  the  year  1750,  he  married  Miss  Hamilton,  daughter  of  Mr.  Charles  Hamilton^ 
table-decker  to  the  princesses :  a  lady  who  had  hcrself  a  poetical  turn.  During  theur 
coartship,  she  addressed  some  lines  to  a  female  friend,  of  which  Mr.  Moore*8  name,  by 

^  Of  Uus  Moore  was  not  always  sensible.  On  one  occasion,  when  lord  Ljrttelton  bestowed  a  smali 
place  on  Bower,  to  which  our  poet  thought  he  had  a  higher  claini,  he  behaved  in  such  a  manner  to 
his  patron  as  to  occasion  a  coolness.  Horace  Walpole  undertook  to  reconcile  them.  Moore  did  not 
k«Mr  that  Walpole  had  written  the  Letters  to  the  Whigs,  which,  in  his  zeal  for  Lyttelton,  he  liad  iinder- 
uken  to  answer.  Horace,  however,  kept  his  Qwn  secret,  and  performed  the  ofiire  of  mediator.  Wal- 
poleci  Letters,  in  Works,  toI.  t. 
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a  smali  change  to  Morę,  not  uncommon  in  pronunciatioDi  was  the  burthen.     Tlie  hst 

stauza  rUriS  thus : 

You  will  wonder,  my  girl,  who  this  dear  one  can  be, 
Whose  merit  can  boasŁ  such  a  conąuest  o'er  me : 
His  name  you  may  puess,  for  I  told  it  before, 
It  begins  with  an  M,  but  I  dare  not  say  Morę, 

The  whole  may  be  perused  in  the  GeDtldman's  Magazine  for  17^9* 

By  this  lady,  who  in  1758  obtained  the  place  of  necessary-woman  to  the  ąaeen^a 
apartments,  which  she  held  until  her  death  in  ISCH,  he  had  a  son  Edward,  who  died 
in  the  nayal  servjce  in  1773. 

M oore*s  personal  character  appears  to  have  been  unexceptionable,  and  his  pleasing 
nianners  and  humble  denieanour  rendered  his  society  acceptable  to  a  very  namerous 
class  of  fdends.  His  productions  were  those  of  a  genius  somewhat  above  the  common 
order,  unassbted  by  leaming.  His  professed  exclusion  of  Greek  and  Latin  mottos 
from  the  papers  of  The  World  (although  they  were  not  rejected  when  sent)  induces  me 
to  think  that  he  had  little  acąuaintance  with  the  dassics,  and  there  is  indeed  nothing  in 
any  of  his  works  that  indicates  the  study  of  a  particular  branch  of  science.  When  fae 
projected  the  magazine  above*mentioned,  he  told  the  Wartons,  in  confidence,  *'  that  he 
wanted  a  duli  plodding  fellow  of  one  of  the  umversities,  who  understood  Latin  and 
Greek  ♦." 

Of  his  poetiy,  simplicity  and  smoothness  appear  to  be  the  leading  features :  henoe 
he  is  easily  intelligible,  and  conseąuently  iustructlye,  and  łus  Fables  bave  always  been 
popular.  Ali  his  pieces  are  of  the  light  kind,  produced  with  little  effort,  and  to  auswer 
temporary  purposes.  We  find  no  where  indications  that  he  could  have  succeeded  in  the 
bigher  species  of  poetry.  Hb  songs  have  much  origiuality  of  thought,  but  sometimesa 
looseness  of  expression  which  would  not  now  be  tolerated.  His  Nun  might  be  excluded 
from  the  coUection,  without  injury  to  his  mcDiory.  The  Trial  of  Selim  is  an  ingenious 
and  elegant  panegyric,  but  it  ought  to  have  suificed  to  have  once  veritied  the  forms  of 

law.    The  Trial  of  Sarah ,  alias  Slim  Sal,  has  too  much  the  air  of  a  copy.    He 

ranks  but  Iow  as  a  writer  of  odes,  yet  The  Discovery,  addressed  to  Mr.  PelhaA,  has 
many  beauties,  aLd  among  those  tlie  two  last  stanzas  may  be  safely  enumerated. 


4  WoolPs  Ufe  of  Wartoo,  toL  L  p.  ^45. 
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7X)  ms  GRACĘ, 


THOMAS  HOLLES, 


DUKE  OF  NEWCASTLE. 


MY  LOiri^ 

Ii  AD  I  the  honour  of  heing  personally  known  to  your  grace,  I  faad  not  tlius 
presumptuously  addresscd  you,  without  previous  solicitation  for  so  great  ati 
indulgence.  But,  that  your  grace  may  neither  be  surprlsed  nor  ofFended  at 
tbe  Ijberty  I  am  taking,  my  plea  is,  that  tbe  great  and  good  man,  whose 
name  is  prefixed  to  the  first  of  these  poems,  was  a  friend  and  benefactor  to 
me.  Tbe  favours  I  ha?e  reccived  at  his  hands,  and  the  kind  assurances  he 
was  pleased  to  give  me  of  their  continuance,  which  his  death  oniy  prevented, 
have  left  me  to  lament  my  own  private  loss  amidst  the  generał  concern.  It  is 
from  these  favours  and  assurances  that  I  flatter  myself  with  baving  a  kind  of 
priyilege  to  address  your  grace  upon  this  occasion,  and  to  entreat  your 
patronage  of  the  foliowi  ng  sheets.  I  pretended  to  no  merit  with  Mr.  Pelham, 
except  that  of  honouring  his  virtues,  and  wishing  to  have  been  seryiceable  to 
them :  I  pretend  to  no  other  with  your  grace.  My  hopes  are,  that  while  you 
are  fulfilling  every  generous  intention  of  the  brother  whom  you  loved,  your 
grace  will  not  think  me  unworthy  of  some  smali  share  of  that  notice,  with 
which  he  was  once  pleased  to  honour  me. 

I  will  not  detain  your  grace  to  echo  back  the  voice  of  a  whole  people  in 
ferour  of  your  just  and  prudent  administration  of  public  alFairs.  That  the 
salutary  measures  you  are  pursuing  may  be  as  productive  of  tranquilUty  and 
honour  to  your  grace^  as  they  are  of  bappiness  to  these  kingdoms^  is  the 
sincere  wish  of, 

my  lord, 

your  grace^s 

most  humble, 

most  obedient, 

and, 

most  deyoted  seryant, 


EDWARD  MOORE. 


Tolly^s  Head,  PaU-Man, 
Fdi.  S6^  1756. 


Jl^ 
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PREFACE    ^ 

TO  THE  EDITION  OF  MOORE*S  POEMS  AND  PŁAYS, 
PUBŁISHED  IN  1756,  QVARTO. 


Mo4T  of  the  fbllowing  poems  have  aiready  madę  their  appearance  in  detached  pieces ;  but  as  many 
of  them  were  printed  witliotit  a  name,  I  was  adyised  by  some  particalar  friends  to  coliect  them  into 
a  ▼olame,  and  pnblish  them  by  siibscription.  The  painful  task  of  soiiciting  sucb  a  sabscription  was 
cfaiefly  nndertaken  by  tbose  friends,  and  with  such  spirit  and  zeal,  tbat  I  should  be  £;reatly  wanting 
ID  gratitodc,  if  I  neglected  aiiy  opportonity,  eitber  pnblic  or  private,  of  making  them  my  most  siu- 
cerę  ackoowledgments.  I  am  abo  obliged  to  a  very  valuable  friend  in  Ireland  for  a  eonsiderabie 
aomber  of  sobscribers  jp  that  kingdom,  a  list  of  whose  names  I  have  not  been  favoared  with,  and  for 
ubich  I  was  desired  not  to  delay  ptiblication.  I  mention  tbis  seemiug  neglect,  that  my  frienda  on 
that  aide  the  water  may  not  accusc  mc  of  aoy  disrespect. 

Soch  as  the  work  now  is,  I  snbmit  it  to  the  public.  Defects  in  it  there  are  many,  whidi  I  have 
fiaated  both  time  and  abilities  to  amend  as  I  could  wish.  Its  merit  (if  it  bas  any,  aod  I  nuy  be 
allowed  to  oame  it)  is  its  being  natnral  and  unaffected,  and  tending  to  promote  ^irtne  and  good- 
hnmoar.  Those  parts  of  it  that  bave  been  pnblished  singly  had  the  good  fortnne  to  please ;  thoj^e 
that  are  now  added  will,  I  hope,  be  no  discredit  to  tbem.  Upon  the  whole,  I  have  sent  this  my  off- 
spiing  into  the  world  in  as  deccnt  a  dress  as  I  was  able :  a  legitimate  one  I  am  surę  it  is ;  and  if  it 
shoald  be  tbooght  defective  in  strength,  spirit,  or  ▼igoor,  let  it  be  considered,  that  its  father's  mai- 
liage  with  the  Moses,  like  most  other  maiTiages  into  that  noble  family,  was  morę  from  necesaity  thaii 
lodinatioik 


POEMS 


OP 


EDWARD  MO  O  RE. 


THE  DlSCOVERYi 

AM  ODE 

TO  TBK  miGBT  HONOURABŁE  HENRY  PSLHAM. 


Yir  bonus  est  qai8  ?        Hor. 


TAKE  wmg,  my  Mose !  fh>m  sbore  to  shore 
Fiy,  and  that  happy  place  explore 
Włtere  Yirtae  deigns  to  dwcU  ; 
]f  yet  she  treads  on  British  ground, 
Where  cao  tbe  fiigitive  be  ibund, 
Id  city,  ooart,  or  celi  ? 

Kot  there,  where  winę  and  firantic  mirth 
Unitę  the  seneaal  sona  of  Eaith 

In  Pl«asure*s  tboughtless  train  ; 
Hor  yet  where  sanctity^s  a  show, 
Where  souts  nor  joy  nor  pity  know 

For  human  bltss  or  pain. 

Her  social  heart  altke  diflowns 

The  race,  who,  shunmng  crowds  and  thranes, 

In  shadcs  8equ«sterM  dozę ; 
Whose  sloth  no  generous  care  can  wake, 
Who  rot,  like  weuds  on  Lcthe^  lakę, 

In  sen&eless,  Yile  repose. 

With  these  sbe  shuns  the  fiictious  tribe, 
Who  spum  the  y ot  unofferM  bribe, 

And  at  corruption  jour ; 
Waiting  till  Discurd  llaroc  cńes, 
In  hopes,  like  Catlline,  to  nse 

On  anarchy  to  pow^r ! 

Ye  wits,  who  boast  irom  anclent  times 
A  right  diriue  to  scourge  our  .prfmes, 

Is  it  with  vou  she  rcsts  ?  • 
Na    Jnt'rest,  slander  ar<;  your  yiewF, 
And  Virtue  now,  with  every  Musc, 

FUes  your  unballow^d  breasts. 


There  was  a  time,  I  heaid  ber  taj, 
£re  females  were  seducM  by  play, 

When  Beauty  was  her  throne ; 
But  now,  where  dwelt  the  Soft  Desaet, 
The  Furies  light  forbiddep  fires, 

To  Love  and  her  unknown. 

From  these  th'  iodignant  goddess  flies. 
And  where  the  spires  of  Science  rise, 

A  whiie  suspends  ber  wing ; 
But  pedant  Pride  and  Ragę  are  there, 
And  Faction  tainting  ail  the  air, 

And  pois^ning  every  spring. 

Long  through  the  sky^s  wide  palhless  way 
T%e  Muse  obseryM  the  wapd*rer  stray, 

And  markM  her  last  retreat; 
O^cr  Surry's  banren  beaths  she  flew, 
Descending  like  the  silent  dew 

On  Esher^s  peacefu)  seat 

There  she  bebolds  the  gentle  Mole 
His  pensive  waters  caloily  roli, 

Amidst  Elysian  ground : 
There  through  the  windiugs  of  the  grore 
She  Irads  ber  family  of  Love, 

And  strews  her  sweets  around. 

I  hear  her  bid  the  daughters  fair 
Oft  to  yoo  gloomy  grot  repair, 

Her  secret  steps  to  meet : 
**  Nor  thou,"  she  cries,  "these  shades  foraakey 
But  come,  lov'd  coiisort,  come  and  make 

The  husband^s  bliss  complete.". 

Yet  not  too  much  the  soothing  ease 
Of  rural  iudolence  shall  please 

My  Pelham^s  ardent  breast ; 
The  uian  whom  VirŁue  calls  ber  own 
Must  stand  tłłc  pillar  of  a  thronei 

And' make  a  nation  blest 
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P  Iham  !  'tis-thine  with  temi>Vate  zeal 
To  guard  Britaniiia's  public  weaJ, 

AttackM  on  every  part : 
Her  fatal  iliscords  to  compose. 
Unitę  her  friends,  disarm  her  foei, 

Beroaods  thy  head  aud  heart 


When  bold  R«belHon  shook  the  land, 
Ere  yet  from  William^s  dauntless  band 

Her  barbaroij^  anny  fled  ; 
When  Valo  ;r  droopM*,  and  WiMloin  fearM, 
Tby  voice  expiring  Credit  beard. 

And  raisM  ber  languid  head. 

Now  by  tby  stroog  assisting  band, 
FixM  on  a  rock  I  sec  ber  stand, 

Against  wbose  solid  feet, 
In  vain,  tbroiigb  every  futurę  agfe, 
Tbe  loudcat,  most  tempestuous  ragę 

Of  angry  war  sbail  beat. 

And  grieve  not  if  tbe  sons  of  Strife 
Attempt  to  cloud  thy  spotless  life. 

And  shade  its  brightest  scenes; 
Wretehes,  by  kindness  unsubduM, 
Who  see,  who  sbare  tbe  common  good, 

Yet  cavłl  at  tbe  means. 

Like  these,  tbe  metaphysic  crew, 
Proud  to  be  singular  and  new, 

Think  all  they  see  deceit ; 
Are  warmM  and  cherisb'd  by  the  day, 
Feel  and  enjoy  the  heav*nly  ray, 

Yet  doubt  of  liccbt  and  beat. 


THE  TRI  AL  OF  SELIM  THE  PERSIAN\ 

POR  DirERS  HIGH  CRTHES  AND  MISDEMEANOKS. 

The  court  was  met;  Uie  pris'ner  brougbt; 
The  counsel  with  instructions  fraught ; 
And  evidcnce  prepar'd  at  large, 
On  oath,  to  vindicate  tbe  charge. 

But  first  *tis  meet,  where  form  dcnics 
Poetic  helps  of  fancy'd  lies, 
Gay  roetaphors,  and  figures  fine. 
And  similies  to  deck  the  linc; 
'Ti8  meet  (as  we  before  bave  said) 
To  cali  dcsoription  to  our  aid. 

Begin  we  then  (as  first  *tis  fitting) 
With  tbe  three  chieft  in  judgment  sittlng. 

Above  the  rest,  and  in  the  chair, 
Sat  Faction  with  dissembled  air; 
Her  tongue  was  skilPd  in  specious  lies, 
And  murmura,  whence  dissentions  rise ; 
A  smiling  mask  her  features  yeiPd, 
Her  form  the  patriot^s  robc  conccaiM ; 
With  8tudy*d  błandishments  she  bow*d, 
And  drew  the  capt]vated  crowd. 
The  next  in  place,  and  on  the  right, 
Sat  £nvy,  bideous  to  the  sight  j 

«  Oeorge  Lyttelton,  esq.  ąfterwawls  lord  Lyttcl- 
iiiiu  Tbe  Persian  Letters  of  this  nobleman  were 
written  under  the  oharacter  pf  Selim,  which  occa- 
sioned  Mr.  Moore  to  give  hitu  tlię  same  parne  in 
thb  poem* 


Her  snaky  locks,  her  boUow  eye*, 

And  haggrard  form  forbad  disguise  j 

Pale  discontent  and  sullen  hate 

Upon  her  wrinkled  forehead  sat ; 

Her  left  band,  clrncb'd,  ber  cheek  sustain^d, 

Her  right  (with  many  a  murder  stain'd) 

A  dagger  clutchd,  in  act  to  strike, 

With  starts  of  ragę,  and  a  im  obIique. 
Last  on  the  left  was  Clamour  seen, 

Of  sUture  vast,  and  borrid  mień  ; 

With  bloated  chebks,  and  frantic  eyes, 

She  scnt  her  yellings  to  the  skies ; 

Prepar'd  w  ith  trumpet  in  her  band. 

To  blow  sedition  oVr  tbe  land. 

With  these,  four  morę  of  lesser  fame^ 

And  humbler  rank,  attcndant  came; 

Hypocrisy  with  smiling  grace. 

And  Impudcnce  with  brazen  face, 

Contention  bold,  with  ironiungs,     ^ 

And  Slander  with  ber  faundred  tongues, 
The  walls  in  sculptur^d  tole  were  richą 

And  stataes  proud  (in  many  a  nich) 

Of  cbicfe,  who  "fought  in  Faotion's  cause^ 

And  perishM  for  contempt  of  laws. 

The  roof  in  vary'd  light  and  shade, 

The  seat  of  Anarchy  displąyM. 

Triumphant  o'er  a  falling  throne 

(By  emblematic  figures  known) 
I  Confusion  rag*d,  and  Lust  obscene,    *  ^ 

And  Riot  with  distemperM  mień. 

And  Outrage  bold,  and  Mischief  dire. 

And  Devastation  clad  in  firc. 

Prone  on  the  ground  a  martial  maid 

Expiring  lay,  and  proanM  for  aid  ; 

Her  shield  with  many  a  stab  w-as  pierc*d, 

Her  Inurels  tom,  her  spear  reversM; 
And  near  łier,  crouchM  amidst  the  spoil^ 
A  lion  panted  in  the  toils. 

With  look  compos'd  tbe  pris'ner  stood. 
And  modest  pride.     By  iums  he  yiew^d 
The  court,  tbe  counsel,  and  the  crowd. 
And  with  submiasive  rev'rence  bow'd. 

Proceed  we  nuw,  in  humbler  strain^ 
And  lightcr  rhymes,  with  what  remaios. 

Th'  indictment  gricTousIy  set  forth^ 
That  Selim,  lost  to  patriot  worth, 
(In  company  with  one  Will  Pitt% 
And  many  morę,  not  taken  yet) 
In  Fofty-five,  the  royal  palące  ^ 
Did  enter,  and  to  shame  grown  callou^ 
Did  then  and  there  his  iaith  forsake, 
And  did  accept,  receive,  and  take, 
With  miscbievou9  intent  and  baae, 
Yalue  unknown^  a  certain  place. 

He  was  a  second  time  indicted* 
For  that,  by  evil  zeal  excited, 
With  leamiAg  morę  than  ]ayroaii's  sfaare^ 
(Which  parsons  want,  and  he  might  spare) 
In  letter  to  one  Gilbert  West*, 
He,  tbe  said  Selim,  did  attest, 
Maintain,  support,  and  make  assertion 
Of  certain  points,  from  PauPs  cooTersioa, 

Afterwardt  earl  of  Chatham. 

3  Mr.  Lyttelton  was  appointed  a  lord  of  the 
treasury  25th  Dec.  1744. 

4  Entitled,  Observ'atioD8  on  the  Conrersioo  and 
Apostlesbip  of  St  Paul.  In  a  Letter  to  Gilbert 
West,  esq.     8?o.  1747. 
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By  means  whereof  the  Mid  apostle 
Did  many  an  unbeliever  jostle, 
8tarting  nnfksbionable  fancies. 
And  bil  Idtn.s?  tratbs  on  known  romances. 

A  third  charge  ran,  that  knowing  veU 
Włt^  ouly  eat  as  pamphiets  sell, 
He,  tbe  said  Selim,  notwithstanding, . 
Did  fali  to  aa«;w'rin.srt  shatning,  branding 
Tbn»e  curlous  Letters  to  the  Whigs*^ 
Making  no  rcader  care  three  figs 
For  any  facts  coiitain*d  therein; 
By  which  unrharitable  sin 
An  aut  hor,  modest  and  des6rving, 
Was  destinM  to  contempt  and  starving ; 
Against  tbe  king,  his  crown  and  peace, 
And  all  the  statutes  in  that  case. 

The  pleader  rosę  with  brief  fuli  chargM, 
And  on  the  pris'ner'8  crimes  enlarg^d— 
Bat  not  to  damp  the  Musc's  fire 
W.th  rhefric,  such  as  courts  requtre, 
We*lł  try  to  keep  the  reader  warm, 
And  sift  the  matter  from  the  form. 
•*  Virtue  and  social  love,"  he  said, 
**  And  honour  from  the  land  were  fled  j 
That  patriots  now,  like  other  folks, 
Were  madę  the  butt  of  vulgar  jokes; 
While  Opposition  drapp*d  her  crest. 
And  courted  pow^r  for  weałth  and  rest. 
Why  some  folks  laughM,  and  some  folks  raiPd, 
Why  some  submitted,  som9  assaiPd, 
Angry  or  pleasM — all  solv'd  the  doubt 
With  who  were  in,  and  who  were  ont. 
The  song  of  Clamonr  grew  so  siekły, 
lliey  luok'd  for  dissolution  quickly; 
Their  weekly  joumats,  finely  wntten, 
Were  sunk  in  unvies  all  besh— n ; 
Old  £ngland  ^  and  the  London  Evening, 
Hardly  a  soul  was  found  believing  in  ; 
And  Cateb  7,  once  so  botd  and  strong. 
Was  stupid  now,  and  always  wrong. 

"  Ask  ye  whence  roee  this  fbul  disgrace  ł 
Why  Selim  has  receiv'd  a  place, 
And  thereby  bronght  the  cause  to  shame; 
ProTing  that  people,  void  of  blame, 
Migbt  senre  their  country  and  tbeir  king, 
By  making  both  the  self-same  thing : 
By  which  the  credulous  belicTM, 
And  others  (by  strange  arts  deceiT^d) 
That  ministers  were  sometimes  right, 
And  meant  not  to  destroy  us  ąuite. 

"  That  barfring  thns  in  state  afiain, 
He  iiext  must  deal  in  sacred  wares, 
The  cłeTgy's  rights  divine  invade. 
And  smaggle  in  the  gospel-trade : 
And  all  this  zeal  to  ve-instate 
£xploded  notioos,  out  of  datę ; 
Sending  old  rakes  to  church  in  shoals, 
like  children,  sniv'ling  for  their  souls; 
And  ladies  gay,  from  smut  and  libels,   . 
To  leam  bellefs,  and  read  their  bibles ; 
Erecting  conscience  for  a  tutor. 
To  damn  the  present  by  the  futurę ; 

5  Edtitled,  Three  Letters  to  the  Whigs  ;•  occa- 
^oned  by  the  Letter  to  the  Tories.  8vo.   1748. 

'  An  opposition  paper  at  that  time  published,  in 
which  Mr.  Lyttclton  was  frequently  abuscd. 

7  Cateb  d*Anver8,  the  name   assumed  by  the 
mriten  of  the  Crafuman. 


As  if  to  evils  known  and  rcal 
Twas  needful  to  anncx  ideał ; 
When  all  of  human  life  we  know 
Ts  care,  and  bittemcss,  and  woe, 
With  short  transitions  of  delight. 
To  set  the  shatter^d  spirits  right 
Tlien  why  such  mighty  pains  and  care, 
To  make  us  humbler  than  we  are  ? 
Forbiddtng  short-UvM  mirth  and  lauąhter. 
By  fears  of  what  may  come  hereafter  ? 
Bettcr  in  ignorance  to  dwełl ; 
Nonę  fear,  but  who  believe  a  Heli ; 
And  if  there  should  be  one,  no  doubt, 
Men  of  themselves  would  find  it  out. 

"  But  Selim*s  crimes,"  he  said,  "  went  furtber. 
And  barely  stoppM  on  this  side  murther ; 
One  yet  remainM  to  close  the  charge, 
To  which  (with  leav<;)  he  'd  speak  at  large. 
Aud,  fiist,  'twas  needful  to  premise, 
That  though  so  long  (for  reasona  wise) 
The  press  inviolate  hail  stood, 
Productive  of  the  public  good ; 
Yet  still,  too  modest  to  abusc, 
It  railM  at  Tice,  but  told  not  whose. 
That  great  improvcments,  of  late  days, 
Were  raade,  to  many  an  author'8  praise, 
Who,  not  so  scrupulously  nice, 
ProcIaim*d  the  person  with  the  vice ; 
Or  gave,  where  vices  might  be  wanted, 
The  name,  and  took  the  rest  for  granted* 
Upon  this  plan,  a  champion'  rosę, 
Unrighteons  greatness  to  oppose, 
Proving  the  man  inventus  non  est, 
Who  trados  in  powV,  and  still  is  honest ; 
And  (God  be  praisM)  he  did  it  roundly, 
Flogging  a  certain  junto  soundly. 
But  chief  his  anger  was  directed, 
Where  people  least  of  all  suspected  j 
And  Selim,  not  so  strong  as  tali, 
Beneath  his  grasp  appear^d  to  fali. 
But  Innocence  (as  people  say) 
Stood  by,  aud  8av*d  him  in  the  fray. 
By  her  assisted,  and  one  Truth, 
A  busy,  prating,  forward  youth, 
He  ral1y'd  all  his  strength  anew, 
And  at  tlie  foe  a  letter  threw': 
His  weake^  part  the  weapon  found, 
And  brought  him  senseless  to  the  ground. 
Hence  Opposition  fled  the  field, 
And  Ignorance  with  her  seven-fold  shield ; 
And  well  they  might,  for  (things  weigh*d  fully) 
The  pris*ner,  with  his  whore  and  bulły, 
Must  prove  for  every  foe  too  bard, 
Who  never  fought  with  such  a  guard. 

"  But  Truth  and  Innocence,"  he  said, 
"  Would  stand  him  here  in  little  stead  ; 
For  they  had  evidence  on  oath, 
That  would  appear  too  hard  for  both." 

Of  witncsses  a  fearful  train 
Came  next,  th*  indictments  to  sustam 
Detraction,  Hatrcd,  and  Distrust, 
And  Party,  of  all  focs  the  worst, 
Malice,  Revenge,  and  Unbelief, 
And  Disappointment  wom  with  grief, 
Dishonour  foul,  unaw*d  by  shame, 
And  eTery  fiend  that  Vice  can  name, 

•  Author  of  the  I^etters  to  the  Whig$. 

9  Probably,  A  Congratulatory  Letter  to  Selim  on 
tho  Letters  to  the  Whigs.  8vo.  1748. 
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AU  these  in  ample  forra  depos*dy 
Each  fact  the  triple  charge  diiiclos'd, 
Wilh  tannts  and  gibes  of  bitter  sort. 
And  askJDg  Tengeance  from  the  court. 

The  pris^ner  said  in  his  defence, 
That  he  indeed  had  smali  pretence 
To  soften  facts  so  deeply  thirom. 
Bat  would  for  his  oiFenc^  moum ; 
Yet  morę  he  hop'd  than  bare  repentanoe 
Might  still  be  urg'd  to  wai-d  the  senteiic&i 
That  he  had  held  a  place  some  years, 
He  own*d  with  penitence  and  tears, 
But  took  it  not  from  motives  base, 
Th'  indictment  there  mistook  the  case  ; 
And  thoagh  he  had  betrayM  bu  trust 
In  being  to  bis  country  just, 
Kegleoting  Faotioa  and  ber  friends, 
He  did  it  not  for  wicked  ends, 
But  that  complaittts  and  feuds  migbt  oease. 
And  jarring  parties  mix  in  peace. 

That  wbat  he  wrote  to  Gilbert  West, 
Borę  hard  against  him,.he  coofpss^d; 
Yet  there  they  wrong^d  him ;  for  the  fact  is, 
He  reasonM  for  bcli^,  not  practice ; 
And  people  might  belie^e,  he  thought, 
Though  practice  might  be  deem'd  a  Ulv\U 
He  either  dreamt  it,  or  was  told, 
Religion  was  reTer'd  of  old, 
That  it  gave  breeding  no  oflence, 
And  was  no  ibe  to  wit  and  sense ; 
But  whetber  tbis  was  truth,  or  whim, 
He  would  not  say ;  the  doubt  with  him 
(And  no  great  harm  he  hop'd)  was,  how 
Th*  enlighten*d  worid  would  take  it  now : 
If  they  admitted  it,  'twas  well ; 
If  not^  he  never  talk*d  of  Heli ; 
Nor  cv'n  hop*d  to  change  mea's  measures, 
Or  frighten  ladies  from  their  pleasures. 

One  accusation,  he  confes8*d, 
Had  louchM  him  morę  than  all  the  rest; 
Three  patriot-Ietters,  high  in  feime. 
By  him  o^erthrown,  and  brought  to  sharae. 
And  though  it  was  a  rule  in  vogue, 
If  one  man  callM  another  rogue, 
The  party  injur*d  might  reply. 
And  on  his  foe  retort  tbe  lie ; 
Yet  what  accruM  from  all  his  labonr. 
But  (bul  dishono/ur  to  his  netghbour  ? 
And  be  's  a  most  unchristian  elf, 
Who  otbers  damns  to  8ave  himself. 
Besides,  as  all  men  knew,  he  said, 
Those  Letters  only  raird  for  bread ; 
And  hiniger  was  a  known  excuse 
For  prostitution  and  abuse : 
A  guinea,  properly  apply^d, 
Had  madę  the  writer  change  his  side ; 
He  wish*d  he  had  not  cut  and  carv'd  him, 
A&d  own'd,  he  sbould  have  bought,  not  stanr^d  him. 

The  court,  he  said,  knew  all  tbe  rest, 
And  must  proceed  as  they  thought  best; 
Only  he  hop'd  such  resignation 
Would  plead  some  little  mitigation ; 
And  if  his  character  was  elear 
From  other  faults,  (and  friends  were  near, 
Who  would,  when  caird  upon,  attest  it) 
He  did  in  humblest  form  reqaest  it. 
To  be  from  punishment  exerapt. 
And  only  sufler  thelr  contempt. 

The  pris'ner'8  (riends  their  claim  preferr*d9 
tn  tum  demanding  to  be  heard. 


Integrity  and  Bonour  Bwore, 

Benerolence,  and  twenty  morę, 

That  be  was  always  of  their  party, 

And  tbat  tbey  knew  him  firm  aud  hearty. 

Religion,  sober  damę,  attooded. 

And,  as  sbe  could,  bis  cause  befrioided. 

She  said,  'twas  sińce  be  came  from  ooll^^ 

She  knew  him  intaoduc'd'by  Knowled^e; 

Tbe  man  was  modest  and  sincere. 

Nor  further  could  she  interferew 

The  Muses  begg*d  to  interpose; 

But  £avy  with  loud  hissings  roscy 

And  caird  them  wooien  of  ill  faśae^ 

liars,  and  prostitutes  to  shame; 

And  said,  to  all  the  world  *twas  knowi^ 

Selim  had  had  them  erery  one. 

The  pris^ner  blush'd,  the  Muses  frownTd, 

Whca  silence  was  proclaimM  around. 

And  Faction,  risii^  with  the  rest, 

In  form  the  pri^ner  thus  addves8'd. 

"  You,  Sdim,  thrice  haye  been  iiidicted: 
I^rst,  that  by  wieked  pride  esćited. 
And  bent  your  country  to  disgrace^ 
You  bave  receiv*d  and  h«ld  a  place : 
Next,  Infidelity  to  wound, 
You  'ye  dar*d,  with  arguments  profound. 
To  driye  Freethinking  to  a  stand. 
And  with  Religion  tck  tbe  land : 
And  lastly,  in  contempt  of  right, 
With  horrid  and  umiafral  spite, 
You  bave  an  autbor^s  famę  o'eithn>wn, 
Tben^by  to  build  and  fence  your  own. 

"  These  crimes  successive,  on  your  triał, 
Haye  met  with  proofs  beyond  denial ; 
To  which  yourself,  with  shame,  conceded. 
And  but  in  nutigation  pleaded. 
Yet  that  the  justice  of  the  court 
May  sufler  not  in  men*8  report, 
Judgment  a  moment  I  suspend, 
To  reason  as  from  friend  to  friend. 

**  And  first,  that  you,  of  all  mankind, 
With  kings  and  courts  should  staln  jrour  mind  \ 
You !  who  were  Opposition's  lord  1 
Her  neryes,  ber  stnews,  and  ber  sword ! 
That  you  at  last,  for  serrile  ends, 
Should  wound  the  bpwels  of  her  friends, 
Is  aggrayation  of  offence, 
That  leayes  for  mercy  no  pretence. 

Yet  morę For  you  to  urge  your  hat^ 

And  back  tbe  church,  to  aid  the  state  1 
For  you  to  publish  such  a  letter! 
You !  who  haye  known  Religion  better ! 
Por  you,  I  say,  to  introduce 
The  fraud  again ! — ^tbere  's  no  excuse» 
And  last  of  all,  to  crown  your  shame^ 
Was  it  for  you  to  load  with  blame 
Tbe  writings  of  a  patriot^yooth. 
And  summon  Innocence  and  Truth 

To  prop  your  cause  ? ^Was  this  for  you  ?— 

Ilut  justice  does  your  crtmes  pursne; 
And  sentence  now  alone  remains, 
Which  thus,  by  me,  the  court  ordains : 

"  That  you  return  from  whence  yoa  caaie» 
There  to  be  stript  of  all  your  famę 
By  yulgar  hands ;  that  once  a  week 
Old  England  pinch  you  till  you  squeak  i 
That  ribbald  pamphlets  do  pursue  you. 
And  lies  and  murmurs,  to  undo  you. 
With  eyery  foe  that  Worth  procures. 
And  only  Virtue*8  fneods  be  yoor  V 
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ODE  TO  GARRICK, 

OPON  THB  TALK  OF  THE  TOWH. 

Wb«ii  I  said  I  would  die  a  batchelor,  I  did  not 
thiok  I  diould  livc  till  I  wcre  roarried. 

Much  Ado  about  Nothing. 

No»  no;  the  left-hand  boz,  in  bliie; 

Thcre !  don't  you  see  her  ?— "  Sec  her !  Who  ?" 

Nay,  hang  me  if  I  tell. 
Tbere  *s  Garrick  in  the  music«box ! 
Watch  but  his  eyes;  see  thcre '*  O  pox  ! 

**  Your  senant,  ma^moiselle  !" 

Bot  tell  me,  I>avid,  is  it  tnie  ? 
loid  help  os !  what  ińll  somc  folks  do  ? 
How  will  they  curse  this  stranger ! 
What !  fairly  takcn  in  for  lifc  ! 
A  sober,  serious,  wedded  wife ! 

0  fie  iipon  you,  Ranger ! 

Tbe  clergy  too  ha^e  joinM  the  chat ; 
**  A  paiHst !— Has  he  thought  of  that  ? 

Or  meaos  he  to  convert  her?" 
Ttoth,  boy,  unless  your  zeal  be  stout, 
Tbe  nymph  may  tum  your  faith  about. 

By  arguments  experter. 

The  ladies,  pale  and  out  of  breath, 
Wild  as  tbe  witches  in  Macbeth, 

Ask  if  the  "deed  be  done  ?" 
O,  David  !  listen  to  my  lay ! 
I  *11  pit^hesy  the  things  they  '11  say ; 

For  toDgnes,  you  know,  will  run. 

•*  AdA  pray,  what  other  news  d'  yc  hear? 
MarryM! — But  don't  you  think,  my  dear, 

He  's  growing  out  of  fashion  ? 
Peopłe  may  fancy  what  they  will. 
Bot  Ouin  's  the  ónly  actor  still. 

To  touch  the  tender  passion. 

"  Nay,  roadam,  did  you  mind,  last  night. 
His  Archer  ł  not  a  linę  on  't  right ! 

1  thought  I  heaid  some  hisses. 
Good  God !  if  Billy  Mills,  thought  I, 
Or  Billy  Havard  wouid^but  try, 

They  'd  beat  him  all  to  pieces. 

*"Twas  pradent  though  to  drop  his  Bayes^^ 
Aod  (entre  nous)  the  laureat  sa]^ 

He  hopes  he  11  give  up  Richard. 
Bot  then  it  tickles  me  to  see, 
la  Hastings,  such  a  shrimp  as  he 

Attempt  to  rarish  Pritchard. 

"  The  feUow  pleasM  me  well  enoogh 

la  — —  what  d*  ye  cali  it  ?  Hoadlcy*s  stuff ; 

Tbere  *s  something  there  like  naturę: 
Jnst  so,  in  life,  he  rans  about, 
Playi  at  bo-peep,  now  in,  now  out, 

Bot  hurts  no  mortal  creature. 


sure- 


"  And  tben  there  *s  Belmont,  to  be 
O  ho!  my  gentle  Neddy  Moore  ! 

How  does  my  good  lord-mayor  ? 
And  ha^e  yon  left  Cheapside,  my  dear  ? 
And  will  yoa  write  again  next  year^ 

To  show  your  faT*rite  player  ł 


"  But  Merope,  we  own,  n  fine, 
Eumenes  charms  in  every  line; 

How  prettily  he  vapours ! 
So  gay  his  dress,  so  young  his  look, 
One  would  have  swom  'twas  Mr.  Cook* 

Or  Mathews,  cntting  capers.*' 

Thus,  Dayid,  will  the  ladies  flout. 
And  councils  hołd  at  every  rout. 

To  altcr  all  your  plays  : 
Yates  shall  be  Benedick  next  year, 
Macklin  be  Richanl,  Toswell  Lear, 

And  Kitty  Clive  be  Bayes. 

Two  parts  they  readily  allow 

Are  yours ;  but  not  one  morę,  they  vov; 

And  thus  they  cłose  tlieir  spite: 
You  will  be  sir  John  Brute,  they  say, 
A  very  sir  Jphn  Brute  all  day. 

And  Fribble  all  tbe  night. 

But  tell  me,  ftiir-ones,  is  it  so  ? 

"  You  all  did  love  him  once ',"  we  know  ; 

What  then  provoke8  your  gali  ? 
Forbear  to  raił — 1 11  tell  you  why; 
Quarrels  may  come,  or  madam  die. 

And  then  there  *b  hope  for  all. 

And  now  a  word  or  two  remains. 
Sweet  Davy,  and  I  close  my  strains: 

Think  well  ere  you  engage ; 
Yapours  and  ague-fits  may  come. 
And  matrimonial  claims  at  borne, 

Unnerve  you  for  the  stage. 

But  if  you  find  your  spirits  right, 
Your  mind  at  ease,  your  body  tigbt, 

Take  her;  you  can't  do  better: 
A  pox  upon  the  tattling  town ! 
The  fops  that  join  to  ery  her  down 

y^ould  give  their  ears  to  get  her. 

Then  if  her  heart  be  good  and  kind, 
(And  surę  that  £ace  bespeaks  a  mind 

As  soft  as  woman'8  can  be) 
You  '11  gtow  as  constant  as  a  dove. 
And  taste  the  purer  sweets  of  love, 

Unyisited  by  Ranby '. 


ENVY  AND  FORTUNE: 

A  TALE. 

TO  MAS.  GARUTCK. 

Says  Envy  to  Fortune,  "  Soft,  soft,  madam^Flirt! 
Not  so  fast  with  your  wheel,  you  Ml  be  down  in  the 

dirt !  [creature, 

Well,  and  how  does  your  David  ?  Tndeed,  my  dear 
You  We  shown  him  a  wonderful  deal  of  gocŃl-nature  ; 
His  bags  are  so  fuli,  and  such  praises  his  due, 
That  the  like  wasne'crknown— and  all  owing  toyou : 
But  why  won't  you  make  him  quite  happy  for  life. 
And  to  all  you  have  done  add  the  gift  of  a  wife  ?" 
Says  Fortune,  and  smil'd,  "  Madam  £nvy,  God 

save  ye ! 
But  why  always  sneering  at  me  aod  poor  Dafy  ? 

■  Julius  Caesar. 

'  An  emlnent  snrgeon.    C. 
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I  ovn  that  sometimes,  in  contempt  of  a  U  rules, 
I  lavish  my  favoiirs  on  blorkheads  and  fools ; 
But  thc  casc  is  quite  dilferent  hcre,  I  aver  it, 
For  l)avid  ne'er  knew  me,  till  brought  me  by  Merit. 
And  yet  to  coiivince  you — nay,  madam,  no  hisses — 
Good  manners  atloast — snch behaviourafi this is — !" 
(For  mention  but  Merit,  and  Envy  flies  out 
With  a  hiss  and  a  ve1l  that  would  silence  a  rout. 
But  Fortune  went  on) — "  To  convince  you,  I  say, 
That  I  honour  your  schem*',  I.'ll  about  it  to  day; 
The  man  shall  he  marry'd,  so  pray  now  be  easy, 
And  Garrick  for  oiicc  sball  do  somethtng  to  jplease 


ve. 
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So  saying,  shc  rattled  Her  whecl  out  of  sight, 
Whilc  Envy  walk'd  aft«r,  and  crnrinM  with  dplif^hf* 
It  acems  twas  a   trick  that  she  long  łiad  been 

hrewin^, 
To  marry  poor  I>avid,  and  so  be  his  min : 
For  Slander  had  told  her  the  creaturc  lov'd  pelf, 
And  car'd  not  a  fig  for  a  soul  but  him<ielf ; 
From  thene«  she  was  surę,  had  the  Devil  a  daughtcr, 
He  *d  snap  at  the  girl,  so  'twas  Fortune  that  brought 

her: 
And  then  shoutd  her  temper  be  sullen  or  haughty, 
Her  flesh  too  be  frail,  and  incUnc  to  be  naughty, 
'Twould  fret  the  poor  fcllow  so  out  of  his  reason, 
That  Barry  and  Quia  would  set  fashions  next  season. 

But  Fortune,  who  saw  what  the  Fury  designM, 
Resolv'd  to  get  David  a  wife  to  his  mind : 
Yet  afraid  of  herself  in  a  matter  so  nice, 
She  risited  Prudence,  and  begg'd  her  advice. 
The  nymph  shook  her  head  when  the  business  she 

knew, 
And  said  that  her  female  acqnaintancc  were  few  ; 
Thatexcepting  miss  R...... — O,  yes,  there  was  one, 

A  friend  of  that  lady*8,  she  visitcd  nonę ; 

But  the  iirst  was  too  great,  aud  the  last  was  too 

good, 
And  as  for  th«j  rest,  she  might  get  whora  she  could. 
Away  hurried  Fortune,  perj)lex'd  and  half  mad, 
But  hor  promise  was  pąssM,  and  a  wife  must  ha  had: 
She  travcrVd  the  tuwn  from  one  comer  to  fother, 
Now  knockiiitę  at  one  door  and  then  at  another. 
Tho  srirls  curtsy'd  Iow  as  shc  lookM  in  their  faces, 
And  bridled  and  primm'd  with  abundance  of  graccs; 
But  tbis  was  co  |uettisl>,  and  thatVas  a  prude. 
One  stupld  and  diill,  t'  other  noisy  and  rude ; 
A  third  was  affocted,  quite  careless  a  fonrth, 
With  prate  wjthout  meaning,  and  pride  without 

worth ; 
A  fifth,  and  a  8ixth,  and  a  seyenth  were  such 
As  eithcr  knuw  nothlng  or  something  too  much — 
In  short  as  thry  pasbM,  she  to  all  had  objcctions  ; 
The  gay  wanted  thought,  thc  good-huniour'd  aliec- 

tions, 
The  prudent  were  ugly,  the  sensible  dirtj', 
And  all  of  thcm  llirts,  from  fiftecn  up  to  tiiirty. 

When  Fortune  saw  this  she  began  to  look  silly, 
Yet  still  she  went  on  till  she  rcachM  I*iocadilly ; 
But  vcx'd  and  fatiguM,  and  the  night  j^rowlug  late, 
•  She  rcstrd  her  wheel  Avitliin  Burlington  gatc. 
My  lady  rosc  up,  as  she  saw  her  come  in, 
"  O  ho,  madam  Genius!  pray  wherehaveyou  bcen?" 
(For  her  ladyship  thouj^ht,  from  so  serious  an  a;r, 
'Twas  Genius  come  homc,  for  it  secms  she  1  iv'd  thcrc. ) 
But  Fortune^not  minding  her  ladysłiip^s  blunder, 
And  wiping  her  forcbead,  cryM,  "  Weil  may  you 

wonder 
To  sec  me  thus  flurry^dj" — then  told  her  the  rasę. 
And  sigh'd  tili  ber  ladyship  laugh'd  in  her  face. 


"Mighty  civn  indeed !" — "  G>mc,  a  truce,"  f«t^ 

my  lady, 
"A  truce  with  complaints,  and  perhaps  I  may  aid  yn; 
I  Ml  show  you  a  girl  that — Herę,  Martin  !  go  tell — 
But  she  *s  gone  to  undress;  by-and-by  is  as  woli — 
I  Ml  show  you  a  sight  that  you  '11  fancy  ancommoa, 
Wit,  beauty,  and  goodness,  all  met  in  a  woman ; 
A  heart  to  no  foUy  or  mischief  incIinM, 
A  body  all  grace,  and  all  sweetness  a  mind/' 
"  O,  pray  let  me  see  her,"  says  Fortune,  and 

smii^d, 
"  Do  but  give  her  to  me,  and  Fil  make  ber  my 

child— 
But  who,  my  dear,  who  ? — ^for  you  have  not  told 

yet"— 
"  Wlio  indeed,"  says  my  lady,  "  if  not  Violetic '" 
The  words  were  scarcc  spoke  when  she  enter^d 

the  room ; 
A  b!ush  at  the  stranger  still  heighten*d  her  bloom  | 
So  humblc  her  Tooks  were,  so  mi!d  was  her  air, 
That  Fortune,  astonish^d,  sat  mute  in  her  chair. 
My  lady  rosę  up,  and  with  countenance  bland, 
**  This  is  Fortune,  my  dear,"  and  presented  her  hand : 
The  goddess  embracM  her,  and  caird  her  her  own, 
And,  complimentsover,  her  errand  madc  known. 
But  how  the  sweet  girl  colour'd,  ńutter'd,  aud 

trembled, 
How  oft  she  said  no,  and  how  iii  she  dissembled ; 
Or  how  little  David  rejoicM  at  the  nen  s, 
And  swore,  from  all  others,  'twas  her  he  would  cbooFe; 
Wliat  methods  he  try'd,  and  what  arts  to  preraił ; 
All  these,  were  they  told,  would  but  burtlien  my 

tale— 
In  short,  all  afTairs  were  so  happily  carry^d, 
That  hardly  8ix  wccks  pass'd  away  till  they  marry  d. 

But  £nvy  grew  sick  when  the  story  she  hcard, 
Violette  was  the  girl  that  of  all  she  most  fear'd  ; 
She  knew  her  good-humour,  her  beauty  a  mi  sweetu 

ness, 
Her  ease  and  complance,  hertastc  and  her  neatncss; 
Fcom  these  she  was  surę  that  her  man  could  not  roam. 
And  must  rise  on  thc  stagc,  from  conteutment  at 

home : 
So  on  shc  went  hissing,  and  inwardly  cur>t  her. 
And  Garrick  Qext  season  will  certainly  burst  her. 


TO  THE 

lilGHT  HOKOURABLE  HEXRY  PELUAM, 

THE  HUMBLE  PETITION 

OF  THE  WORSHIPFUL  COMPANY  OF  FOETS  AND 

NEWS-WRITERS, 

SHOWETH, 

That  your  honour*s  petitioners  (dcalers  in  rhymes, 
And  writcri  of  scandal  for  mending  the  times) 
By  losses  in  business,  and  Haglarid^s  well-doing, 
Ari^  sunk  in  their  credit,  and  verging  on  ruin. 
That  these  their  misfortunc  s,  they  humbly  coo- 

ceive, 
Arise  not  from  dulness,  as  some  folks  bclieve. 
But  from  rubs  in  their  way  which  your  booour  has 

laid. 
And  want  of  materials  to  carry  on  trade. 
That  they  always  had  formM  high  con.-eits  of 

their  use, 
And  meant  their  last  breath  should  go  out  in  abnse; 
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Bnt  nmr  (and  they  speak  it  with  «orrow  and  tears) 
Since  yoar  honour  has  sat  at  tbe  belin  of  affairs. 
Ko  party  irill  join  them,  no  fection  invite 
To  beed  wliaŁ  they  say,  or  to  read  what  tbey  wńte ; 
Sedition,  and  Tumult,  and  Dis4*ord  are  flcd. 
And  Słander  scarce  ventures  to  lift  u p  her  bead — 
In  short,  publie  business  is  so  carryM  on, 
Tbatthetr  country  is  $avM,  and  thc  patriota  nndone. 
To  perplex  them  still  more^  and  surę  faminc  to 
briog, 
(Now  satirc  has  lost  both  its  truth  and  its  stinsr) 
If,  in  spite  of  their  natiires,  they  bungie  at  praisc, 
Your  honour  regaids  not,  and  nobody  pays. 

Youa  petit ionen  thcrefore  most  humbiy  intreat 
(As  the  timcs  will  allow,  and  your  hor^r  thinks 

meet)  ^ 

That  measures  be  chan^r^d,  and  some  cause  of  com- 

plaint 
Be  immediately  ftirnishM,  to  end  their  restraint ; 
Tłicir  credit  thereby,  and  their  trade  to  retrieve, 
That  again  they  may  raił,  and  the  nation  be.lieve. 

Or  el^  (if  your  wi^idom  shall  deem  it  all  one) 
Now  tbe  pariiamcnt  's  rlsinjsr,  and  business  is  done, 
Tbat  your  honour  would  please,  at  this  dangerous 

crisłs 
To  take  to  your  bosom  a  few  private  Yices, 
By  which  your  petitioners  haply  mii^ht  thrłve, 
Aiłd  keep  both  thomselves  and  Contention  a1ive. 
h)  conipassion,  good  sir,  give  them  something  to 
say, 
Aud  your  bonoar^s  pctitioners  ever  sball  pray. 


THE 

TRIAL  OF  SARA  fi ,  ALIAS  SUM  SAL, 

ren  ?kivateły  stealino. 

Tur.  prisoncr  was  at  large  indicted, 

For  tliat  by  thirst  of  gain  excited, 

One  day  in  July  la<«t,  at  tea, 

And  io  tbe  house  of  yim,  P. 

Fmm  the  left  breast  of  £.  M.  gent. 

With  base  felonious  intent, 

Did  then  and  therc  a  heart  with  ^trings, 

Rest,  ąuiet,  peace,  and  other  thin:?^, 

Steal,  n^,  and  plunder ;  aud  all  them 

The  chattels  of  the  sald  £.  M. 

The  prosecutor  swore,  last  May 
(The  month  be  knew,  but  not  thc  day) 
He  left  his  fricnds  in  town,  and  went     ^ 
Upon  a  TisiŁ  down  in  Kent : 
That  stayhig  there  a  month  or  two, 
He  spent  his  time  as  others  do, 
In  ńding,  «  ałking,  fishing,  swimming  ; 
But  being  much  incliu'd  to  women. 
And  yoim^  and  wtld,  and  no  grcat  rcasoner, 
He  got  acąuaintcd  \\ilh  thc  prisoner. 
He  ovnVł,  'twas  rumoar'd  in  those  parts 
That  she  'd  a  trick  of  stcaling  hcarts. 
And  from  fifteen  to  twenty-two, 
Had  madę  thc  de  vi  I  and  all  to  do : 
But  Mr.  W.  the  Ticar, 
(And  no  man  brows  you  bettcr  liąuor) 
Spoke  of  ber  thcfts  as  tricks  of  youth, 
The  firolics  of  a  girl  fursooth  : 
Things  now  were  on  another  score, 
Ue  said;  for  she  was  twenty*fo«r. 


Howerer  to  make  maltcrs  sbort, 

And  not  to  trespass  on  the  cour^ 

The  lady  was  disc'over'd  soon. 

And  thus  it  was.     One  aftemoon, 

The  ninth  of  July  last,  or  near  it, 

(As  to  the  day,  hc  could  not  swear  it) 

In  company  at  Mrs.  P.'s, 

Where  folks  say  any  thing  they  please  j 

Dean  L.  and  lady  Mary  by, 

And  Fanny  waiting  on  Miss  Y. 

(Ue  ownd  lie  was  inclinM  to  think 

I^th  wcre  a  little  in  their  drink) 

The  pris'ncT  a»k'd,  and  call'd  him  consin^ 

How  many  kisses  madę  a  dozon  ? 

That  being,  as  he  own'd,  in  liquor, 

Thc  qucsŁion  madę  his  blood  run  quicker» 

And,  sen<«c  and  reason  in  eclipse, 

He  vow\l  he  'd  scorc  them  on  her  lips. 

That  risiiig  up  to  keep  his  word, 

He  got  as  far  as  kiss  the  third. 

And  would  have  counted  t'  other  nine, 

Aud  so  all  present  did  opine. 

But  that  he  felt  a  suddcu  dizziness, 

That  ąuite  undid  him  for  thc  business : 

His  speech,  he  said,  began  to  falter. 

His  eyes  to  stare,  his  n>outh  to  water. 

His  breast  to  thump  without  ccssation. 

And  all  within  one  conflagration. 

"  Ble&3  me  !"  says  Fanuj',  "  what  *s  the  matter  ?*' 

And  lady  Mary  lookM  hard  at  her. 

And  stamp'd,  aud  wiohM  the  pris'ner  furthcr. 

And  cryM  out,  "  Part  them,  or  there's  murther  \^ 

That  still  he  hcld  thc  pri8'ner  fast. 

And  would  havc  stood  it  to  the  last; 

But  struggling  to  go  Um^ui^h  the  rest, 

He  felt  a  pain  across  his  breast, 

A  sort  of  sudden  twinge,  hc  said, 

That  secm'd  almost  to  strike  him  dead. 

And  aftcr  that  such  crucl  smarting, 

He  tliought  the  soul  and  body  parting. 

That  then  he  let  the  pris'ner  goy 

And  staggerM  oflf  a  step  or  so ; 

And  tbinking  that  his  hcart  was  iii, 

He  bcggM  of  miss  Y/s  maid  to  fcel. 

That  Fauny  stcpt  before  the  rest,  : 

And  laid  her  band  upon  his  breast  i 

But,  roercy  on  us  !  what  a  stare 

The  creature  gave  !  No  hcart  was  there  ; 

5k>n.sc  went  her  fingers  in  the  hole, 

Włiencc  heart,  and  strings,  and  all  wcre  stole. 

That  Tanny  tumM,  and  told  the  prisoncr, 

She  was  a  thief,  and  so  she  *d  christen  her  ; 

And  that  it  was  a  buming  shame. 

And  brought  thc  house  an  cvii  name ; 

And  if  she  did  not  put  thc  hcart  in, 

The  man  would  piue  and  die  for  certain. 

The  pris'ner  then  was  in  her  airs, 

And  bid  brr  mind  her  own  afTairs ; 

And  told  his  reverence,  and  the  rest  of  *em, 

She  was  as  honest  as  tiiC  best  of  'cm. 

That  lady  Mary  and  dean  U 

Rose  up  and  said,  "  Tu  as  mighty  wcll," 

But  that,  in  generał  terms  they  said  it, 

A  h  art  waj;  gone,  and  some  one  had  it : 

^^'o^ds  would  not  do,  for  scarch  they  must. 

And  scarch  they  would,  and  her  the  first. 

That  then  thc  pri8'ncr  droppM  her  anger. 

And  sai<l,  she  hop*d  they  would  not  hang  her  j 

That  all  she  did  was  mcant  in  jest. 

And  there  the  hcart  was,  and  the  rest. 
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That  then  the  dean  cry^d  out,  *'  O  fie  \" 
And  sent  in  hastę  for  justice  jf. 
Who,  though  he  knew  her  friends  and  ptty'd  her, 
Gall'd  her  hard  names,  and  so  committed  her. 

The  parties  prescnt  swore  the  same  ; 
And  Fanny  said,  the  pri8*ner*s  name 
Had  frighten'd  all  the  country  round; 
And  glad  sbe  was  the  bill  wa^  fbund. 
She  knew  a  man,  who  knew  another, 
Who  knew  the  very  party*8  brother, 
Who  lost  his  heart  by  merę  surprise. 
One  moming  looking  at  her  eyes ; 
And  otbers  had  been  known  to  squeak, 
Who  oniy  chancM  to  hear  her  speak: 
For  she  had  words  of  such  a  sort, 
That  though  she  knew  no  reason  for  it, 
Would  make  a  man  of  sense  run  mad, 
And  rifle  him  of  all  he  had; 
And  that  she  'd  rob  the  whole  oommunity, 
If  ever  she  had  opportunity. 

The  pris'ner  now  first  silenoe  broke, 
^And  curtsyM  lound  her  as  she  spoke. 
Sbe  own'd,  she  said,  it  much  incens^d  her, 
To  hear  such  matters  swom  against  her. 
But  that  she  hop^d  to  keep  her  temper, 
And  prove  herself  eadem  semper. 
That  what  the  prosecutor  swore 
Was  some  part  tme,  and  some  part  morę: 
She  own'd  she  had  been  often  scen  with  him, 
And  langh*d  and  chatted  on  the  green  with  him ; 
The  fellow  seem*d  to  have  humanity, 
^  And  told  her  tales  that  sooth*d  her  vanity, 
Pretending  that  he  lov'd  hęr  vastly, 
And  that  all  women  else  look^d  ghastly. 
But  then  she  hop'd  the  coiirt  would  think 
She  never  was  inclin*d  to  drink, 
Or  suffer  hands  like  his  to  daub  her,  or 
Encourage  men  to  kis^  and  slobber  her; 
Sbe  'd  hare  iblks  know  she  dtd  not  love  it, 
Or  if  she  did,  she  was  above  it 
But  this,  she  said,  was  swom  of  course, 
To  prove  ber  giddy,  and  then  worse ; 
As  she  whote  coodtict  was  thought  IsbyIs, 
Might  very  well  be  reckon'd  thierish. 
Sbe  hop*d,  she  said,  the  court's  discerning 
Would  pay  some  honour  to  her  leaming. 
For  erery  day  from  four  to  past  8ix, 
She  went  up  stairs,  and  read  the  classics. 
Thus  having  clear'd  herself  of  levity, 
The  rest,  she  said,  would  come  with  bre^ity. 
And  fint,  it  injur'd  not  her  honour 
To  own  tlie  heart  was  found  upon  her ; 
For  she  could  prove,  and  did  aver, 
The  paltry  thing  belong^d  to  her : 
The  fact  was  thus.    This  prince  of  knavQB 
Was  once  the  humblest  of  her  sla^es. 
And  often  had  confess^d  the  dart 
Her  eyes  had  lodg^d  within  h'ia  heart : 
That  sbe,  a9  'twas  her  oonstant  foshion, 
Madę  great  dirersion  of  his  passion ; 
Which  set  his  blood  in  such  a  ferment, 
As  secm*d  to  threaten  his  interment : 
31iat  then  she  was  afraid  of  losing  him. 
And  80  desisted  from  abusing  him  ; 
And  often  came  and  felt  his  pulse, 
And  bid  him  write  to  doctor  Hulse. 
The  prosecutor  thank'd  her  kindly, 
And  sighM,  and  said  she  look'd  dirinely ; 
Bot  told  her  that  his  heart  was  bursting. 
And  docton  be  bad  Ijttle  trust  in  ; 


He  tfaerefore  bcgg'd  ber  to  accept  it. 

And  hop^d  'twould  mend  if  once  she  kepi  Hm 

That  haying  no  aversion  to  it, 

She  said,  with  all  her  soul,  she  *d  do  it; 

But  then  sbe  begg*d  him  to  remember, 

If  he  shonld  need  it  in  December, 

(For  winter  montbs  would  make  folks  shiTer^ 

Who  wanted  either  heart  Or  liver) 

It  never  could  return;  and  added, 

Twas  her^s  for  life,  if  once  she  bad  it» 

The  prosecutor  said.  Amen, 

And  that  he  wbh'd  it  not  again ; 

And  took  it  from  his  breast  and  gare  her. 

And  bow*d,  and  thank'd  her  lor  the  faTour  ; 

But  begg^d  the  thing  might  not  be  spoke  of* 

As  heart]oi|  men  were  madę  a  joke  of. 

That  next  my,  whisp'ring  him  about  it^ 

And  asking  huw  he  felt  without  it, 

He  8igh*d,  and  cry*d,  Alack  !  alack ! 

And  begg'd,  and  pray*d  to  harc  tt  back ; 

Or  that  she  M  give  him  her'6  instead  on  't : 

But  she  conceiY^d  there  was  no  need  oo  t ; 

And  said,  and  bid  him  make  no  pother, 

He  ^hould  ha^e  neither  one  nor  t'  other. 

That  then  he  ra^^d  and  stonnM  like  fury. 

And  said,  that  ooe  was  his  de  jurę. 

And  rather  than  he  'd  leave  pursuing  her, 

He  'd  swear  a  robbery,  and  ruin  ber. 

That  this  was  truth  she  did  aver, 
Whaterer  hap  betide&  her. 
Only  that  Mrs.  P.  she  said. 
Miss  Y.  and  her  deloded  maid. 
And  la<lv  Mary,  and  his  reverenc^ 
Were  fblks  to  whom  she  paid  some  deference  i 
And  that  she  yerily  belie^M 
They  were  not  pe^ur^d,  but  deceir^d. 

Then  doctor  D,  begg^d  ]eave  to  speak. 
And  sigh'd  as  if  his  heart  froułd  break. 
He  said,  that  he  was  madam*s  surgeca^ 
Or  rather,  as  in  Oreek,  chirurgeon, 
From  cheir,  manus,  ergon,  opus, 
(As  scope  is  from  the  Latin  scopus.) 
That  he,  he  said,  had  known  the  prisoaer 
From  the  first  sun  that  ever  rosę  on  her  i 
And  griev'd  he  was  to  see  her  there ; 
But  took  upon  himself  to  swear, 
There  was  not  to  be  fbund  in  naturę 
A  sweeter  or  a  better  creature ; 
And  if  the  king  (God  bless  him)  knew  her, 
He  M  leave  St  James^s  to  get  to  her : 
But  then,  as  to  the  fact  in  que8tion, 
He  knew  no  morę  on  't  than  Hephaestion  ; 
It  might  be  false,  and  might  be  true ; 
And  this,  he  said,  was  all  he.knew. 

The  judge  prooeeded  to  the  chai:gey 
And  gave  tbe  evidence  at  large. 
Bot  often  cast  a  sheep^s  eye  at  ber. 
And  strove  to  mitigate  the  matter, 
Pretending  facts  were  not  so  elear, 
And  mercy  ought  to  interfere. 

The  jury  tben  witbdrew  a  moment, 
As  if  on  weighty  points  to  comment; 
And,  right  or  wrong,  re8olv*d  to  save  ber, 
They  gave  a  verdtct  in  her  ftiTour. 

But  wby  or  wherefore  things  were  so^ 
It  matters  not  for  us  to  know  2 
The  culpńt  by  escape  grown  bold, 
Pilfers  alike  from  young  and  old, 
The  country  all  around  her  teazes. 
And  robs  or  murders  whom  she  pleases. 
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FJtSFACB  TO  THE  FIRST  SDITIOBr. 

Tat  foUowing  Fables  were  writtón  at  inteirals, 
wti«a  I  found  myself  in  humour,  and  disengaged 
from  matters  of  greater  momenL  As  they  are  Łhe 
wńthigs  of  aii  idle  hour,  so  tbey  are  iDtended  for 
tbe  reading  of  those,  whose  only  business  is  amuse- 
ment.  My  bopes  of  pruiiŁ,  or  applause,  are  not 
iramoderate;  nor  have  I  printed  throiigh  necessity, 
or  roiiiest  of  friend&.  I  have  leave  from  ber  royal 
higbnsas  to  a-idress  ber,  attd  I  claim  the  fair  for 
myroaders.  My  fears  are  Ughter  tban  my  ex- 
pectatioDs ;  I  wrote  to  please  myself,  and  I  pub- 
lish  to  please  otbera  ;  and  this  so  uniyersally,  tbat 
I  bave  nut  wisbed  for  correctnćss  to  rob  tbe  critic 
of  bis  ceosure,  or  my  firiend  of  the  Uugb. 

My  mtimatei  are  few,  and  I  am  not  solicitoas  to 
iacrease  them.  I  hare  leamt,  tbat  wbere  the 
writer  would  please,  the  man  sbould  be  unknown. 
Aa  autbor  is  the  revene  of  all  other  objects,  and 
BugniBes  by  distance,  but  diminisbes  by  approach. 
His  priTale  attacbments  must  give  place  to  public 
&nMir;  for  oo  man  can  forgive  bis  friend  the  ill- 
Datured  attempt  of  being  thought  wiser  tban  bim-* 
•df. 

To  aToid  therełbre  tbe  misfbrtunes  tbat  may  at- 
tend  me  finom  any  accidental  success,  I  tbink  it 
necessary  to  ioform  those  who  know  me,  tbat  I 
bave  been  assisted  in  tbe  following  papers  by  the 
Mthor  of  Giistarus  Vasa  '.  Łet  the  ciime  of 
pleasing  be  bis,  whose  talents  as  a  writer,  and 
whnie  Tirtues  as  a  man,  have  rendered  him  a  liying 
affiout  to  the  whole  circie  of  his  acąuaintańce. 


PABŁE  L 
THB  BAGŁE  AHD  THE  A88BHBLY  OF  BIROS. 

TO  Hia  aOYAŁ  HI0HMB8S  tHl    PRIIICBSS   Of   WAŁIS. 

Tn  morał  lay,  to  beaoty  due, 
f  I  writa,  fisir  eśćelleDce,  to  you  ; 
WeU  pleas*d  to  hope  my  Tacant  honn 
Haw  beeo  employ'd  to  sweeten  youn. 
lVath  nader  fiction  I  impart. 
To  weed  ont  fbUy  from  the  beart; 
And  show  tbe  paths  tbat  lead  astray 
The  wand^ring  nymph  from  Włsdom'9  way.  ' 
I  latter  noD&    llie  great  and  good 
Are  by  tbeir  actions  understood  $ 
Your  monument  if  adions  raite, 
Shall  I  deface  by  idle  praise  ? 
I  echo  not  the  voice  of  Famę, 
Hut  dwells  delighted  on  your  naine  j 
Her  friendly  tale,  howerer  tnie, 
Were  fiatfry,  if  I  told  it  you. 

The  prood,  tbe  en^ions,  and  the  Taioi 
Ule  jilt,  the  prude,  demand  my  strain; 
To  these,  detesting  praise,  I  write, 
And  tent,  in  ćbaiity,  my  spite. 

<  Henry  Brooke,  e8q.  who  wrote  the  fourtćentb, 
fifteenthy  and  sucteenth  fikbles,  whłcb  are  cesenrad 
f9r  insertion  in  1119  wodu*    C 

VOJL  XIV. 


With  friendly  han<^  I  bold  thd  glisś 
To  all,  promiscuous  as  they  pass ; 
Shuuld  Polly  there  ber  likeness  view^ 
I  fret  not  that  the  mirro/ *s  true; 
If  the  fantastic  form  offend, 
I  madę  it  not,  but  would  amend. 
'     Yirtue,  in  every  cUme  and  age, 
Spums  at  the  fully-sootbing  page, 
Wbile  satire,  that  offends  the  ear 
Of  Vice  and  Passion,  pleases  ber. 

Premisiog  this,  your  anger  spare. 
And  claim  the  fable  you  who  dare. 

TiłB  birds  in  place,  by  factions  pressM^ 
To  Jupiter  tbeir  pray*rs  addressM  j 
By  specious  lies  the  state  was  vex'd, 
Tbeir  couosels  libellefs  perplex'd ; 
They  begg'd  (to  stop  seditious  tongues) 
A  gracious  hearing  of  tiieir  wrongs. 
Joye  grants  tbeir  suit.     Tbe  Eagle  sate, 
Decider  of  the  grand  debatę. 

The  Pye,  to  trust  and  pow'r  preferr^d^ 
Demands  permission  to  be  hcard. 
Says  be,  "  Prolixity  of  pbrase 
You  know  I  hate.    This  Itbel  says, 
'  Some  birds  there  Are,  who,  prone  to  nois^ 
Are  hir'd  to  silence  Wisdom^s  Yolce, 
And  skiird  to  chatter  out  the  hour, 
Rise  by  tbeir  emptiness  to  pow'r.' 
That  this  is  aim'd  direct  at  me. 
No  doubt,  you  'U  readily  agree ; 
Yet  well  this  sagę  assembly  knows, 
By  parts  to  govemment  I  rosę ; 
My  pmdent  counsels  prop  the  state  \ 
Magpies  were  never  known  to  prate." 

llie  Kitę  rosę  up.     *<  His  honest  hetlit 
In  yirtuc's  sufferings  borę  a  part 
That  there  were  birds  of  prey  be  knew; 
So  far  the  libcUer  said  true ; 
'  Yoracious,  bold,  to  rapine  prone, 
Who  knew  no  int^rest  but  tbeir  own; 
Who  boyering  o*er  the  farmer^s  yard. 
Nor  pigeon,  chick,  nor  duckling  spar^d.* 
lliis  might  be  true,  but  if  app1y'd 
To  him,  ih  troth,  the  sland'rer  ly'd. 
Since  ign*rance  then  migbt  be  misled, 
Such  things,  be  thought,  were  best  unsaidi" 

Hie  Crow  was  vex'd.     As  yester-mom 
He  flew  across  the  new-sown  oom, 
A  screaming  boy  was  set  for  pay, 
He  knew,  to  driye  the  crows  away  ; 
Scandal  had  fbund  ottt  him  in  tum, 
And  buzz'd  abroad,  that  crows  1ove  conv 

The  Owi  arose,  with  sol^mn  fece, 
And  thas  haranguM  upon  the  case. 
"  That  magpies  prate,  it  may  be  true^ 
A  kitę  may  be  yoracious  too, 
Crows  sometimes  deal  in  new-sown  pease  | 
He  libels  not,  who  strikes  at  these ; 
The  slander  's  bere-^'  But  thero  are  birdsi 
Wbo^e  wisdom  lies  in  looks,  not  words  j 
Blund'reis,  who  leyel  in  the  dark, 
Aud  always  shoot  beside  the  mark.' 
He  names  not  me ;  but  these  are  hintai 
Which  manifests  at  wbom  be  8quints; 
I  were  indeed  that  blund*ring  fowl. 
To  ąuestion  if  be  meant  an  owl.^' 

<*  Ye  wretches,  hence  !*  tbe  Eagle  crief, 
«  Tis  coDscience,  coDBCtence  tbat  appliea  ^ 
P 
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The  Tirtuons  mmd  takes  no  alarm, 
Secur*d  by  innocence  from  harm : 
Wbile  Guilt,  and  his  associate,  Fear, 
Are  staitled  at  tbe  passing  air."-* 


FABLE  II. 


TUB 


PAMTHBR,  THE  H0R9B,  AND  OTflER  BBA8T9. 

The  man  who  seeks  to  win  the  fair, 
(So  custom  says)  must  tnith  forbear ; 
Mu8t  fawn  and  flatter,  cringe  and  He, 
Aud  laise  tbe  goddess  to  the  sky. 
For  truth  ib  hateful  to  ber  ear, 
A  rudenesB,  which  she  cannot  bear. 
A  radeness  ?  Tes.  I  speak  my  thoaghts ; 
For  tmth  upbraids  ber  with  ber  faults. 

How  wretched,  Cbloe,  tben  am  I, 
Who  k>ve  youy  and  yet  cannot  He ! 
And  still  to  make  yoa  less  my  friend, 
I  8trive  your  errours  to  ameod  ! 
But  shall  the  senseless  fop  impart 
Tbe  floftest  passion  to  your  heart, 
Wbile  he,  wbo  telU  you  honest  trutb. 
And  points  to  bappiness  your  youth, 
DetermineSj  by  his  care,  his  lot. 
And  lives  neglected,  anjl  forgot? 

Trust  me,  my  dear,  witb  greater  ease 
Your  taste  for  flatfry  I  coiild  please, 
And  similies  in  each  duU  liue, 
like  glow-worms  in  the  dark,  sbould  shine. 
Wbat  if  I  say  your  lips  disclose 
The  fresbness  of  the  op'ning  rosę  ? 
Or  that  your  cheeks  are  beds  of  flow^rs, 
£nripen'd  by  refresbing  show^rs  ? 
Yet  certain  as  these  flow^rs  shall  fade, 

Time  every  bcauty  will  iuvade. 

The  butterfly,  of  various  hue, 

Morę  than  the  flow'r  resembles  you ; 

Fair,  fluttering,  fickle,  busy  thing, 

To  pleasure  e\'er  on  the  wing, 

Gayly  coąuetting  ibr  an  hour. 

To  di«*,  and  ne^er  be  tbought  of  morę. 

Woald  you  tlie  bloom  of  youth  sbould  last  ? 

Tis  virtue  that  must  bind  it  fast ; 

An  easy  carriage,  wholiy  free 

From  sour  resenre,  or  levity ; 

Oood-natur'd  mirtb,  an  open  heart. 

And  looks  unskilPd  in  any  art; 

Humility,  enough  to  own 

The  frailties,  which  a  friend  makes  known; 

And  decent  pride,  enough  to  know 

The  wortb,  that  virtue  can  bestow. 
These  are  the  charms,  which  ne'er  decay, 

Though  youth  and  beauty  fade  away ; 

And  time,  which  all  things  else  remoyes, 

Still  heightens  virtue,  and  improres. 
You  *\l  frown,  aod  ask  to^hat  intent 

This  blunt  address  to  you  is  sent  ? 

I  MI  spare  the  question,  and  oonfess 

I  M  praise  you,  if  I  lov'd  you  less ; 

But  rail»  be  angry,  or  complain, 

I  will  be  rude,  while  you  are  yąin. 

Benbath  a  Iion'8  peaceful  reign, 
When  beasts  met  friendly  on  tbe  plain, 
A  Panther,  of  majestic  port, 
(The  Tainest  female  of  the  court) 


With  spotted  skin,  and  eyes  of  fire^ 
FilPd  every  boBom  with  desire. 
Where*cr  she  m0Y'd,  a  sennie  crowd 
Of  fiiwning  creatures  cring^d  and  bow'd  ; 
Assemblies  every  week  she  held, 
(like  mq^em  belles)  with  ooscomba  fill'd^. 
Where  noise  and  nonsense,  and  grimace. 
And  lies  and  scandal  filPd  the  place. 

Behold  the  gay,  lantastic  thing, 
Encircled  by  the  spacious  ring. 
Low  bowing,  with  important  look, 
As  first  in  rank,  the  Monkey  spoke. 
"  Gad  take  me,  madam,  but  I  swear, 
No  angel  ever  look'd  so  fair : 
Forgire  my  rudeness,  but  I  vow 
You  were  not  quite  diTine  tiil  now ; 
Thoselimbs!  thatshape!  and  then  tbofe  eyes  1 
O,  close  them,  or  the  gazer  dies  !** 

'*  Nay,  gentle  pug,  for  goodness  hush, 
I  Tow,  and  swear,  you  make  me  blush  ; 
I  shall  be  angry  at  this  ratę ; 
*Tia  so  like  flatfry,  which  I  hate." 

The  Fox,  in  deeper  cunning  vers*d, 
The  beauties  of  ber  mind  rehearsM, 
And  talk'd  of  knowledge,  taste,  and  sense. 
To  which  the  fair  ha^e  Tast  pretcnce ! 
Yet  well  he  knew  them  always  vain 
Of  wbat  they  8trive  not' to  attain. 
And  play'd  so  cunningly  his  part, 
That  pug  was  rivaird  in  bis  art 

The  Goat  avow'd  his  amorous  flame ; 
And  bumt — for  wbat  he  durst  not  name; 
Yet  hop'd  a  meeting  in  the  wood 
Might  make  his  meaning  understood. 
Half  angry  at  tbe  bold  address, 
She  frown*d;  but  yet,  she  must  confess, 
Such  b^uties  might  inflame  his  blood. 
But  still  his  phrase  was  somewhat  rude. 

The  Hog  ber  neatness  much  admir^d  ; 
Hie  formal  Ass  ber  swiftness  fir^d ; 
While  all  to  feed  her  folly  strore. 
And  by  their  praises  shar^d  her  lcrve. 

The  Horse,  wbose  gen'rou8  heart  disdainM 
Applause  by  serrile  flatfry  gain'd, 
With  g^aceful  courage,  silence  broke. 
And  thus  with  indignation  spoke. 

"  When  flattering  monkeys  fown  aod  prate, 
They  justly  raise  contempt  or  hate  9 
For  merit  's  tum'd  to  ridtcule, 
Applatided  by  the  grinning  fool. 
The  artful  fo  your  wit  commends, 
To  lure  you  to  bis  selfish  ends ; 
From  the  Tile  flatfrer  tura  away. 
For  knayes  make  fiiendships  to  betray* 
Dismiss  the  train  of  fops  and  fools. 
And  łeam  to  live  by  wisdom^s  rules; 
Sucu  beauties  might  the  lion  warm, 
Dłd  not  your  folly  break  the  charm; 
For  who  would  court  that  lovely  shape. 
To  be  the  riTal  of  an  ape  ?'^ 

He  said ;  and  snorting  in  disdain, 
Spuru'd  at  the  crowd,  and^ought  the  plaia. 


FABLE  IIL 


THE  KTGHTINGALE  AMD  GŁOW-WORM. 

Thb  prudent  nymph,  wbose  cheeks  discłoie 
The  lily,  and  the  blushing  ro6e» 
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Fiom  pnblie  view  ber  ehanas  will  screeDy 
And  rardy  in  the  crowd  be  wen ; 
ttm  simple  łmth  shali  keep  her  wise, 
"  The  fairest  fhiits  attract  the  flies." 

Om  lughty  a  Glow-wonn,  proud  and  Vain» 
CootemplatiBg  ber  gUtfring  train, 
Cry'd,  *'  Sarę  tbere  ne^er  was  in  natnrs 
So  elegant,  90  fine  a  creatnre. 
AU  other  huects,  that  I  see, 
The  fragal  ant,  industńons  bee, 
Or  ńlkwonn,  witfa  contempt  I  yiew ; 
Witb  all  thaMow,  mechanic  crew, 
Wbo  senrilely  their  lives  employ 
bi  business,  enemy  to  joy. 
Mcan,  Tolgar  herd !  ye  are  my  sconi, 
Bor  grandeur  only  I  was  boro, 
Or  sare  am  sprung  finom  race  diTine, 
And  plac^d  on  Eartb,  to  live  and  shine. 
Tbose  lights  that  spwkle  ao  on  high, 
Are  bot  the  glow-worms  of  the  sky, 
And  kings  on  Earth  tbeir  gema  admire^ 
Becaoae  they  imitate  my  fire." 

She  spoke.    Attentive  on  a  spray, 
A  Nigbtingale  foibore  his  lay; 
He  saw  the  shining  morsel  near. 
And  flew,  directed  by  the  glare ; 
A  while  be  gazM  witb  sober  look. 
And  thns  the  trembling  prey  bespoke. 

*'  Delnded  fool,  witb  pride  elate, 
Know,  lis  tby  beauty  brings  thy  fate : 
Less  dazzling,  long  thou  might^st  haye  lain 
Uobeeded  on  the  TeWet  plain : 
Pride,  soon  or  late,  d^pńded  mourns, 
And  Beaoty  wrecks  whom  she  adorna." 


FABŁE  IV. 

HTWBM  AND  DBATR. 

Scimif,  d*ye  say  ?  Nay  tben  *tis  time; 

Another  year  destroys  your  prime. 

Bot  sUy — ^The  setUement !  "  Thafs  madę.'' 

Why  then  ^  my  simple  girl  afraid  ^ 

Yet  hołd  a  moment,  if  yQa  can. 

And  heedfully  the  fable  scan. 

The  shades  were  fled,  the  moming  blu8h'd, 
The  winds  were  in  their  cavern8  hu8b*d> 
Whea  Hymen,  peusive  and  sedate, 
Held  o*er  the  fields  his  musing  gait. 
Behind  him,  tbrougfa  the  green-wo«d  shade, 
Beath*!  meagre  form  the  god  8urvey'd^ 
Who  <]uickly,  witb  gigantic  stride, 
Out-went  his  pace,  aod  join*d  his  side. 
Ibe  chat  on  Taricus  subjects  ran, 
l^n  aogry  Hymen  thus  began. 

*'  Relentless  Death,  wbote  iron  sway 
Moitals  reluctant  must  obey, 
Stilt  of  thy  pow'r  shall  I  complain. 
And  thy  too  partial  band  arraign  ? 
Wben  Cupid  briogs  a  pair  of  hearts 
All  orer  stack  witb  eąual  darts, 
Tby  cruel  shafts  my  faopes  deri<fb, 
And  cut  the  knot,  tbat  Hymen  ty  M. 

**  Shall  not  the  bloody,  and  the  bokit 
The  miser,  boardin^  up  his  gold, 
The  harlot,  reeking  from  the  stew, 
Akm  tby  fell  rerenge  puisue  } 


But  must  the  gentle,  and  the  kind, 
Thy  fiiry,  undistingui8h'd»  find  ?'^ 

The  monarcb  calmly  thus  reply^d : 
"  Weigh  well  the  cause,  and  then  decide* 
That  friend  of  yours,  you  lately  namM, 
Cupid,  alone  is  to  be  blam'd ; 
Then  let  the  charge  be  justly  laid  ^ 
That  idle  boy  neglects  his  trade. 
And  hardly  once  in  twenty  years, 
A  couple  to  your  tempie  boirs. 
The  wretches,  whom  your  office  blenda, 
Silenus  now,  or  Plutus  sends ; 
Hence  care,  and  bitterness,  and  atrife 
Are  common  to  the  noptial  life. 

"  Believe  me ;  morę  than  all  ńiankind, 
Your  Tot^ries  my  oompassion  find  ^ 
Yet  cruel  am  I  calPd,  and  base, 
Who  seek  the  wretched  to  releaae ; 
The  captiye  from  his  bonds  to  free, 
Indissoluble  but  for  me. 

*'  'Tis  I  entice  him  to  the  yoke; 
By  me,  your  crowded  altars  smokć  t 
For  mortals  boldly  dare  the  noose, 
Secure  that  Death  will  set  them  looae.* 


FABLE  V. 

THB  POET  AND  BIS  PATRON. 

Why,  Cjelia,  is  your  spreading  wftist 
So  loose,  so  negligently  lac'd  r 
Why  must  the  wrappiug  bed*gown  bidę 
Your  snowy  bo8om'a  swelling  pride  ? 
How  ill  that  dress  adorns  your  head, 
I  DistainM,  and  rumpled  from  the  bed ! 
Those  clouds,  that  shade  your  blooming  face^ 
A  little  water  might  displace, 
As  Naturę  every  mom  bestows 
The  crystal  dew,  to  cleanse  the  roae. 
Those  tresses,  as  the  raren  black, 
That  wav*d  in  ringlets  down  your  backt 
Uacomb'd,  and  i^jur^d  by  neglect, 
Destroy  the  face,  which  once  they  deckM* 

Whence  this  forgetfulness  of  dress  ? 
Pray,  madam,  are  you  marry'd  ?  "  Yes." 
Nay,  tben  indeed  the  wonder  ceases. 
No  matter  now  how  loose  your  dress  is; 
The  end  is  won,  your  fortune^s  madę, 
Your  sister  now  may  take  the  trade. 

Alas  !  what  pity  'tis  to  find 
This  fault  in  half  the  female  kind  ! 
From  hence  proceed  ayersion,  strife, 
And  all  that  sours  the  weddcd  life. 
Beauty  can  only  point  the  dart, 
Tis  neatness  gn'des  it  to  the  beart ; 
Let  neatness  then,  and  beaoty  strive 
To  keep  \;>aT'ring  flame  alive. 

Tis  hki-der  far  (youMl  find  it  true) 
To  keep  the  conque8t,  than  subdue  $  * 
Admit  us  once  behind  the  screen, 
Wbat  is  there  furtber  to  be  seen  } 
A  newer  lace  may  raise  the  flame. 
But  every  woman  is  the  same. 

Then  study  chiefly  to  improve 
The  charm,  that  fix'd  your  husband'8  lorę. 
Weigh  well  his  humour.    Was  it  dress, 
That  gave  your  beauty  power  to  bless  ? 
Pursue  it  still ;  be  neater  seen ; 
''Tis  always  frugal  to  be  cleaoj 
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So  shall  yoa  keep  alive  desire. 

And  Time^s  swift  wing  sball  fian  the  fire. 

Ik  garret  high  (as  stories  aay) 
A  poet  suDg  his  tuneful  lay ; 
So  soft,  80  smooth  his  yerse,  youM  swear 
Apollo  and  the  Muses  there. 
Through  all  the  town  his  praisos  rang. 
His  sonnet  at  the  playbouse  sung ; 
High  waving  o'er  h>8  Iab*ring  head, 
The  goddess  Want  her  pinions  spread. 
And  with  poetic  finy  firM, 
What  Phoebus  faiiftly  faad  inspii^d. 

A  noble  youth,  of  taste  and  wit, 
Approv'd  the  sprightiy  things  he  writ. 
And  sought  him  in  his  cobweb  dome, 
Discharg^d  his  rent,  and  brought  him  home. 

Behoid  him  at  the  stately  board, 
Who,  but  the  Poet  and  my  Lord ! 
Each  day  deliciodsly  he  dines, 
Aiuł  greedy  quaffs  the  gen*rou8  wines ; 
His  sides  were  plump,  his  skin  was  sieek. 
And  plenty  wanton'd  on  his  cheek; 
AstonishM  at  the  change  so  new, 
Away  th*  inspiring  goddess  flewt 

Now,  dropt  for  politics,  and  news, 
Keglected  lay  the  drooping  Muse ; 
Unmindful  whence  his  fortunę  came, . 
He  stifled  the  poetiQ  fłame; 
Nor  tale,  nm*  sonnet,  for  my  lady, 
Łampoon,  nor  epi|^ram  was  ready. 

With  just  contempt  his  patron  saw, 
(ResoWd  his  bounty  to  wiibdra^) 
And  thus,  with  anger  in  his  Took, 
The  late-repenting  fool  bespoke. 

**  Blind  to  the  good  tbat  courts  thee  grown, 
Wbence  has  the  sun  of  favoQr  shone  ? 
Delighted  with  thy  tuneful  art, 
Esteem  was  growing  in  my  heart ; 
But  idiy  thou  rejecfst  the  chann, 
That  gave  it  birth,  and  kept  it  warm." 

Unthinking  fools  alone  despise 
The  arts,  that  taught  them  first  to  rlset 


FABLE  VI. 

THE  WOLF,  THB  SHEI^P,  AND  THE  ŁAMB. 

DuTY  demands,  the  parent*s  voice 
Should  sanctify  the  daughter's  choicej 
In  that,  18  due  obedience  shown ; 
To  ohoose,  belongs  to  hor  alooe. 

May  horrour  seize  his  midnight  hour, 
Who  builds  upon  a  parenfs  pow'n 
And  claims,  by  purchase  vile  ana  ba8% 
The  łoathing  maid  for  his  embrace ; 
Hence  Yirtue  sickcns ;  and  the  breast, « 
Where  Peace  had  built  her  downy  nest, 
Becomes  the  troubled  seat  of  Care, 
And  pines  with  anguish  and  despair. 

A  Wolf,  rapacious,  rongh  and  bdd, 
Whose  nightly  plunders  thinu'd  the  fold, 
Contemplating  his  ill-spent  life. 
And  cloyM  with  thefU,  would  take  a  wife^ 
Uis  purpose  known,  the  8avage  race, 
In  num*rous  crowds,  attend.the  place; 
For  why  ?  a  mighty  Wolf  he  was. 
And  held  dominion  in  his  jaws. 


Her  {avVite  whelp  each  motfaer  broagfat. 
And  humbly  his  alliance  sought ; 
Bnt  cold  by  age,  or  else  too  nice. 
Nonę  found  ącceptance  in  his  eyes. 

It  happenM,  as  at  early  dawn 
He  solitary  crossM  the  lawn, 
StrayM  firom  the  fold,  a  sportiye  Lamb 
Skip'd  wanton  by  ber  iieecy  dam ; 
When  Cupid,  foe  to  man  and  beaśt, 
DischargM  an  arrow  at  his  breast. 

The  tim*rous  breed  the  robber  knew. 
And  trembling  o*er  the  meadow  flew ; 
Their  nimblest  speed  the  Wolf  o^ertoofk. 
And,  oourteous,  thus  the  dam  bespoke. 

"  Stay,  fairest,  and  suspend  your  fear, 
Tnist  n^e,  no  enemy  is  near ; 
These  jaws,  in  slaughter  oft  imbru*d, 
At  length  bave  known  enough  of  blood  ; 
And  kinder  business  brings  me  now, 
Vanquish'd,  at  Beauty>s  feet  to  bow. 

You  have  a  daughter Sweet,  ibrgive  * 

A  Wo.fs  address— In  her  I  live; 
Łove  from  her  eyes  like  lightning  came. 
And  set  my  marrow  all  on  flajne ; 
l£t  your  oonsent  confirm  my  choioe, 
And  ratify  our  nuptial  joys. 

"  Me  ample  wealth  and  powY  atteod, 
Wide  o*er  the  pluns  my  realms  eztend  ; 
What  midbight  robber  dare  invade 
The  fold,  tf  I  the  guard  am  madę  ? 
At  home  the  shepherd's  cur  may  sleep, 
While  I  secure  bis  master*s  sheep.*'' 

Disoourse  like  this,'attention  claim'd  j 
Grandeur  tbe  motber's  breast  inflamM ; 
Now  fćarless  by  his  side  ^he  walk*d, 
Of  settlements  and  jointures'talk*d  ; 
Propos^d,  and  doublcd  hcr  demands 
Of  flow*ry  fields,  and  tumip-lands. 
The  Wolf  agrees.     Her  bosom  swells  j 
To  Miss  her  happy  fate  she  tells; 
And  of  the  grand  alliance  vain, 
Contemns  her  kindred  of  the  plam. 

The  łoathing  Lamb  with  horrour  hear^. 
And  wearies  out  her  dam  with  pray'rs ; 
Bot  all  in  vain  ;  mamma  best  knew 
What  inexperienc*d  girls  should  do ; 
So,  to  the  neighb*ring  meadow  carry^d, 
A  fbrmal  ass  tbe  couple  marry'd. 

Tom  from  the  tyrant-mother^  side^ 
The  trembler  goes,  a  Tictim-bride, 
Keluctant,  meets  the  rude  embrace. 
And  bleats  amoiig  the  bowling  race. 
With  horrour  oft  her  eyes  behoid 
Her  murder'd  kindred  of  the  ibkł ; 
Each  day  a  sister-lamb  is  serv'd. 
And  at  the  glntton*s  tobie  carv*d ; 
Ihe  crashing  bones  he  grinds  for  food. 
And  £lakes  his  thirst  with  streaming  blood. 

Love,  who  the  crael  mind  detests. 
And  lodges  but  in  gentle  breasts, 
Was  now  no  morę.     Enjoyment  past, 
The  savage  hunger^d  for  the  feast; 
But  (as  we  find  in  human  race, 
A  mask  conceals  the  Tillain^s  fiice) 
Justice  must  authorize  the  treat ; 
Till  then  he  long*d,  but  durst  not  eat 

prey. 


t 


As  forth  l^e  walk'd,  in  ąuest  of  p 
The  hunters  met  him  on  tiie  way ; 
Fear  wings  his  flightj  the  marsh  he  aoaght; 
The  snuffing  doga  are  set  at  Uuh, 
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nil  stomacli  balkM,  now  huDj^er  gnaws, 
Howling,  he  grinds  his  empty  jaws  $ 
Food  must  be  had,  and  lamb  is  nigh  ; 
His  maw  inTokes  the  fraudful  lie. 
**  Is  thia,*'  disserobling  ragę,  he  cry^d, 
"  Tbe  gentle  Tirtae  of  a  bride } 
That,  leaga*d  with  man'8  destroying  nioe^ 
She  sets  her  hasbaod  for  tbe  chase  ? 
By  treach*ry  prompts  the  noisy  hound 
To  scent  bis  footśŁeps  od  tbe  ground  ? 
Thoa  tratt*reaB  vile !  for  thb  thy  blood 
Sball  glat  my  ragę,  and  dye  tbe  wood  f' 

So  sayhig,  oo  the  Lamb  he  flies, 
Beneath  his  jaws  the  Tictim  dies. 


FABLE  VII. 
THE  GOPU  'AND  THB  SWANS* 

I BATB  the  lace,  bowever  fair, 

"ntatcarries  an  affected  air ; 

The  lisping  tonę,  the  shape  constraia'd, 

The  atodyM  look,  the  passion  feign'd, 

Are  fopperiea,  which  oaly  tend 

To  iojure  what  they  strive  to  mend. 

With  what  superior  grace  enchants 
The  &ce,  whicb  Nature^s  pencil  paints ! 
Where  eyea,  unezerci8'd  in  art, 
Glow  with  the  meaning  of  tbe  heart ! 
Where  freedom,  and  good-humour  sit. 
And  easy  gaiety,  and  wit ! 
Thoagb  perfect  beauty  be  not  thcre, 
The  master  lines,  the  finishM  air, 
We  catch  from  every  look  deligbt. 
And  grow  enamour^d  at  the  sight : 
For  beauty,  tbough  we  all  approre, 
£xeites  oar  wooder  morę  than  love, 
While  the  agreeable  strikes  surę, 
And  gi^es  the  woonds  we  cannot  cure. 

Why  then,  my  Amoret,  this  care, 
That Ibrms  you,  in  effect,  less  fair? 
If  Naturę  on  your  cheek  bestows 
A  Uoom,  that  emulates  the  rosę, 
Or  Irom  some  heaT*nly  image  drew 
A  form,  Apelles  never  knew, 
Your  tU-judgM  aid  will  you  impart. 
And  spoil  by  meretricious  art  ? 
Or  had  you,  Nature's  errour,  oome 
AborŁive  finom  the  motber*s  womb, 
Your  forming  care  she  still  rejects, 
Whicb  only  heightens  ber  defects. 
When  sucb,  of  glitfring  jewels  proud, 
Still  press  tbe  foremost  in  tbe  crowd, 
At  every  pnblic  show  are  seen, 
With  look  awry,  and  aukward  mlen, 
Tbe  gaudy  dress  attracts  the  eye. 
And  magni6es  deformity. 

Natme  may  under-do  her  part. 
But  seldom  wants  tbe  help  of  Art; 
TVust  her  j  she  is  your  surest  friend, 
Nor  madę  your  form  for  you  to  mend* 

A  GoosB,  afTected,  empty,  Tain, 
The  shrillest  of  the  cackling  train, 
With  prond,  and  eleyated  crest, 
Precedflice  claim*d  above  tbe  rest 

Says  she,  **  I  laugh  at  human  race, 
Wbo  say,  geese  bobble  in  their  pace; 


Look  here !  the  sIand*rous  lie  detect; 
Not  haughty  man  is  so  erect 
Tliat  peacock  yonder  !  lord,  how  ▼ain 
The  creattire'a  of  his  gaudy  train ! 
If  both  were  stript,  Fd  pawn  my  wo^d, 
A  goose  would  be  the  finer  bird. 
Natnre,  to  bidę  her  own  defects, 
Her  bungled  work  with  finery  decks  ; 
Were  geese  set  off  with  half  that  show, 
Would  men  admire  tbe  peacock  ?  No." 

Thus  yaunting,  cross  the.  mead  she  stalks, 
The  cackling  bi^i^d  attend  her  wałks ; 
The  Sun  shot  down  his  noontide  beams, 
The  Swans  were  sportiug  in  the  streams; 
Their  snowj;  plumes,  and  stately  pride 
Provok*d  her  spleen.     •*  Why  there,"  she  cryM, 
"  Again,  what  arrogance  we  see ! 
Those  creatures  !  how  they  mimie  me ! 
Sball  erery  fowl  the  waters  skim, 
Because  we  geese  are  known  to  swim? 
Humility  they  soon  sball  leam. 
And  their  own  emptiness  discem." 

So  saying,  with  extended  wings, 
Lightly  upon  tbe  wave  she  springs; 
Her  bosom  swelis,  she  spreads  her  plomcs, 
And  tbe  swan*s  stately  crest  assumes. 
Contempt  and  mockery  ensu^d. 
And  bursts  of  laiighter  shook  the  flood. 

A  Swan,  superior  to  the  rest, 
Sprung  forth,  and  thus  the  fbol  address^d. 

**  Conccited  tbing,  elate  with  pride  ! 
Thy  affectation  all  deride ; 
These  airs  thy  aukwardness  impart, 
And  show  thee  plainly,  as  thouart. 
Among  thy  equals  of  the  flock, 
Thou  hadst  escap^d  the  public  mock. 
And  as  thy  parts  to  good  conduce, 
Been  deem'd  an  honest  hobbling  goose." 

Lparn  hence,  to  study  wisdom*s  rules  ; 
Know,  foppery^s  the  pride  of  fools; 
And  stń^ing  Naturę  to  conceal, 
You  only  her  defects  reveaL 


FABLE  VHL 

TBE  Ł4WYER  AND  JUSTICB. 

LovB !  thou  diTinest  good  below, 
Thy  pure  delights  few  mortals  know  ! 
Our  rebel  hearts  thy  sway  disown, 
While  tyrant  Łost  usurps  thy  throne. 

The  bonnteous  Gqd  of  Naturę  madę 
The  sexes  for  each  otber*s  aid, 
Th^r  mutuał  talents  to  employ. 
To  lessen  i  lis,  and  heighten  joy. 
To  weaker  woman  he  assign*d 
That  soffning  gcntleness  of  mind, 
That  can,  by  sympathy,  impart 
Its  likeness  to  the  roughcst  heart. 
Her  eyes  with  magie  pow*r  cnduM, 
To  fire  the  duli,  and  awe  the  rude. 
His  rosy  fingers  on  her  foce 
Shed  lavi8h  every  bluoming  grace. 
And  stampM  (perfection  to  display) 
His  mildest  image  on  her  clay. 

Man,  actiTe,  resoUite,  and  bold, 
He  fashion*d  in  a  different  mould, 
With.useful  arts  his  mind  inform^d. 
His  bireast  with  nobler  passions  warm'd  ; 
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He  gave  him  knowledge,  taste  aod  sense, 
,  And  courage,  for  the  fair'8  defence. 
Her  frame,  resistless  to  each  wroug, 
Demands  protectioo  from  the  strong; 
To  man  she  flies,  wheti  fear  alarms. 
And  cląims  the  tempie  of  his  arms. 

By  Nature*8  author  thns  declai^d 
Tlie  woman'8  sov'rełg:n,  and  ber  guard, 
Shall  man,  by  treach*rouA  wiles,  inrade 
The  weakness  he  was  meant  to  aid  ? 
While  beauty,  given  to  inspire 
Prptecting  love,  and  soft  desire, 
Ltghts  up  a  wild-fire  in  the  heart, 
And  to  tts  own  breast  points  the  dart, 
Bccomes  the  spoiler^s  base  pfetenoe 
To  triumph  over  innocence? 

The  wolf,  that  tears  the  tim'n>u8  sheep, 
Was  never  set  the  fold  to  keep  ; 
Nor  was  the  tiger,  or  the  pard 
Meant  the  benighted  trav1Ier'9  guard; 
But  man,  fthe  wildest  beast  of  prey, 
Wears  friendship'8  semblance,  to'betray| 
His  strength  against  the  weak  eroploys. 
And  w  berę  he  should  protect,  destroys. 

"  Past  tweWe  o'clock,"  the  watchman  cry*d. 
His  brief  the  studious  lawyer  ply'd  ; 
The  all-prevailing  fee  lay  nigh, 
The  eamest  of  to  morrow's  lie. 
Sudden  the  furious  winds  arise, 
The  jarring  casement  shatter^d  flies  ; 
The  doors  admit  a  hoUow  sonnd, 
And  rattling  ftom  their  hinges  bound  ; 
When  Justice,  in  a  blaze  of  light, 
Reveal*d  her  radiant  form  to  sight 

The  wretch  with  thrilling  horrour  shook, 
Łoose  every  joint,  and  pale  his  look; 
Not  having  #een  her  in  the  coqrt8, 
Or  found  her  mentpn^d  in  Reports, 
He  ask'd,  with  falfring  tongue,  her  name, 
Her  errand  there,  and  whence  she  came  } 

Stemly  the  white-n>b*d  Shade  reply'd, 
(A  crimson  glow  ber  yisage  dy'd) 
"  Canst  thou  be  doubtf  ul  who  I  am  ? 
Is  Justice  grown  se  strange  a  name  ? 
Werę  not  your  courts  for  Justice  rai8*d} 
'lVas  there,  of  old,  my  altars  blaz^d. 
My  guardian  thee  did  I  clect. 
My  sacred  tempie  to  protect, 
That  thou,  and  all  thy  vena)  tribe 
Should  spum  the  goddess  for  the  bribeł 
Aloud  the  rain*d  client  cries, 
'  Justice  bas  neith^r  ears,  nor  eyes;' 
In  foul  all iance  with  the  bar, 
'Gainst  me  the  judge  denounces  war, 
And  rarely  issues  his  decree, 
But  with  intent  to  bafHe  me." 

She  paus'd.     Her  breast  with  fury  bnni'd. 
The  frcmbling  Lawyer  thus  retufn'd. 

''.I  own  the  charge  is  justly  laid, 
And  wcak  th*  exc\i8e  that  can  be  madę  ; 
Yet  search  the  spacions  globe,  and  see 
]f  all  mankind  are  not  like  me. 

"  The  gown-man,  skiird  in  Romish  lies. 
By  faith*s  false  glass  deludes  our  eyes ; 
Cer  eoiiscience  rides  without  control. 
And  robs  the  man  to  save  his  soul. 

"  The  doctor,  with  important  face^ 
Cy  sly  design,  mistal^es  (hę  case: 


Prescrbes,  and  tpins  omt  the  dis^ase. 
To  trick  the  patient  of  his  fiees. 

"  The  soldier,  rough  with  many  a  scar. 
And  red  with  slaughter,  leads  the  war; 
If  he  a  nation'8  trust  betray, 
The  foe  has  offer'd  double  pay. 

"  When  vice  o'er  all  mankind  prevaUi^ 
And  weighty  int*reit  tums  the  tcalei, 
Must  I  be  better  than  the  rest, 
And  barbou^  Justice  in  my  breaii  ? 
On  one  side  onły  take  the  fee, 
Content  with  poverty  and  thee?*' 

<<  Thou  blind  to  sense,  and  Tile  of  nund/ 
Th*  exa8perated  Shade  rejoin'd, 
"  If  virtue  finom  the  world  is  flown, 
Will  others*  frauds  eicuse  thy  own  ? 
For  siekły  bouIs  the  priest  was  made| 
Pbysicians,  ibr  the  lK>dy'8  aid ; 
The  soldier  guarded  liberty ; 
Man  woman,  and  the  lawyer  me, 
If  all  are  foithless  to  their  trust, 
They  leave  not  thee  the  less  nnjust. 
Hcncefbrth  your  pleadings  I  discIftiiDy 
And  bar  the  sanction  of  my  name ; 
Within  your  courts  it  shall  be  read, 
Tliat  Justice  frOm  the  law  is  fled." 

She  spoke ;  and  bid  in  shades  her  fuie^ 
Till  Hardwicke  8ooth'd  her  into  grace. 


FABLE  IX. 


THE  FARMER,  THE  SPANIEL,  AND  THB  CAT^ 

Why  knits  my  dear  her  angry  brow  ? 
What  rude  ofience  alarms  you  now  ? 
I  sflud,  that  Delia's  fair,  tis  Łrue, 
But  did  I  say  she  equa]rd  you  ? 
Can't  I  another'8  face  commend, 
Or  to  her  virtues  be  a  friend. 
But  instantly  your  fbrehead  lours, 
As  if  her  merit  lessenM  yours  ? 
From  female  en^y  nerer  free, 
All  must  be  blind,  because  you  see. 

Survey  tbe  gaidens,  fields,  and  bow*rSa 
The  buds,  the  blossoms,  and  the  flow*rs, 
Then  tell  mc  wherc  the  woodbine  grows, 
That  vies  in  sweetness  with  the  rosę  ? 
Or  where  the  lily*8  snowy  whitę, 
That  throws  such  beauties  on  the  sight ) 
Yet  folly  is  it  to  declare, 
That  these  are  neither  sweet,  nor  fair« 
The  crystal  shines  with  fainter  rays, 
Befbre  the  di*mond's  brighter  blaze ; 
And  fops  will  say,  the  di*mond  dies, 
Before  the  lustre  of  your  eyes : 
But  I,  who  deal  in  truth,  deny 
That  neither  shine  when  you  are  by. 

When  ^epbyrs  o'er  the  blossoms  stray. 
And  sweets  along  the  air  convoy, 
Sha*n't  I  the  fragrant  brecze  inhale, 
Because  you  breathe  a  sweeter  gale  ? 

Sweet  are  the  flow^rs,  that  deck  the  field  | 
Sweet  is  the  smell  the  bloesoms  yleld ; 
Sweet  is  the  snmmer  gale  that  blows ; 
And  sweet,  though  sweeter  you,  the  rosę, 

Shall  envy  then  torment  your  breast, 
If  you  are  lovelier  than  the  restr 
For  while  I  gire  to  each  her  due. 
By  praising  tbeią  ł  flattpr  you  \ 
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Andy  pimisiog  most,  I  itiH  declare 

Yoe  ftirest,  wbere  the  rest  are  fair. 

« 

As  at  his  board  a  Fanner  sate, 
BeplenisłiM  by  his  bomely  treat, 
Hb  fisT^rite  ^aniel  near  him  stood. 
And  wfth  his  master  shaf^d  the  food ; 
Tbe  ciackling  bones  his  jaws  derour^d, 
His  lapping  tmgae  the  treochen  8Coiir'd  ; 
"nu  sated  now,  supine  be  lay, 
And  soot^d  the  rising  fumes  away. 

Tbe  hungry  Cat,  in  tum,  drew  near. 
And  humbly  crav*d  a  senrant^s  share ; 
Her  modest  wortb  the  master  knew, 
And  straight  the  fatfning  morsel  threw : 
EDFSgM  the  snarling  cur  awoke, 
And  thus,  with  spitdfrd  enyy,  spoke. 

**  Tliey  oniy  cłaim  a  right  to  eat» 
Who  eam  by  sendces  their  meat. 
Me^  zeal  and  industry  inflame 
To  scoor  the  fields,  and  spring  the  gamę ; 
Or,  plooging  in  the  wintry  wave, 
?or  man  the  wouoded  bird  to  aave. 
With  watchfal  diligence  I  keep, 
fnm  prowling  woive8,  his  fleecy  sheep  ^ 
At  home  his  midnight  hours  secare, 
And  driTe  the  lobber  irom  the  door. 
For  tkńs,  ha  breast  with  kindness  glows  ; 
For  this,  his  band  the  fbod  bestows ; 
And  shaU  thy  indolence  impart 
A  warmer  fnendship  to  his  heart, 
That  thus  he  robs  me  of  my  due, 
Tb  pamper  sach  yile  things  as  yoa?" 

"  i  owii»"  with  meekness  Pass  reply^d, 
" Snperior merit on  yoarside ; 
Kor  does  my  breast  with  en^y  swell. 
To  find  it  recompens^d  so  well ; 
Yet  I,  in  what  my  naturę  can, 
Contribate  to  the  good  of  man. 
Whose  claws  destroy  the  piirring  mouse  ? 
Who  drives  the  Termin  from  the  house  ? 
Or,  watchiiil  lor  the  labYing  swain, 
From  lurking  rats  secares  the  grain  ? 
From  hence,  if  he  rewards  bestow, 
Wxf  should  your  heart  with  gali  o'erflow  ? 
Wby  pine  my  happiness  to  see, 
Since  there's  enough  for  you  and  me  ?" 

**  Thy  words  are  just,"  the  Farmer  cry*d. 
And  tpttnk*d  the  snarler  from  his  side. 


FABLE  X. 


THE  SP1DBR  AND  THB  BBE. 

Tki  nymph,  who  waJks  tho  public  streets, 
Aod  sets  ber  cap  at  ali  she  meets, 
Msy  catch  the  fool  who  tums  to  stare, 
But  men  of  sense  a^oid  the  snare. 
Aa  on  the  margin  of  the  flood, 
With  silken  Une,  my  Lydia  stood, 
I  smiPd  to  see  the  pains  you  took. 
To  coTer  o'er  the  fraodfal  hook. 
AI019  the  forest  as  we  stray'd, 
Yoo  saw  the  boy  his  lime-twigs  spread ; 
GoessM  you  the  reason  of  his  fear, 
Lest,  heedless,  we  approachM  too  near? 
For  as  behind  the  bush  we  lay, 
The  limiet  flntter^d  on  the  spray. 


Needs  tfaere  sach  cantion  tbdelude 
The  scaly  fry,  and  feather^d  brood  ? 
And  think  you,  with  inferior  art. 
To  captivate  the  human  heart? 

I  The  maid,  wbił  modestly  conceala 
Her  j>eaaties,  ^hile  she  bides,  rereals. 
Give  but  a  glimpse,  and  Fancy  drawa 
Whate*er  the  Grecian  Yenus  was. 
From  Eve's  first  fig-leaf  to  brocade, 
Ali  dress  was  meant  for  Fancy'8  aid, 
Which  eWhnore  delighted  dwells 
On  what  the  bashfiil  nymph  conceals. 

When  Caslia  struts  in  man*s  attire^ 
She  shows  too  much  to  raise  desire ; 
But  from  the  hopp^s  bawitching  roolid, 
Her  yery  shoe  bas  power  to  woond. 

The  roving  eye,  the  bosom  bare;, 
The  forward  laugłi,  tha  wantoo  air, 
May  catch  the  fop ;  for  gudgeons  strike 
At  the  bare  hook,  sind  bait,  alike ; 
While  salmon  play  regardless  by, 
TiU  art,  like  naturę,  forms  the  fly. 

Beneatb  a  peas&nfs  homely  thatcb, 
A  Spider  long  had  held  ber  watch ) 
From  mom  to  night,  with  restless  care, 
She  spun  her  web,  and  wove  ber  snare. 
Within  the  limits  of  her  reign 
Lay  many  a  heedlebs  captire  slain, 
Or,  flutfring,  stniggled  in  the  toils. 
To  horst  the  chains,  and  shnn  her  wiles. 

A  straying  Bee,  that  perch*d  bard  by, 
Bćheld  her  with  dlsdaioful  eye. 
And  thus  began.     *'  Mean  tbing/give  o'er. 
And  lay  thy  slender  threads  no  morę  ; 
A  thoughttess  fly  ot  two,  at  most, 
Is  ali  tbe  conquest  thou  canst  boast ; 
For  bees  of  sense  thy  arts  evade. 
We  see  so  plain  the  nets  are  laid. 

"  The  gandy  tuHp,  that  displays 
Her  spreading  foliage  to  the  gazę ; 
That  points  her  charms  at  ali  she  sees> 
And  yields  to  eveTy  wanton  breeze, 
Attracts  not  me:  where  blnsbing  grows, 
Guarded  with  thoms,  the  modest  rosę, 
EnamourM,  round  and  round  I  fly, 
Or  0Q  her  fragrant  bosom  lie ; 
Reluctant,  sbe  my  ardopr  meets. 
And  bashful,  renders  up  her  sweets.** 

To  wiser  heads  attention  lend, 
And  leam  this  lesson  from  a  fiiend^ 
She,  who  with  modesty  retires, 
Adds  fuel  to  het  loyer'8  fires, 
While  such  incautioos  jilts  as  yoa. 
By  folly  your  own  scfaemes  nndo. 


FABLE  XI. 


I 


THB  YOT7NG  ŁION  AND  THE  APB. 

'Tis  true,  I  blame  jrour  lorer^s  choicc^ 
Though  flatter^d  by  the  public  Yoice, 
And  peerish  grow,  aod  sick,  to  hear 
His  eżclamations,  *<  O  bow  foir  V* 
I  listeu  not  to  wild  delights. 
And  tiansports  of  escpected  nights : 
What  is  to  me  your  board  of  rharms  ? 
The  whiteness  of  your  neck  and  arms? 
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Needs  there  no  acqaisition  won, 
To  keep  contentian  from  the  dcx>r  ? 
Yes ;  pafls  a  fortnight,  and  you  'ii  find 
AU  beauty  cloys,  bnt  of  the  mind. 

5)ense  and  good-humoiir  ever  prare 
The  surest  coićds  to  fasten  love. 
Yet,  Phillis,  simplest  of  your  sex, 
You  iiever  think  bnt  to  perples,, 
Coąuetting  it  with  every  ape, 
That  struts  abroad  in  buman  shape  ; 
Not  that  the  coxcomb  is  your  taste, 
But  that  it  stings  your  lover*8  breaśt : 
To  morrow  you  resig^  the  sway, 
PreparM  to  honour,  and  obey, 
The  tyrant-mistress  change  for  life, 
To  the  submission  of  a  wife. 
Your  foUtes,  if  you  can,  suspend, 
And  ieam  instn^ction  from  a  frióid, 

Rcluctant,  hear  the  first  address, 
Think  often,  ere  you  aoswer,  yes; 
But  once  resolv*d,  throw  off  disg^ise, 
And  wear  jrour  wisbes  in  3rour  eyes. 
With  caution  erery  look  forbear, 
That  might  create  one  jealous  fear, 
A  loYeHs  ripening  hopes  oonfownd. 
Ot  give  the  generous  breast  a  woiuu), 
Contemn  the  girlish  arts  to  teaze, 
Kor  use  your  powV,  unless  to  please  ; 
For  foois  alone  vith  rigour  sway, 
Wben,  soon  or  late,  they  must  obey. 

Thb  king  of  brutes,  in  Uie*8  decline, 
Resoly^d  dominion  to  resign ;  ' 

The  beasts  were  summoii^d  to  appear. 
And  benfl  before  the  royal  heir. 
They  came ;  a  day  was  fix'd  ;  the  crowd 
Before  their  fiiture  monarch  bow'd. 

A  dapper  Monkey,  pert  and  vain, 
SteppM  fo^h,  and  thus  address'd  the  train. 

"  Why  cringe  my  friends  with  slayish  awe^ 
Before  this  pageant  king  of  ttrąw  ? 
Shall  we  anticipate  the  houv,  ' 
And  ere  we  feel  it,  own  his  ](k>wer  } 
The  counsels  of  experience  prize, 
I  know  the  maxims  of  the  wise ; 
Subjection  let  us  cast  away, 
And  live  the  monarchs  of  to  day  ; 
'Tis  ours  the  vacant  liand  to  spum, 
And'play  the  tyrant  each  in  tum. 
So  shall  he  right  from  wrong  discern. 
And  mercy  from  oppression  ieam ; 
At  others*  woes  be  taught  to  melt. 
And  loath  the  ilłs  himself  has  felt." 

He  spoke ;  his  bosom  sweli^d  witb  pride. 
The  youthful  lion  thus  replyM. 

"  What  madness  prompts  thee  to  proroke 
My  wrath,  and  dare  th*  impending  stroke  ? 
Thou  wretched  fool !  can  wrongs  impart 
Compassion  to  the  feeh'ug  hcart  ?' 
Or  teach  the  grateful  breast  to  glow, 
The  hand  to  give,  or  eye  to  flow  ? 
LeamM  in  thę  practice  of  their  schools, 
From  women  thou  hast  drawn  thy  mieś : 
To  them  return;  in  such  a  cause, 
From  only  such  expect  applause; 
llie  partial  sex  I  not  condemn. 
For  liking  those,  who  copy  them. 

Would^st  thou  the  generous  lion  bind, 
^  1^indnii?w  bribe  him  to  be  kind; 


Good  oflices  their  likenets  get. 
And  payment  lessens  not  the  debt  | 
With  multiplying  hand  hc  gives 
The  good,  from  others  he  receives: 
Or  for  the  bad  makes  fair  return, 
And  pays,  with  interest,  scom  for 


FABLE  XTI. 

THE  COLT  AND  TRB  PARllfBR« 

Tbll  me,  Corinna,  if  you  can, 
WUy  so  averse,  so  coy  to  man  ? 
Did  Naturę,  lavish  of  her  care, 
From  her  best  pattem  form  you  fair, 
Tliat  you,  ungrateful  to  her  cause, 
Should  mock  her  gifts,  and  spum  her  laws  ) 
And  miserylike,  withhold  that  storę, 
Which,  by  imparting,  blesset  morę  ? 

Beauty  *6  a  gift,  by  Heav'u  assiguM, 
The  portion  of  the  feofiale  kind ; 
For  this  the  yielding  maid  demands 
Protection  at  her  lover's  hands ; 
And  though  by  wasting  years  it  fade, 
Remembrance  tells  him,  once  t«as  paid^ 

And  will  you  then  this  wealth  conceal. 
For  age  to  ruiŁ,  or  time  to  stcatf 
The  summer  of  3rour  jroutb  to  roTC^ 
A  stranger  to  the  joys  of  love  i 
Then,  wben  life's  winter  hastens  to. 
And  youth*s  fair  heritage  is  gooe, 
Dow'rle$s  to  court  some  peasanfs  arms. 
To  guard  your  witheFd  age  from  harms  ; 
Nó  gratitude  to  warm  his  breast. 
For  blooming  beauty,  once  possessM ; 
How  will  you  curse  that  stubbom  pride^ 
Which  droTe  your  bark  across  the  tide. 
And  sailing  before  folIy*s  wind, 
Left  sense  and  bappiness  bchind  ? 

Corinna,  lest  these  whims  prevail. 
To  such  as  you,  I  write  my  tale. 

A  COLT,  for  blood,  and  mettled  speed, 
The  choicest  of  the  runniiig  breed, 
Of  youthful  strength,  and  beauty  Tain, 
ReAis*d  subjection  to  the  rein. 
In  yain  the  groom*s  officious  skill 
OpposM  his  pride,  and  check'd  his  will : 
In  Tain  the  master's  forming  care 
RestrainM  with  threats,  or  soothM  with  pray'r2 
Of  freedom  proud,  and  scomipg  man, 
Wild  o'er  the  spacious  plains  he  ran. 

Where'er  )uxuriant  Naturę  spread 
Her  flow*ry  carpet  o'er  the  mead, 
Or  bubbling  streams  soft-głiding  pass, 
To  cool  and  freshen  up  the  grass, 
Disdaining  bounds,  he  cropp'd  the  blade, 
And  wanton'd  tn  the  spoil  be  madę. 

In  pleuty  thus  the  summer  passM, 
Revolving  winter  came  at  last ; 
The  trees  no  morę  a  shelter  yield, 
The  verdure  withers  from  the  field, 
Perpetual  snows  invest  the  ground, 
In  icy  chains  the  streams  are  bound ; 
Cold,  nipping  winds,  and  rattling  hail. 
His  lank,  unshelter'd  sides  assail. 

As  round  he  cast  his  rueful  cyes, 
He  saw  tbe  thatchM-roof  cottage  rise; 
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The  proBpect  toueliM  hia  heart  with  cbeer, 
Aod  promisM  kind  deliv'raiice  near. 
A  steble,  erat  his  scorn  and  hate, 
Waa  DOW  become  his  wish^d  retreat; 
His  passion  cool,  his  pride  ibrgot, 
A  Farmer^s  weloome  yard  he  sought. 

The  master  saw  his  woful  plight, 
His  limbs,  Łhat  totterM  with  his  weight. 
And,  friendly,  to  tbe  stable  led, 
And  saw  him  litter*d,  dress'd,  and  fed. 
lo  slotbfal  ease  all  night  he  lay; 
Tbe  seirants  rosę  at  break  of  day ; 
The  market  calls.    Along  the  road 
His  back  must  bear  tbe  pond^rous  load; 
Ib  Tsin  he  struggies,  or  complaina, 
Incessant  blows  reward  his  pains. 
To  morrow  vańes  but  his  tcnJ ; 
Chain^d  to  the  plough,  he  breaks  the  soil; 
While  scanty  meals,  at  night,  repay 
Tbe  paiuful  labours  of  the  day. 

SobduM  by  toil,  with  auguiśh  rent. 
His  self-npbnudmgs  ibund  a  vent 
•*  Wietch  that  I  am  !"  he  sighing  said, 
'*  By  arrogance  and  iolly  led, 
Had  but  my  restiye  youth  been  brtHigfat 
To  learn  the  lesson  Naturę  taught, 
Tbea  had  I,  like  my  sires  of  yore, 
The  prize  from  erery  courser  borę ; 
While  man  bestow'd  rewards,  and  praise. 
And  females  cxown*d  my  latter  days. 
Now  lasting  seiritude  's  my  lot. 
My  birth  oontenmM,  my  speed  fbrgot, 
Doom^d  am  I,  for  my  pride,  to  bear 
A  liriDg  death,  from  ^ear  to  year." 


?ABLE  XTIL 


THB 


OWŁ  ANO  THB  IflOHTINOAŁB. 

To  know  the  mistren'  humonr  right, 

See  if  ber  maids  are  clean  and  tight ; 

If  Betty  waits  without  ber  stays, 

She  copies  but  Her  lady's  ways. 

When  miss  oomes  in  with  boi8t*rou8  sbout. 

And  drops  no  curtsy  going  out, 

Depend  upon  %  mamma  is  one, 

Who  reads,  or  drinks  too  much  alone* 

'   If  bottled  beer  ber  thirst  assuagłs, 

She  feels  enthnsiastic  ragę. 

And  bums  with  ardour  U>  inberit 

Hie  gifts,  and  workings  «f  the  spiritt 

If  ieatning  crack  her  giddy  brains, 

No  remedy,  but  death,  remains. 

Sam  up  the  vanou8  lils  of  life, 

And  alt  are  swoet,  to  such  a  wife, 

At  home,  superior  wit  she  yaunts. 

And  twits  her  husband  with  his  wanti; 

Her  ragged  olbpring  all  around, 

like  pigs,  ane  wallowing  on  the  ground  s 

Impatient  e«er  of  coiitiol, 

She  knows  no  order,  but  of  soul ; 

Whh  books  her  Ktter'd  aoor  is  spread, 

Of  nameiest  authors,  ne^er  read; 

FmI  linen,  pettiooats,  and  lace 

FiII  up  tbe  intermediate  space. 

Abfoad,  at  yisitings,  her  tongue 

is  nrrer  «tiU»  imd  always  wroog  i 


All  meanings  she  defines  away, 

And  stands,  with  truth  and  sense,  at  bay. 

If  e*er  she  meets  a  geotle  heart, 
Skiird  in  the  housewife^s  useful  art, 
Who  rnakes  her  fsmily  her  care. 
And  builds  Contentmenfs  tempie  tfaere, 
She  starts  at  such  mistakes  in  Naturę, 
And  cries,  "  Lord  help  us !  what  a  creature  !*' 

Melissa,  if  the  morał  strike, 
You  *11  find  the  iable  not  unlike. 

An  Owi,  pufTd  up  with  self-conceiti 
LovM  leaming  better  than  his  meat; 
Old  manuscripts  he  treasur^d  up. 
And  rummag*d  erery  gttKer^s  shop; 
At  pastry-cooks  was  known  to  ply, 
And  strip,  for  science,  every  pie. 
For  modem  poetry  and  wit,  ^ 

He  had  read  all  that  Blackmore  writ ; 
So  intimate  with  Curl  was  grown. 
His  leamed  treasnres  were  his  own; 
To  all  his  authors  had  access. 
And  sometimes  would  correct  the  prest. 
In  logie  he  acquir*d  snch  knowledge, 
You  'd  swear  him  fellow  of  a  college ; 
Alike  to  every  art  and  science, 
His  daring  genius  bid  defiance, 
And  swa11ow'd  wisdom,  with  that  hastę, 
That  cits  do  custards  at  a  feast 

Within  the  shelter  of  a  wood, 
One  er^ning,  as  he  mosing  stood, 
Hard  by,  upon  a  leafy  spray, 
A  Nightmgale  began  his  lay, 
Sudden  he  starts,  with  anger  stung, 
And,  screeching,  interrupts  the  song. 

"  Pert,  busy  thing,  thy  airs  give  o^er. 
And  let  my  contemplation  soar. 
What  is  the  musie  of  thy  voice, 
But  jarring  dissonance  and  noise  ? 
Be  wise.    True  harmony,  thou  'It  6nd, 
Not  in  the  throat,  bnt  in  the  mind  ; 
By  empty  chirping  not  attain'd, 
But  by  laborious  study  gain'd. 
Go  read  the  authors  Pope  explode8» 
Fathom  the  depth  of  Cibber^s  odes, 
With  modem  plays  improve  thy  wit, 
Read  all  the  leaming  Henley  writ ; 
And,  if  thou  needs  must  sing,  sing  then. 
And  emulate  the  ways  of  men ; 
So  shalt  thou  grow,  like  me,  reim'd, 
And  bring  improyement  to  thy  kind." 

"  Thou  wretch,"  the  little  warbler  cry»d, 
"  Madę  up  of  ignorance  and  pride, 
Ask  all  the  birds,  and  they  'II  declare, 
A  greater  blockhead  wiugs  not  air. 
R^  o'er  thyself,  thy  talcnts  ican, ' 
Science  was  only  meant  for  man. 
No  useless  authors  me  molest, 
I  mind  the  duties  of  my  nest ; 
With  carefiil  wing  protect  my  young, 
And  cheer  tbeir  ev*nings  with  a  song. 

"  Thus,  ipllowing  Naturę,  and  her  laws, 
From  men  and  birds  I  claim  applausej 
While,  nuTsM  in  pedantry  and  sloth, 
An  Owi  18  scomM  alike  by  both." 

BKD  OF  PABŁES  rOft  THB  ŁAOUS. 
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MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


A  HYMN  TO  POFERTY. 

0  PoVERTr  1  thoa  source  of  human  art, 
Tbott  great  inspirer  of  the  poefs  song  ! 
In  Tain  Apollo  dictates,  and  the  Ninę 
Attend  in  Tain,  unless  thy  mighty  hand 
Birect  the  tuneful  lyre.    Witi^out  thy  aid 

The  canvas9  breathes  no  longer.    Music's  obarms, 

Uninfluenc'd  by  thee,  ibrget  to  please : 

Thou  giv'8t  the  organ  Bound ;  by  thee  the  flute 

Breathes  harmouy ;  the  tuneful  yiol  owns 

Thy  pow'rful  toucłu    The  warbling  Toice  is  thine: 

Thou  gay^st  to  Nicolini  e^ery  grace, 

And  every  chann  to  FańneUi'8  song. 

By  thee  the  lawyer  pleads.    The  soldier^s  arm 

Is  nei^d  by  thee.    Tby  powY  the  gownman  feels. 

And,  urg'd  by  thee,  unfblds  HeaY'n*s  mystic  truŁbs. 

The  haughty  fair,  that  swells  wtth  proud  disdain, 

And  smiles  at  mischiefs,  which  her  eyes  have  madę, 

Thou  humblest  to  submrt  and  blesB  mankind* 

Hail,  pow'r  omnipotent !  Me  uninvok'd 
Thou  deign^st  to  Yisit,  far,  alas !  unfit 
To  bear  tfay.awful  presence.    O,  retirel 
At  dłstance  let  me  view  thee ;  lest,  too  nigb^ 

1  ńnk  beneuth  the  terroun  of  thy  ^ce ! 


THE  LOVER  AND  THE  FRIEND, 

0  THOU,  for  whom  my  lyre  I  string, 
Of  whom  I  speak,  and  think,  and  sing ! 
Tliou  constant  object  of  my  joys, 
Whose  sweetness  every  wish  employs  t 
Thou  dearest  of  thy  sex  attend,  < 
And  hear  the  lo«er  and  the  friend. 

Fear  not  the  poet*6  flatfring  strain; 
No  idle  praise  my  verse  shall  stain  $ 
The  lowly  numbers  shall  impart 
The  faithful  dictates  of  my  heart. 
Nor  hnmble  modesty  offend, 
Ąnd  part  the  lover  firom  the  friend. 

Not  dtstant  is  the  cruel  day, 

That  tears  me  from  my  hopes  away; 

Then  frown  not,  fairest,  if  I-  try 

To  steal  the  moisture  from  your  eye, 

Or  force  yóur  heart  a  sigh  to  send. 

To  moam  the  loTer  and  the  friend. 

No  perfect  joy  my  life  e'er  knew, 
But  what  arose  from  Iove  and  you; 
Nor  can  I  fear  another  pain 
Than  your  unkindness  or  disdain  : 
Then  let  your  looks  their  pity  lend. 
To  cheer  the  lover  and  the  friend. 

Whole  years  I  strove  against  the  flame. 
And  suffer^d  ills,  that  want  a  name ; 
Yet  still  the  painfiil  secret  kept. 
And  to  myself  in  siłence  wept ; 
HU  grown  unable  to  contend, 

1  own'd  the  lorer  and  the  friend. 

I  flaw  you  still.    Your  gen^rous  heart 
In  all  my  sorrows  borę  a  part  -, 


Yet  while  your  eyes  wtth  pity  glom^d. 
No  words  of  hope  your  tongue  bestow^d. 
But  młldly  bid  me  cease  to  blend 
The  name  of  loTer  with  the  friend. 

Sick  with  desire,  aad  mad  wiUi  pain, 
I  seek  for  happiness  in  vain : 
Thou  love1y  maid,  to  thee  I  ery, 
Heal  me  with  kindness,  or  I  die ! 
From  sad  despair  my  soul  defend. 
And  fix  the  lover  and  the  friend. 

CuTs'd  be  all  wealth  that  can  destroy 
My  utmost  hope  of  earthly  joy  ! 
Thy  gifts,  O  Fortune  !  I  resigo, 
Let  her  and  poverty  be  minę ! 
And  every  year  that  life  shall  lend, 
Shall  bless  the  lover  and  the  friend. 

In  yain,  alas !  in  vain  I  stri^e 

To  keep  a  tiying  hope  alive; 

The  last  sad  remedy  remains, 

Tis  absence  that  musŁ  heal  my  pains, 

Thy  image  from  my  bosom  rend, 

And  fbrce  th«  lover  from  the  friend. 

Vatn  thought !  though  seas  between  us  roi). 

Thy  love  is  rooted  in  my  soul  i 

The  yital  blood  tliat  warms  my  heart 

With  thy  idea  must  depart 

And  Death's  decisiye  stroke  must  end ., 

At  once  the  lover  and  the  friend. 


SONGS. 


SONGL 

Thus  i  said  to  my  heart,  in  a  pet  t^  otber  day, 
"  I  had  rather  be  hang'd  than  go  moping  this  way; 
No  throbbings,  no  wishes  your  moments  employ. 
But  you  sleep  in  my  breast  without  motion  or  joy. 

"  When  Chloe  peTplex'd  me  'twas  sweeter  by  half. 
And  at  Thais's  wiles  I  could  often-times  langh; 
Your  bumings  and  achings  I  strove  not  to  cmne, 
Though  one  was  a  jilt,  and  the  other  a  wfaore. 

*<  When  I  walk'd  up  the  Mail,  or  stfx>ird  throngh  the 

Street, 
Not  a  petticoat  brush*d  me,  but  thenyon  comid  beat, 
Or  if  bang  went  the  hoop  agaiist  comer  or  pos^ 
In  the  magical  round  you  were  surę  to  be  lost. 

» 
"  But  now  if  a  nymph  goes  as  naked  as  £ye, 
Like  Adam,  unfallen,  you  never  perceive ; 
Or  the  seat  of  delight  if  the  tippet  should  hide, 
You  tempt  not  my  fingeis  to  draw  it  aside. 

"  Is  it  caution,  or  dread,  or  the  frost  of  old  age, 
That  inclines  you  with  beauty  no  morę  to  engage  ? 
Tell  me  quickly  the  cause,  for  it  makes  me  ąnite  mad, 
In  the  8ummer's  gay  season  to  see  you  so  sad." 

"  Have  a  car^,"  quoth  my  heart,  '*  how  yon  tcmpt 

-me  to  stray  i 
He  that  hunts  down  a  woman,  must  run  a  d        d 

way; 
Like  a  harc.  she  can  wind,  or  hołd  out  with  the  fes; 
And,  secure  la  the  chase,  her  puxs«er8  she  mocks* 


SONGS. 
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«  ForChtoe  I  barnt  witli  an  intiocent  flame, 
ind  beat  to  the  musie  that  breathM  out  her  name; 
Three  summen  flew  oter  the  castles  I  built, 
ind  beheld  me  a  fbol,  and  my  goddesB  a  jilt. 

•«  Next  Thais,  the  wanton,  my  wishcs  employ'd, 
And  the  lónd  onerepairM  wfaat  the  cruel  destroy^d : 
like  Shadrach,  I  \\v*d  in  a  furnace  of  fire, 
ButfUnlike  him,  was  8Corch'd  and  compeird  toretire. 

"Kecniited  once  morę,  I  forgot  all  my  pain, 
And  was  jilted,  and  bunit,  and  bedeyiPd  again ; 
Not  a  petticoat  fnng*d,  or  the  heel  of  a  shoe, 
Erer  passM  you  by  day-light,  but  at  it  I  flew, 

'*Thas  jflted,  and  wounddd,  and  burat  to  a  coal, 
For  rest  I  retreated  again  to  be  whole ; 
Bat  your  eyes,  ever  open  to  lead  me  astray, 
Have  beheld  a  new  fiice,  and  command  me  away. 

**  Bot  remember,  in  whaterer  flames  I  may  bun^ 
nfWill  be  fblly  to  ask  for,  or  wish'  my  return : 
Keitber  Thais,  nor  Chloe,  again  shall  inflame, 
Bot  a  nymph  morę  proToking  than  all  you  can 


name^ 


w 


lliis  said,  with  a  bound  ftom  my  bosom  be  flew ; 
O,  PbylHs !  these  eyes  saw  him  posting  to  you ; 
£ii8laT*d  by  your  wit,  he  grows  fond  of  his  chain, 
Aad  rowB  I  shall  neyer  possess  tiim  again. 


SONG  II. 

COŁŁIK. 


Bi  stiB,  O  ye  winds,  and  attentive,  ye  swains, 
Tis  Phebe  inyites,  and  replies  to  my  Btrains  $ 
Tbe  Sun  never  rosę  on,  search  all  the  world  through, 
A  shepherd  so  blest,  or  a  fair  one  so  trae* 


FHBBE.' 


Głide  softiy,  ye  streams,  O  ye  nymphs,  round  me 

throDg, 
Tis  Cołlin  commands,  and  attends  to  my  song  $ 
Search  all  the  world  over,  you  never  can  find 
A  maiden  so  blest,  or  a  shepherd  so  kind. 


BOTH. 


Tis  lorę,  like  the  Sun,  that  gives  light  to  the  year, 
Tbe  sweetest  of  blessings  that  life  oan  endear  ; 
Our  pleasnres  it  brightens,  drives  sorrow  away, 
6ives  joy  to  the  night,  and  enliyens  the  day. 


COŁLIN. 


With  Fhebe  beside  me,  the  sea&oos  how  gay ! 
When  Winter's  bleak  months  seem  as  j^easant  as 

May; 
The  Sommer^  gay  yerdare  spńngs  still  as  che  treads, 
Aodlinnets  and  nightingales  sing  through  the  meads. 

FHEBB. 

When  CoIlin  is  absent  'tis  Winter  all  round, 
Ilow  faint  is  the  sunsbinc,  how  barren  the  ground ! 
lustead  of  the  linnet  and  nigbtingale*s  song,' 
I  liear  the  hoarse  rayen  croak  all  the  day  long. 

BOTR. 

Tis  lavą,  lil^e  the  Son,  ^p, 


COŁŁIN. 


0'er  bill,  dale,  and  valley,  my  Phebe  and  I 
Together  will  wander,  and  love  shail  be  by : 
Her  Collin  shall  guard  ber  safe  all  the  long  day, 
And  Phebe  at  night  all  his  pains  shall  repay. 

s  PHBBB. 

By  mooniight,  when  shadows  glide  Ofer  the  plam. 
His  kisses  shall  cheer  me,  his  arm  shall  sustain ; 
Tbe  dark  haunted  grove  I  can  tracę  withóut  fear^ 
Or  sleep  in  a  church-yard,  if  CoUia  is  near, 

BOTrt. 

'Tis  ]ove,  like  the  San,  &c. 

COLLIN. 

Ye  shepherds  that  wanton  it  oTer  the  plain, 
How  fleeting  your  transports,  how  lasting  your  pain! 
Inconstancy  shun,  and  reward  the  kind  sbe, 
And  leam  to  be  happy  of  Phebe  and  me. 

PBEBB. 

Ye  nympbs,  who  the  pleasures  of  lo^e  neirer  tr5''d, 
Attend  to  my  strains,  and  take  me  for  your  guide ; 
Your  hearts  keep  from  pride  and  inconstancy  free. 
And  ieam  to  be  happy  of  Collin  and  me. 

BOTR. 

'Tłs  loTe,  like  the  Sun,  that  giTes  light  to  the  year» 
The  sweetest  of  blessings  that  life  can  endear ; 
Our  pleasures  it  brightens,  drires  sorrow  away, 
GiTes  joy  to  the  night,  and  en1ivens  the  day. 


SONG  III. 


As  Phillis  the  gay,  at  the  break  of  the  day. 
Went  forth  to  the  meadows  a  maying, 

A  clown  lay  asleep  by  a  river  so  deep, 
That  round  in  meanders  was  straying. 

His  bdsom  was  bare,  and  for  whiteness  so  rare, 
Her  heart  it  was  gone  without  waming, 

With  cheeks  of  such  hue,  that  the  rosę  wet  with  dew^. 
Ne'cr  look'd  half  so  fińesh  in  a  moming. 

Sbe  culPd  the  new  hay,  and  down  by  him  she  lay, 
Her  wishes  too  warm  for  disguising ; 

She  play^d  with  his  eyes,  ttl)  he  wak*d  in  surprise^ 
And  blushM  like  the  Sun  at  his  rising. 

She  sung  him  a  song,  as  he  leanM  on  his  prong. 

And  rested  her  arm  on  his  shoulder ; 
She  pre80'd  his  coy  cheek  to  her  bosom  so  sleek. 

And  taught  his  two  arms  to  infbld  her. 

« 

The  rostic  grown  kind,  by  a  kiss  told  his  mind, 
And  caird  her  his  dear  and  his  blessing : 

Together  they  stray'd,  and  sung,  fTolic'd,  and  play'd, 
And  wbat  they  did  morę  there  's  no  guessing. 


SONG  IV, 

RS. 


Ltt  rakes  for  pleasnre  rangę  the  town, 
Or  misers  doat  on  golden  guineas, 

Let  plenty  smile,  or  fortunę  frown, 
The  sweets  of  lorę  are  minę  and  Jeimy*8. 
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8N1. 


het  wantOD  maids  indulgc  desire, 

How  soon  the  fleeting  pleasure  gone  is  I 

The  joys  of  yirtue  nerer  tire. 
And  such  shall  still  be  minę  and  Johmiy*s. 


'BOTH. 


Togetber  let  ua  sport  and  play, 
And  hye  in  pleasure  where  no  sin  is; 

The  priest  shall  tie  tfae  knot  to  day. 
And  wedlock*8  bands  make  Johnny  Jenn  j^t* 


Let  TO^ng  swains  young  bearts  invade, 
The  pleasure  ends  in  shame  and  foUy  ; 

So  Willy  woo'd,  and  then  betray^d 
The  poor,  beiieying,  simple  Molly. 


8HB. 


80  Lucy  ]ov'd,  and  lightly  toy'd, 

And  laugh*d  at  harmless  ipaids  wbo  many ; 
But  now  she  finds  her  shepherd  cloyM, ' 

And  chides  too  late  her  fiuthless  Harry, 


B0TH« 


But  we  Ml  together  sport  and  play, 
And  live  in  pleasure  where  no  sin  is; 

The  priest  shall  tie  the  knot  to  day, 
And  wedlock^s  bands  make  Johnny  Jenny'8. 


BI. 


By  cooling  streams  our  flocks  we  Ml  feed. 
And  leave  deceit  to  knave9  and  ninnies  ; 

Or  fbndly  stray  where  love  shall  Iead» 
And  every  joy  be  minę  and  Jenny^s. 

SRB. 

Let  guilt  the  faithless  bosom  fright, 
The  constant  heart  is  always  bonny ; 

Content,  and  peace,  and  sweet  deltght, 
And  love  shall  live  with  me  and  Johnny* 

BOTHt 

Together  still  we  Ml  sport  and  play, 
And  live  in  pleasure  where  no  sin  is : 

The  priest  shall  tie  the  knot  to  day, 
And  wedlock's  bands  make  Johnny  Jenny^s* 


^» 


SONG  V. 

Stand  round,  my  brave  boys,  with  heart  and  with 
And  ail  in  fuli  chorus  agree ;  [vołce, 

We  '11  fight  for  our  king,  and  as  loyally  sing. 
And  let  the  world  know.  we  Ml  be  free. 

CHOBUS. 

The  rebela  shall  fly,  as  with  shouŁs  we  draw  nigh. 

And  Echo  shall  yictory  ring ; 
Tben  safe  from  alarms,  we  'II  rest  on  our  annSf 

And  chorus  it,  long  live  the  king ! 

Then  commerce  once  morę  shall  bring  wealth  to  our 
And  plenty  and  peace  bless  the  isie ;     [shore, 

The  peasant  shall  ąuafToff  his  bowl  with  a  laugh, 
And  reap  the  sweet  frults  of  his  toiU 

CHOBUS.  The  rebels,  &c« 


Kind  lorę  shall  repay  tbe  fatigues  of  tbe  day. 

And  melt  us  to  softer  alarros ; 
Goy  Phillis  shall  bum  at  her  soldier^s  return. 

And  bless  the  bra^e  youth  in  beir  arms. 

CBOBUB. 

The  rebels  shall  fly,  as  with  sbouts  we  draw  nigl^ 

And  Echo  shall  victory  ring ; 
Tben  safe  from  alarms,  we  Ml  rest  on  our  aniii» 

And  chorus  it,  long  live  the  king ! 


SONG  VL 


To  make  the  wife  Idnd,  and  to  keep  the  hoose  stillf 
You  must  be  of  her  mind,  let  ber  say  wfaat  she  will ; 
In  all  that  she  does  you  must  give  her  her  way. 
For  tell  her  she  's  wrong,  and  yon  lead  ber  astray. 

CHOBUS. 

Then,  husbands,  take  care,  of  suspicion  beware, 
Your  wives  may  be  true,  if  you  fancy  they  are ; 
With  confidence  trust  them,  and  be  not  such  elvei^ 
As  to  make  by  your  jealousy  homs  for  yourseWes. . 

Abroad  all  the  day  if  she  chposes  to  roam, 

Seem  pleas^d  with  her  absence,  she^ll  «igh  to  oome 

home; 
The  man  she  likes  Ijest,  and  longs  most  to  get  at. 
Be  surę  to  commend,  and  she  Ml  hate  him  for  that. 

CHOBUS.  Then,  husbands,  &b. 

What  yirtues  she  has,  you  may  safely  opposei, 
Whatever  ber  folMes  are,  praise  ber  for  those ; 
Applaud  all  ber  schemes  that  she  lays  for  a  man. 
For  accuse-her  of  vice,  and  she  Ml  sin  if  she  can. 

CHOBUS. 

Then,  husbands,  take  care,  of  suspioion  bewar^ 
Your  wive8  may  be  tnie,  if  you  foncy  tbcy  are; 
Witb  contidence  trust  them,  and  be  not  soch  elTes, 
As  to  make  by  your  jealousy  homs  for  yoursełyes. 


SONG  VIL 


DAMON. 


Habk,  hark,  o'er  the  plains  how  the  menry  bella 
Asleep  while  my  charmer  is  laid !  [nng, 

The  Tillage  is  up,  and  the  day  on  the  wing. 
And  Phillis  may  yet  die  a  maid. 


PHILLIS. 

'Tis  hardly  yet  day,  and  I  cannot  away, 

O,  Damon,  I  'm  yonng  and  afraid ; 
To  morrow,  my  dear,  I  Ml  to  church  without  fear. 

But  let  me  to  night  lie  a  maid. 

DAMON. 

The  bridemaids  are  met,  and  mamma'son  thefr^ 

All,  all  my  coy  Phillis  npbraid ; 
Come  open  the  door,  and  deny  me  no  more^ 

Nor  ery  to  liye  longer  a  maid, 

PHILLIS. 

Dear  shepherd,  forbear,  and  to  morrow  I  swear. 
To  morrow  I  Ml  not  be  afraid  ;  ' 

I  Ml  open  the  door,  and  deny  you  no  morę, 
Nor  ery  to  live  longer  a  maid* 


SONGS. 


S2l 


AAIIOW. 


Ko,  DO,  PhiUis,  no,  on  that  bo0om  of  snów 
To  ntght  Bhall  your  shepherd  be  laid ; 

B7  moming  my  dear  shall  be  eas^d  of  ber  fear. 
Nor  gńeve  she  '1  no  longer  a  mai^ 


PHIŁŁIS. 


ThcD  open  the  door,  twas  unbolted  before» 
His  bKss  silly  Damon  delayM  ; 

To  charch  Jet  us  go,  and  if  there  I  say  no^ 
O  thcn  let  me  die  an  old  maid. 


SONG  VIIL 

« 

Tbat  Jenny'9  my  friend,  my  delight,  and  my  prid^ 
I  alwajrs  ba^e  boasted,  and  seek  not  to  bidę ; 
1  dweil  on  ber  praises  wbererer  I  go, 
Tbey  aay  Tm  iu  love,  but  I  answer  no,  no. 

At  eT'ning  oft-times  with  wbat  pleasure  I  see 
A  Dote  from  ber  band,  "  Pil  be  witb  yon  at  tea !" 
My  beart  bow  it  bounds,  when  I  hear  ber  below  ! 
Bot  ay  not  'tia  love,  for  I  answer  no,  nob 

Sbe  ńngs  me  a  wmg,  and  I  ecbo  each  strain, 
Afrain  I  ery,  Jenny  1  sweet  Jenny«  again ! 
I  kiss  ber  soft  lips,  as  if  there  I  could  grow, 
And  fear  Fm  in  iove,  thougb  I  answer  no,  na 

Sbe  tells  me  ber  iauks,  as  she  sits  on  my  knee, 
I  cbide  ber,  and  swear  sbe^s  an  angel  to  me : 
My  shoulder  sbe  taps,  and  still  bi<k  me  tbink  so; 
Wbo  knows  but  sbe  lores,  thougb  she  tells  me,  no 
no? 

Yet  snch  is  my  temper,  so  duli  am  I  g^rown, 
I  ask  not  ber  beart,  but  would  conquer  mj  own : 
Her  bQsom's  soft  peace  shall  I  seek  to  o'erthrow. 
And  wisb  to  persnade,  while  I  answer  no,  no  ? 

From  beanty,  and  wit,  and  good-bumoor,  ab !  wby 
Sboald  prudence  adrise,  and  compel  me  to  fly  ? 
Tby  bounties,  O  Fortune !  make  hastę  to  bestow. 
And  let  me  <leierve  ber,  or  still  I  say  no. 


SONG  IX. 


Yov  ten  me  Fm  bandsome,  I  know  not  bow  tnie, 
Andeasy,  and  cbatty,  and  goo(f-humour'd  too; 
That  my  lipc  are  as  red  as  the  rose-bud  in  June, 
And  myToice,  like  the  nightingale^  sweetly  in 

tune: 
AD  this  bas  been  told  me  by  twenty  befbre, 
Bot  be  tbat  would  win  me,  most  flatter  me  mmre. 

If  beanty  from  Tirtoe  receive  no  snpply, 
Or  prattJe  finom  prudence,  bow  wantJng  am  I ! 
My  ease  and  good-humoar  short  raptures  will  bring. 
And  my  voice,  like  the  nigbtingale*s,  know  but  a 

spńng. 
For  charms  such  as  these  then,  your  praises  give  o*er, 
To  kre  me  for  life,  yon  mustlove  me  for  morę. 

Ilien  talk  to  me  not  of  a  shape  or  an  air, 
For  Chloe,  the  wanton,  can  rival  me  there ; 
Tn  Tiitoe  alone  tbat  makes  beauty  look  gay, 
And  brigbtens  good-bumoor,  as  sońshine  the  day ; 
For  that  if  you  lorę  me,  your  flame  shall  be  true. 
And  I»  m  my  tun^  may  be  tangbt  to  loye  too. 


SONG  X. 


How  blest  bas  my  time  been,  wbat  days  bave  I 

known, 
Since  wedlock's  soft  bondage  madę  Jesse  my  own ! 
So  joyful  my  beart  is,  so  easy  my  cbain, 
That  freedom  is  tastelesa,  and  roving  a  pain* 

Hirough  wal\cs,  grown  with  woodbines,  as  often  we 

stray, 
Around  us  our  bo3rs  and  girls  fcolic  and  play ; 
How  pleasing  their  sport  is  the  wanton  ones  see. 
And  borrow  their  looks  fkx»n  my  Jesse  and  tńe* 

To  try  ber  sweet  temper  somettmes  am  I  seen 
In  re^els  all  day  with  the  nymphs  of  tbe  green ;. 
Thougb  painful  my  absencc^  my  doubts  sbe  beguiles. 
And  meets  me  at  night  with  compUance  and  smiles. 

Wbat  thougb  on  ber  cheek  the  rosę  loses  its  hue, 
Her  ease  and  good-bumour  bloom  all  the  year 

through; 
Time  still  as  be  flies  brings  increase  to  ber  truth. 
And  gires  to  ber  mind  wbat  be  steals  from  ber  youth. 

Ye  shepherds  so  gay,  wbo  make  love  to  ensnare. 
And  cheat  with  false  tows  the  too  credulous  foir, 
In  searcb  of  true  pleasure  bow  rainly  you  roam ! 
To  bcdd  it  for  lifSe^  you  must  find  it  at  home. 


SONG  XL 


Hark  !  bark  !  'tis  a  Toice  from  tbe  tomb  ! 

«  Come,  Lucy,"  it  cries,  "  come  away ! 
Tbe  grave  of  tby  Collin  bas  room, 

To  rest  tbee  beside  bis  cold  day.* 
"  I  come,  my  dear  shepberd,  I  come; 

Ye  friends  and  companions,  adieu  ; 
I  baste  to  my  Collin's  dark  home, 

To  die  on  bis  bosom  so  true." 

All  moumfiil  the  midnight  beli  mng, 

When  Lucy,  sa4  Lucy  arose ; 
And  fortb  to  the  green-turf  sbe  spruąg, 

Wbere  CoHin's  pale  asbes  repose. 
All  wet  witb  the  nighfs  chilling  dew, 

Her  bosom  embrac'd  the  cold  ground, 
While  stormy  winds  over  ber  blew, 

And  night-ravens  croak*d  all  around. 


<( 


How  long,  my  lov'd  Collin,"  sbe  cry'd, 

"  How  long  must  tby  Lucy  complain  ? 
How  long  shall  the  grave  my  love  bidę  } 

How  long  ere  it  join  us  again  ? 
For  thee  thy  fond  shepherdess  liT'd, 

With  thee  o*er  the  world  would  she  fly, 
For  thee  bas  sbe  sorrow'd  and  g^cv'd, 

For  thee  would  sbe  lie  down  and  die. 

''  Alas !  wbat  avails  it  how  dear 

Thy  Lucy  was  once  to  ber  swain  ! 
Her  face  like  the  lily  so  fair, 

And  eyes  that  gave  light  to  the  plain  ! 
The  shepberd  that  lovM  ber  is  gone, 

Tbat  face  and  those  eyes  cbarm  no  morę. 
And  Lucy  forgot  and  alone. 

To  deatb  ihall  ber  Collin  deplore.*' 
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While  thiis  she  lay  sunk  in  despair, 

And  moum'd  to  Łhe  fichoes  aroundy 
Inflam'd  all  at  once  grew  the  air, 
'  And  thnnder  shook  dreadfiil  the  groODd : 
**  I  hear  the  kind  cali,  and  obey. 

Oh,  Golltn,  seceive  me,*'  sbe  cryM ! 
Hien  breathhig  a  groan  o'er  bis  clay, 
She  hung  on  his  tomb-stone  and  dy^d. 


SOKQ  X1L 

nrnoBucED  in  thz  AimioR's  pocmdłino* 

For  a  shape  and  a  bloom,  and  an  air  and  a  mień, 
Myrtilla  was  brrghtest  of  all  the  gay  green; 
But  artfully  wild,  and  affectedly  coy, 
Those  ber  beaaties  invited,  her  pride  would  destroy. 

By  the  flocks  as  she  strayM  with  the  nympbs  of  tbe 

vale. 
Not  a  shepherd  but  woo*d  her  to  hear  ber  soft  tale ; 
Thongh  fotal  the  passion,  she  langh>d  at  the  swain, 
And  retuni^d  with  n^ect,  wbat  she  heard  with  dis- 

dam. 

But  beauty  bas  wings  and  too  hastily  flies, 
And  love  unrewarded,  soon  sickens  and  dies. 
The  n3rmph  car*d  by  time  of  her  folly  and  pride, 
Now  sigbs  in  her  tum  for  the  bliss  she  denied. 

No  longer  she  frolics  it  wide  6'er  the  plain. 
To  kill  with  her  coyness  the  languishing  swain ; 
So  humbled  her  pride  ts,  so  softencd  her  mind, 
That,  though  courted  by  non6,  she  to  all  would  be 
kind. 


SONG  xin. 

nfTMSDCBD  IH  THB  AimiOR*S  OAMBSTSB. 

WipiN  Damon  languish'd  at  ray  feet. 

And  I  beliey^d  him  tme, 
The  moments  of  delight  how  sweet ! 

But  ah !  how  swift  they  llew  ! 
The  sunny  bill,  tbe  flow'ry  vale, 

The  garden  and  tbe  gro^e, 
Have  echo*d  to  his  ardent  tale, 

And  Tows  of  endless  loye. 

The  conquest  gain'd,  be  left  his  prize, 

He  left  ber  to  complain ; 
To  talk  of  joy  with  weeping  eyes, 

And  measure  time  by  pain. 
But  Heav^  will  take  the  inounier's  part, 

In  pity  to  despair ; 
And  tbe  last  sigh  that  rends  tbe  beart, 

Shall  waft  the  spirit  there. 


THE  NUN; 

▲  CANT  ATA. 

RBCrTATIYE. 


Of  Cottstance  boly  legends  tell, 
The  softcst  sister  of  the  celi ; 
Nonę  sent  to  Hear^n  so  sweet  a  ery, 
Or  roUM  at  mass  so  bright  an  eye. 


No  wanton  taint  her  boBom  knew, 

Her  houTs  in  heaT'nly  vision  flew, 

Her  knees  were  wom  with  midnight  pray'r^ 

And  thus  sbe  breath'd  diyinest  airs. 

'  Ant* 

In  hallowM  walks,  and  awful  cells, 

Secluded  from  tbe  light  and  vainy 
The  cbaifte-ey'd  maid  with  yirtue  dwells^ 

And  solitude,  and  silence  reign. 
llie  wanton's  voice  is  heard  not  berę. 

To  Heay'n  the  sacred  pile  beloogs ; 
Each  wali  retums  the  wbisper^d  pray^r. 

And  echoes  but  to  holy  songs. 

BBCrTATITB*   ' 

Alas,  that  pamper'd  monks  sbould  dare 
Intrude  where  saintod  vestals  are ! 
Ah,  Francis  I  Francis !  well  I  weet 
Those  holy  looks  are  all  deceit. 
With  Aame  the  Muse  prolongs  her  tale, 
The  priest  was  young,  the  nun  was  firail* 
I>ev<otion  faulter'd  on  her  toogue, 
Loye  tun*d  ker  Toice,  and  thus  she  song. 

AHU 

"  Alas,  how  deluded  was  I, 

To  fiincy  deiights  as  I  did ! 
With  maidens  at  midnight  to^igh. 

And  knre,  the  sweet  passion,  forińd! 
O,  fatber  I  my  fbllies  fbrgive. 

And  stiU  to  absoWe  me  be  nigh ; 
Your  lessoDB  have  taught  me  to  lirę, 

Come  teach  me,  O !  teach  me  to  die !" 

To  ber  arms  in  a  rapture  he  sprung, 

Her  bosom,  half-naked,  met  his  ; 
lYansported  in  silence  she  hung. 

And  melted  away  at  each  kiss. 
"  Ah,  father !"  expiring  sbe  cry^d* 

'*  With  rapture  I  yield  up  my  breath  !^ 
"  Ah,  daugbter !"  he  fbndly  reply'd, 

"  The  rigbteous  find  oomibrt  in  death.* 


SOLOMON,  A  SERENATA  : 


SBT  TO  MUSIC  BT  DB.  BOTCE. 


PART  L 


CHORUSt 


Berołd^  Jerusalem,  thy  king, 
Wbose  praises  all  tbe  nations  sing ! 
To  Solomon  the  Lord  bas  giv'n 
Ali  arU  and  wisdom  under  Heav'n : 
For  him  the  tnneful  yirgin  throng 
Of  Zion's  daughters  swell  the  song: 
While  yonng  and  old  thdr  Toioes  raise* 
And  wake  the  Echoes  with  bis  pratsew 

RBCrrATITB* 

Sus.  Fram  tbe  mountains,  lo  I  he  oomea^ 
Breathjng  from  his  lips  perfumes; 
While  ssephyrs  on  his  garments  play. 
And  sweets  through  aU  tbe  air  coavey« 


SOLOMOK 


S2S 


Tdl  me,  lorely  sbepberd,  where 
Tboa  feed*sŁ  at  noon  thy  fleecy.care? 
Direct  me  to  the  sweet  retreat, 
That  guards  thee  from  the  mid-day  heat: 
Lest  by  the  flocks  I  lonely  stray, 
Without  a  guide,  and  lose  my  way : 
^Tiere  rest  at  noon,  thy  bleattng  care, 
Gentle  shepherd,  tell  me  where  ? 

AIIU  ^ 

Hb.  Fairest  of  the  virgiii  throng, 
DoBt  tboa  seek  tby  swaiii*s  abode  ? 
See  yoo  fertile  Tale  along 

The  new-wom  path  the  flocks  have  trod: 
Pumie  tbe  prints  their  feet  have  madę. 
And  they  sball  guide  thee  to  the  shade. 

BECITATITB* 

She.  As  the  rich  apple,  on  whose  bougbg 
Ripe  finiit  with  streaky  beauty  glows, 
Esceb  the  trees  that  shade  the  gn>ve, 
So  shinesy  among  his  sex,  my  love. 

Ali* 

Beneath  bis  ample  shade  I  lay, 
Defended  finom  the  sultry  day ; 
His  coołing  fnut  my  thirst  assuagM, 
And  qnench'd  the  fires  that  in  me  rag^d; 
Uli  sated  with  tbe  Inscious  taste, 
I  lOse  and  blest  the  sweet  tepast. 

RficrrATirB* 

Hb.  Wbo  quit8  tbe  łily*s  fleecy  wbite, 
To  fix  on  meaner  fiow^rs  the  sight  ? 
Ot  teaves  the  n)se's  stem  untorn, 
To  crop  tbe  blossom  fitom  the  thorn  ? 
Unmard  thns  thy  beauties  are  ; 
So  shines  my  io¥e  among  the  Hiu 


Balmy  sweetness,  erer  flowing, 

From  ber  dro|^lng  lips  distils ; 
Flowers  on  ber  cbeeló  are  blowing, 

And  ber  voice  with  mosio  thrillś. 
Zephyrs  o'er  tbe  spioes  flying, 

Wafting  sweets  from  every  tree, 
ScVning  sense  with  odours  cloying, 

Breatbe  not  balf  so  sweet  as  sbe. 

ISCITATiyB* 

Smu  Let  not  my  prince  his  slave  despise^ 
Ot  pav«  mc  with  unheeding  eyes, 
Becanse  the  Sun's  discolouring  rays 
Have  chasM  the  lily  from  my  face, 
My  eoTiou^  ^isters  saw  my  bloom, 
And  dTO\'e  me  from  my  mother*s  borne  j 
rQ6heiter'd  a!)  the  scorchiog  day 
They  madę  me  in  their  vineyard  stay. 

Ab  simnfe  m?, !  my  own,  npore  dear, 

H.'  0*1',  a  !<♦ :  V  qo  not  my  tarę : 
1'     wric  L  »  r  tb  '  fence«  bmkf*, 
••.t  I.  t  >r«'  th  ■    •  '  Nf^rs  frrun  the  stock, 
V' ;   .    a.  rr  rrnsł."  the  fru''t  dfsrroy^d^ 
ao:  icitedf  uli  the  rąvage  cloy'd* 


AA* 

He.  Fair  and  comely  is  my  lorę. 
And  softer  than  the  blue-ey'd  doye  ; 
Down  ber  neck  the-wanton  locks 
Bound  like  the  kids  on  Gilead'B  rpcks  ; 
Her  teetb  like  flocks  in  beauty  seem, 
New  shom,  and  dropping  from  the  stream  ; 
Her  glowing  lips  by  far  outvie 
Tbe  plaited  threads  of  scariet  dye ; 
Whene'er  sbe  ąpeaks  the  accents  wonnd, 
Andr  musie  floats  upon  the  sound* 

BBCITATITBs 

She.  Forbear,  O  charming  swain,  fbrbear ! 
Tby  votce  enchants  my  lisfning  ear  ; 
And  while  I  gazę,  my  bosom  glows. 
My  flutfring  beart  with  love  o^erflows, 
The  shades  of  night  hang  o'er  my  eyet. 
And  eyery  sense  within  me  dies. 

AU. 

O  fili  with  cooling  juice  the  bowl ! 
Assnage  the  fever  in  my  soul ! 
With  oopious  draughts  my  thirst  remove, 
And  a^oih.  the  beart  that*s  sick  of  love. 


. 


PART  IL 

itciTATnrs. 

He.  The  cbeerful -Spring  begins  to  day; 
Arise,  my  fiaiir-one,  come  away ! 

UCITAT1VE« 

She.  Sweet  masie  steals  along  tbe  aii 
Hark ! my  bek>ved'8  voice  I  bear  1 

Anu 

He.  Arise,  my  fSEiic,  and  come  away» 
The  cheerfiil  -Spring  begins  to  day : 
Bleak  WŁnter'8  gone  with  all  his  train 
Of  ćhilUng  fiposts,  aud  dropping  raip. 
Amidst  tbe  rerdure  of  the  mead 
The  primrose  lifts  ber  ▼ełv6t  bead: 
The  warbling  birds,  tbe  woods  amiongy 
Salute  the  season  with  a  song : 
The  cooing  turtle  in  the  grove 
Renews  his  tender  tale  of  love : 
The  vines  their  infant  tendrils  sboot: 
Tbe  fig-tree  bends  with  early  firuit: 
All  weicome  in  the  genial  ray : 
Arise,  my  fair,  and  come  away ! 

CMORUS. 

All  weicome  in  the  genial  ray, 
Arise,  O  fair  one,  come  away ! 

nuET. 

Togetber  let  us  rangę  the  fieldt, 

Impearled  with  the  moming  dew  ; 
Or  view  the  fruits  the  vineyard  yields^ 

Or  tbe  apple^s  clusfring  bough ; 
There  in  close-emboweT'd  shades. 

Impenrious  to  the  noon-tide  ray. 
By  tinkling  rills,  on  ro6y  beds, 

We'11  love  the  sultry  bonn  aw»y« 
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ttClTATIYB. 

Hi.  How  love1y  art  thou  to  the  ńght, 
For  pleasure  (bnn'd,  and  sweet  delight ! 
Tidl  as  the  palm-tree  is  tby  shape, 
Thy  breasŁs  are  like  the  clust^ring  grapę* 

AUU 

Łet  me,  loTe,  thy  bole  ascendńig. 

On  the  swelling  clustert  feed : 
With  my  grasp  the  viDe-tree  bendmg, 

In  my  close  embracc  shall  bleed. 
Stay  me  with  delicious  kisses, 

From  thy  honey-dropping  mouth  $ 
Sweeter  than  the  Summer  breezes 

Blowing  from  the  genial  South. 

RECITATIVB» 

SuB.  O  that  a  sisier^s  specious  name 
Conceard  from  prying  eyes  my  flame ! 
Uncensur'd  then  Fd  own  my  love, 
And  cbastest  yirgins  should  approive: 
Then  fearless  to  my  motber^s  bed 
My  seeming  brother  would  I  lead : 
Soft  tranffports  should  the  hours  employ, 
And  the  deceit  should  crown  the  joy. 

Aia. 

Soft !  I  adjure  you,  by  the  fawns 
Tkat  bound  acnes  the  flow'ry  lawns, 
Yi  virgiD8,  that  ye  lightly  move, 
Nor  with  your  whispers  wake  my  love  ! 

RBCITATIYS* 

Hb.  My  iair^s  a  garden  of  delight, 
EnclosM  and  bid  from  wlgar  sight ; 
Wbere  streams  from  bubhling  (ountains  stray^ 
And  roses  deck  the  yerdant  way. 

Aia.    * 

SofUy  arise,  O  soutbern  breeze ! 
And  kindly  fan  the  blooming  trees; 
Upon  m/spioy  garden  blow, 
Tłiat  sweets  from  every  part  may  floir. 

Ye  aonthera  breezes,  g^ntly  b1ow» 
Hutt  sweets  irom  every  patt  may  flow. 


PART  IIL 


Aia. 


Hb.  Arise,  my  fair,  the  doors  unfold, 
ReceJTe  me,  shirering  with  the  cold^ 


BECITATIYE. 

SoB.  My  hearl  amidst  my  slumbers  wakes. 
And  tells  me  my  beloved  speaks. 

AIR. 

He  Arise,  my  fair,  the  doora  unfbld, 
Receive  me,  shjvering  with  the  cold : 
The  chili-drops  hang  upon  my  head, 
And  night^s  cold  dęws  my  cheeks  o^erspread : 
ReceiYe  me,  dropping,  to  thy  breast. 
And  Inll  me  in  thy  arms  to  rest. 


RBCITAltTB. 

She.  Obedient  to  thy  Toice  I  hie  ; 
The  willing  doors  wide  opeą  fly. 

AIB. 

Ab !  whither,  whitber  art  thou  gone? 
Where  is  my  lovely  wand'rer  flown  ? 
Ye  blooming  yirgins,  as  you  roye, 
If  chance  you  meet  my  straying  loye, 
I  charge  you  tell  him  bow  I  moura. 
And  pant,  and  die  for  his  return. 

CBOROS  OF  ymciNs. 

Who  18  tky  love,  O  charroing  maid ! 
That  from  thy  arms  so  late  bas  stray^d  } 
Say  what  dLstinguishM  charms  adom. 
And  finish  out  his  radiant  form  ? 

AIB. 

Shb.  On  his  face  the  yenial  rosę, 
Blended  with  the  lily,  glows ; 
His  loćks  are  as  the  rayen  black, 
In  ringlets  waying  down  his  back ; 
His  eyes  with  milder  beanties  beam, 
Than  billing  doyes  beside  the  stream ; 
His  youthiiil  cheeks  are  beds  of  flow'rs» 
EnripenM  by  refreshing  show^  ; 
His  lips  are  of  the  rose's  hue, 
Dropping  with  a  fragrant  dew; 
Tali  as  the  cedar  he  appeare, 
And  aserect  his  form  he  bears. 
This,  O  ye  yirgins,  is  the  swain, 
Whose  absence  causes  all  my  pain. 

aBcrrATiys. 

He.  Sweet  nymph,  whom  ruddier  charms  adom, 
Than  open  with  the  rosy  morn ; 
Fair  as  the  Moon*s  unclouded  light. 
And  as  the  Sun  in  splendour  bright ; 
Thy  beauties  dazzle  from  a-iar, 
like  glitfring  arms  that  gild  the  war« 

REcrrATiyB* 

Sbb.  o  take  me !  stamp  me  <m  thy  brtast ! 
Deep  let  the  image  be  imprest ! 
For  Loye,  like  armed  Death,  is  strong, 
Rudely  he  drags  his  slaves  along : 
If  once  to  jealousy  be  turns, 
With  neyer-dying  ragę  he  buras. 

DUET. 

Thou  soft  inyader  of  the  soul ! 
O  Loye,  who  shalT  thy  powY  control ! 
To  quench  thy  fires  whole  riyers  drain,  ' 
Tby  buming  heat  shall  still  remain. 
In  yain  we  tracę  the  globe  to  try, 
If  pow*rfiil  gold  thy  joys  can  buy: 
The  treasures  of  the  world  will  proye 
Too  poor  a  bribe  to  purcbase  1ove. 

CBOROS.  , 

In  yain  we  tracę  the  globe  to  try, 
If  powYful  gold  thy  joys  can  buy : 
The  treasures  of  the  world  will  proy* 
Too  poor  a  bribe  to  pnrchaae  loye. 
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PROLOGUE  TO  GIL  BLAS, 

•Omf  IT  MB.  WOODWABD,  IN  THE  CHAIACTSR  OP  A  CRI- 
nc,  WITR  A  CATCAŁŁ  IN  HIS  HANSb 

Abs  yoa  all  ready  ?  Here*«  yoar  musie !  berę  ■ ! 
Aotiior,  sneak  oiS,  we'll  tickle  you,  my  dear. 

The  felfow  stoppM  me  in  a  hellish  frigbt 

"  Prty  sir,"  says  hc,  "  must  I  be  dainn'd  to-night  ? *' 
I)unn*d !  surely,  frieod — Don^t  hope  for  our  com- 

pliance, 
Zoaods,  ar !  — a  seeónd  p1ay'8  downright  defiance. 
Tliough  onoe,  poor  rogae,  we  pitied  yoar  condition, 
¥ieK*t  the  tnie  recipe — ^for  repetition. 
"  Wdlf  sir,**  says  be,  '*  e^en  as  you  please,  so  tben 
m  nerer  troiible  Toa  witb  jHayn  again.*' 
Bot  barkee,  poet  f — ^woD*t  yoa  thoagb  ?  says  I. 
"  Toa  boBoor." — Then  we^il  danm  yoa,  let  me  die. 

<  Blommg  bis  eatoalL 


Sha'ii^t we,  my  bucks  ?  Lsfs  take  him  at  bis  word— « 
Damn  him^^r  by  my  soul,  beli  write  a  tbird. 
Tbe  man  wants  money,  I  suppose — but  mind  ye 
Tell  bim  youSre  left  youT  charity  bebind  yc. 
A  pretty  plea,  bis  wants,  to  out  regard ! 
As  if  we  bloods  had  bowels  for  a  bard ! 
Besides,  wbat  men  of  spirit,  now-a-days, 
Come  to  gtve  sober  judgments  of  new  plays  ? 
"  It  argues  some  good-nature  to  be  quiet-- '* 
Good-natare !  Ay  —but  tben  we  lose  a  riot. 
Tbe  scribbling  fool  may  beg  and  make  a  fuss, 
Tis  deatb  to  him—Wbat  then  ł—Tis  sport  to  iitk 
Don't  mind  me  tbough — for  all  my  fan  and  jokea^ 
The  bard  may  find  us  bloods  good-naturM  folks; 

Not  crabbed  critics — foes  to  rising  merit 

Write  but  witb  fire— €uid  well  applaud  witb  spirit— 
Our  autbor  aims  at  no  dishoaest  ends, 
He  knows  no  enemies,  and  boasts  some  friends; 
He  takes  no  metbods  down  your  tbtoats  to  cram  it^ 
So  if  you  like  it,  sa^e  it;  ifnot        danm  it. 
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LIFE  OF  CAWTHORN- 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


A  FBW  scanty  memoirs  of  M r.  Cawthorn  were  inserted  iu  thę  last  edition  of  Dr. 
Joliiisoa's  Eoglish  Pocts,  1790.  To  these  I  am  uow  enabled  to  make  some  additions 
from  a  letter  written  by  Mr.  Goodwiu  of  Sheffield,  and  printed  in  the  Gentlemaii's  Ma- 
gasoe  for  179^,  but  the  account  is  still  meagre  and  unsatisfactory. 

James  Cawthorn,  the  son  of  Thomas  Cawthorn,  upholsterer  and  cabmet*maker  in 
Sheffield,  by  Mary,  daughter  of  M r.  Edward  Langhton,  of  Gainsborough,  was  bom  at 
Sheffield,  Nov.  4,  1719.  Hb  early  inclination  to  letters,  joined  to  a  sprightly  tum  and 
quick  apprehension,  induced  his  parents  to  send  him  to  the  grammar-school  of  Sheffield, 
dien  superintended  by  the  rev.  M r.  Robinson.  Herę  he  madę  a  considerable  proficiency 
in  classical  leaming,  and  became  so  sobn  ambitious  of  literary  famę  as  to  attempt  a  pe- 
riodical  paper,  entided  The  Tea  Table,  but  was  discouraged  by  his  father,  who  probably 
thouglit  that  he  was  too  young  for  an  observer  of  men  and  manners,  and  too  ignorant  of 
the  world  to  become  its  adviser.  Tlie  name  of  his  paper  he  might  have  borrowed  from 
Mrs.  Haywood,  who  was  the  osteusible  author  of  The  Tea  Table,  about  the  years  ]  724 
and  1725,  in  which  she  was  supported  by  some  of  the  pohtical  writers  of  that  day. 

In  1735,  Mr.  Cawthorn  was  removed  to  the  grammar-school  at  Kirkby  Lonsdale  in 
Westmoreland,  where  he  madę  his  iirst  poetical  attempts,  $everal  of  which  are  said  to  be 
still  extant  in  hb  hand-writing ;  three  of  these  were  admitted  into  the  edition  of  hb  worka 
published  in  1 77 1,  but  one  of  them  proved  to  be  a  production  of  Mr.  Chrbtopber  Pitt. 
In  1736,  howevcr,  he  publbhed  at  Sheffield  a  ppem  entitled  The  Perjured  Lover,  fomied 
00  a  lesser  poem,  which  he  wrote  about  that  time,  on  the  popular  story  of  Inkte  and 
Yarico.    Thb  has  been  consigned  to  oblivioń.    In  the  same  year  he  appears  to  have 
been  employed  as  an  -assbtant  under.  the  rev.  Mr.  Christian,  of  Rotheram.     fn  1758,  he 
was  matriculated  of  Clare-Hall  Cambridge,  but  his  name  is  not  to  be  foimd  amon<r  the 
graduates,  nor  can  we  leara  how  long  he  pursued  his  academical  studies.    Whcn  pro- 
moted  to  the  school  of  Tunbridge,  he  had  obtained  the  degree  of  M.  A.  probably  trom 
some  Doithern  uniyersity. 

AiWr  he  left  Cambridge,  he  came  to  the  metropolb,  and  was  for  some  Gme  assistant 
to  Mr.  Clare,  master  of  an  academy  in  Soho  Square,  whose  daughter,  Mary,  he  married. 
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By  her  lie  had  selera)  childreń  who  all  died  ia  their  infancy.  He  appeais  about  tfau 
period  to  have  taken  orders,  and  in  1743  was  elected  master  of  Tunbridge  school.  Ia 
this  situatlon  be  wrote  tbe  poetical  exer€ises  which  were  spoken  by  the  yoiing  gentlemca 
on  tłie  annual  ybitations  of  the  company  of  Skinners,  who  are  the  patrons  of  the  school. 
These  exerci8es  form  a  considerable^  and  perfaaps  the  best  part  of  h»  printed  works. 
On  April  I5tli,  1761,  he  was  killed  by  a  fidl  from  his  horse,  and  was  baried  in  Tunbridgt 
church.     Over  his  remains  i$  the  foUowing  inscription : 

Hic  situs  est 

Iacobus  Caittiiorn,  a.  M. 

ScholaB  Tunbrigienms  magister, 

^oi  jaTentuti  tum  moribus  tum  literis  insŁitueods 

Operam  magno  non  sine  honore  dedit. 

Opibus,  qnas  largi  mano  distńbuit, 

Fniitur,  et  in  seternum  fruetnr. 

Obiit,  heu  citius!  Apńlis  15,  1761, 

iStatis  40. 

Soror  moeflta  ex  grato  aoimo  hoc  posoit. 

It  is  recorded  as  something  Tery  remarkable,  that  he  had  appointed  Virgil'8  SHk 
eclogue'to  be  recited  at  the  approaching  visitation  of  the  Skinners'  Company. 

His  acąuired  knowledge  must  have  been  very  conńderable,  as  his  ailusions  to  Tarioas 
braoches  of  the  sciences  and  of  polite  literaturę  are  freąuent,  and  bespeak  a  familiaiity 
with  the  subject :  yet  his  literary  talents,  it  is  said,  borę  a  smali  proportion  to  his  morał 
cxcellence.  In  all  tlie  relative  duties  his  conduct  was  yirtuous,  humane^  and  affectionate. 
We  are  niore  in  the  dark  as  to  his  behaviour  as  a  schoolmaster.  Mr.  Goodwin  intimates 
thdt  he  supported  his  cliaracter  by  that  happy  niixture  of  dignity  and  kindness  Wluch  is 
supposed  to  render  severity  unnecessafy ;  but  in  the  short  sketch  of  his  life,  in  the  last 
editjon  of  the  English  poets,  we  are  told,  that,  although  generous  and  friendly  in  tbe 
common  intercourse  of  life,  he  was  singularly  harsłi  and  serere  in  the  conduct  of  his 
school.  From  the  same  authority  we  leam,  that  he  had  some  extraordinary  foibks. 
With  little  skili  in  horsemausliip,  lie  was  fond  of  riding,  and  with  no  acąuaintance  with 
musie,  he  was  an  admirer  of  concerts  and  opcras.  He  has  been  known  to  ride  to  Lod- 
don  from  Tunbridge,  in  order  to  be  present  at  a  musical  performance,  though  he  was 
under  the  necessity  of  being  back  by  seven  o*cIock  the  next  moraing.  His  boiaemaji- 
sbip  may  be  given  up :  but  his  knowledge  of  the  :fine  arts  was  so  generał  that  it  is  difficult 
to  believe  that  he  was  ignorant  of  the  principles  of  musie.  To  tłie  school,  he  was  in  one 
respect  an  useful  bene&ctor.  In  conjunction  with  his  patrons,  he  founded  a  libraiy  dow 
annexed  to  it. 

In  174-6  he  publlshed  his  Abelard  to  Eloisa,  and  two  occasiooal  sermons,  one  in  1745 
preaclied  at  St.  Margar^s  churcli,  Westminster,  at  tbe  election  of  two  buigesses ;  the 
otlier  in  1748,  preached  at  St.  Anthdiin^s,  before  the  Skinners'  Company,  whose  hall  is 
situated  in  that  parish.  These,  with  The  Perjured  Lover,  were  the  only  pieces  publisbed 
in  liis  lifetime.  In  1771,  his  poems  were  collccted  iu  an  octavo  volume,  and  prioted 
liy  siibscrrplion,  but  without  any  account  of  the  author,  or  much  attentk>n  to  his  mc- 
mory.    Several  trifling  pieces  were  included,  whicli  he  would  probably  have  rejected. 

As  a  poct,  he  displays  considerable  variety  of  power,  yet  perhaps  he  is  ratber  to  be 
placed  araong  the  etliical  yersifiers,  tlian  raiiked  with  those  who  have  attempted  with 
Attccess  tłie  higlier  fligUts  of  genius.    As  an  iraitator  of  Pope,  he  is  superior  to  most  of 
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thofle  who  ha^e  formed  themselves  in  that  school,  yet  his  imitatious  are  ofien  so  close  as 
to  appear  tbe  efiect  ratlier  of  memory  than  of  judgmeut.  His  Abelard  to  Eloisa  was  a 
bold,  and,'  if  I  mjstake  not,  a  confident  attempt ;  yet  we  miss  the  impassioned  bursts 
and  glowing  scenes,  tnie  to  naturę  and  feeling,  wliich  have  placed  the  Eloisa  of  Pope 
beyond  all  reach  of  competition.  There  is  a  dignity  and  consistency  in  Eloisa's  sen> 
timents  and  feelings  which  is  never  interrupted  by  familiarity  of  phrase.  Cawthorn's 
Abelard  vibrate6  so  often  between  passion  and  penitence,  that  he  seems  to  be  quibbling 
witb  his  Gonscience,  or  stating  with  mechanical  repetition,  the  pro  and  eon  of  sensuality 
and  religion ;  and  where  Pope  has  iailed  in  delicacy  of  allusion  to  Abelard*s  misfortune, 
Cttwtbom  has  yet  morę  freąuently  fisuled,  by  morę  frequeutly  recurring  to  a  subject  which 
no  language  can  render  decent.  It  must  be  allowed,  however,  that  there  are  in  this 
composition  many  passages  of  energetic  patfios,  and  some  individual  lines  of  striking 
beauty.  His  Epistle  from  Lady  Jane  Grey  to  Lord  Dudley  is  another  attempt  in  the 
heroic  manner,  in  which  he  has  been  morę  successful :  the  subject  was  his  own,  and 
there  is  less  of  ambitious  effort  in  treating  it.  His  principal  exGellence, 'however, 
hes  in  solid  reflection  on  men  and  manners,  and  in  satirical  pictures  and  allusions :  here 
he  has  all  the  gaiety  of  the  most  favoured  disciples  of  the  Horatian  school,  and  far 
morę  ease  than  m  his  other  compositions.  The  Birth  and  Education  of  Genius,  and 
Wit  and  Leaming,  are  among  the  happiest  allegories  in  our  language :  and  The  Regula- 
tion  of  thePassions,  and  Life  unhappy,  &c.  are  not  less  admirable  for  justness  of  sen- 
timent  and  elegance  of  versification.  It  would  be  unjust  not  to  point  out  A  Father's 
Eiteropore  Consolation,  an  exquisite  little  piece,  written  on  the  death  of  his  twiu- 
children. 
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TO  MISS , 

OP  BOKSBlIAiaMŁN,  W  KBIIT. 

Whbm  Wit  and  Science  trimm^d  their  #ither'd  bays, 
At  Petnurch*8  Toice,  and  beain'd  with  half  their 

Same  bearen-boni  genius,  pantmg  to  explore 
The  scenes  oblirion  wish'd  to  live  no  morę, 
Fouad  Abelard  in  gri^s  sad  pomp  arrayM, 
And  call'd  tbe  meltiug  moumer  from  the  shade. 
Toach*d  by  bis  woes,  and  kindling  at  his  ragę, 
Adnmiiig  nations  glow*d  from  age  to  age; 
7rooi  age  to  age  the  soft  infection  rao, 
Taiight  to  lament  the  hermit  in  the  man ; 
Pńde  dropt  her  crest,  Ambition  ieam'd  to  sigh, 
ind  dove*like  Pity  stream'd  in  erery  eye. 

Sick  of  tbe  world*s  applause,  yet  fbnd  to  warm 
Bach  inaid  that  knov8  with  Eloise  to  charm, 
He  wAm  of  Terse  to  aid  his  natiTe  fire, 
Refines,  and  wildly  lives  along  tbe  lyre ; 
Bkb  all  his  Tarious  passions  throb  ancw, 
Aod  hopes,  my  fair,  to  steal  a  tear  from  yoii. 

O  Uest  with  temper,  blest  with  skill  to  pour 
Uk*9  every  comfort  on  each  social  hour ; 
Chaste  as  thy  blushcs,  gentle  as  thy  mień, 
Too  ^ye  for  folly,  and  too  gay  for  spleen ; 
IndaVd  to  win,  to  soften,  to  inspire, 
To  mdt  with  musie,  and  with  wit  to  fire; 
To  blend,  as  judgment  tells  thee  bow  to  please, 
Wildom  with  imiles,  and  mąjesty  with  ease ; 
Aiike  to  Virtue  as  the  Gracea  known. 
And  prond  to  lorę  all  merit  but  thy  own ! 

Tbese  are  tby  honour^  these  will  cliarms  sup- 

p»y. 

Whea  thoae  dear  suns  sball  set  in  either  eye ; 
While  sbe,  who^  fbnd  of  dress,  of  paiut,  and  place, 
Aima  but  to  be  a  goddess  in  tbe  iace ; 
Bora  all  thy  8ex  Ulumines  to  despise, 
Too  mad  for  thought,  too  pretty  to  be  wise, 
Baunts  for  a  year  fantastically  vain, 
With  half  our  Fribbles  dying  in  her  train ; 
Tbeo  sii&s,  as  beauty  fades  and  passion  cools, 
Vk  sooni  of  cosoombf,  and  the  jest  of  fool8« 


ABELARD  TO  ELOISA. 

FIEST  FUBŁISHBD  1747. 


THE  AKOUM BNT. 

Abelard  and  Eloisa  flourished  m  the  twelfth  cea- 
tury :  they  were  two  of  the  most  distinguished  per- 
sons  of  their  age  in  leaming  and  beauty,  but  for 
uothing  morę  famous  than  for  their  unfortunate 
passion.  After  a  long  course  of  calamities,  they 
retired  each  to  a  several  conrent,  and  conse- 
crated  the  remainder  of  their  days  to  religion. 
It  was  many  years  after  this  separation  that  a 
letter  of  Abelard*s  to  a  friend,  wbich  contained 
the  history  of  his  misfortunes,  fell  iuto  the  bands 
of  Eloisa:  this  occasioned  those  celebrated  let^ 
ters  (out  of  which  the  following  is  partly  ex- 
tracted)  which  give  so  tiyely  a  picture  of  the 
str.uggles  of  grace  and  naturę,  virtue  and  pas- 
sion. Mr.  Popc. 


Ah  !  why  tbb  boding  start  ?  this  sudden  pain, 
That  wings  my  pulse,  and  sboots  from  Tein  to  Tein ! 
What  mean,  regardleas  of  3ron  midnigbt  beli, 
These  earthbom  vision8  saddening  o*er  my  celi ! 
What  strange  disorder  prompts  these  thougbts  to 

gl<WF, 

Tbese  sighs  to  murmur,  and  these  tean  to  flow  ? 
"lis  sbe,  'tis  £Joisa's  form  restor>d, 
Once  a  pure  saint,  and  morę  than  saints  ador'd : 
She  oomes  in  all  her  killing  charms  confess*d, 
Olares  througb  tbe  gloom,  and  poun  upon  my  breatt, 
Bids  Heaven'8  brigbt  guard  from  Paraclete  remon^ 
And  drags  me  back  to  misery  and  love. 

Enjoy  thy  triumpbs,  dear  illusion !  see 
This  s^  apostatę  from  his  God  to  thee ; 
See,  at  thy  cali,  my  guilty  warmths  return, 
Flame  througb  my  blood,  and  steal  me  firom  my  ung 
Yet,  yet,  firail  Abelard !  one  eifort  try, 
Kre  the  last  lingeriiig  spark  of  virtae  die ; 
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The  deadly  cbarming  sorceren  control. 
And,  spite  of  Naturę,  tear  Jier  from  thy  soal. 

ŁÓng  has  that  soul,  in  ihese  unsocial  woods, 
Where  Angiiish  muses,  and  where  Sonów  broods, 
From  LoTe*s  wild  visionaiy  wishes  strayM, 
And  sought  to  lose  thy  beauties  in  tbe-shade. 
Faith  dropp*d  a  smile,  DeYotion  leot  ber  fire, 
Woke  the  keen  pang,  and  sanctified  desire ; 
Łftd  me  enrapturM  to  the  blest  abode, 
And  taught  my  heart  to  glow  with  all  its  God. 
But,  O !  how  weak  fair  faith  and  virtue  proye 
Whcn  Eloisa  melts  away  in  love ! 
When  her  fond  soul,  impassioo'd,  rapt,  unyeird. 
No  joy  forgotten,  and  no  wish  conceal'd, 
Flows  through  her  pen  as  infant-softness  free, 
And  iiercely  springs  in  ecstasies  to  me  ! 
Ye  Heavens !  as  walldng  in  yon  sacred  fane, 
With  every  seraph  warm  in  every  vein, 
Just  as  remorse  had  roos^d  an  aching  sigh, 
And  my  tom  soul  hung  trembling  in  my  eye, 
In  that  kind  hour  thy  &tal  letter  came, 
I  saw,  I  gaz*d,  I  shiyer^d  at  the  name  j 
The  conscious  lamps  at  once  forgot  to  shine, 
Prophetic  tremours  shook  the  hallow'd  shrine ; 
Priests,  censers,  altars,  from  thy  genius  fied, 
And  Heav'n  itself  shut  on  me  while  I  read. 

Dear  smiling  Mischief !  art  thon  still  the  same^ 
The  stiil  pale  yictim  of  too  soft  a  ilame  ? 
Warm  as  when  first,  with  morę  than  mortal  shine, 
Each  melting  eye-bail  mixM  thy  soul  with  minę  r 
Haye  not  thy  tears,  for  eyer  taught  to  flow, 
The  glooms  of  absence,  and  the  pangs  ofwoe, 
Thie  pomp  of  sacrifice,  the  whisperM  tale, 
The  dreadful  vow  yet  hoyering  o*er  thy  veil, 
Droye  this  bewitching  fondoess  from  thy  breast, 
Curb'd  the  loose  wish,  and  form'd  each  pulse  to  rcst  ? 
And  canst  Łhou  still,  still  bend  the  suppliant  knee 
To  Loye'8  dread  shrine,  and  weep  and  sigh  for  me  ? 
Then  take  me,  take  me,  lock  me  in  thy  arms, 
Spring  to  my  lips,  and  giye  me  all  thy  charms. 
No — fly  me,  fly  me,  spread  th'  impatient  sail, 
Cteal  the  lark's  wing,  and  mount  the  swiftest  gale; 
Skim  the  yast  ocean,  freeze  beneath  the  pole, 
Renounce  me,  curse  me,  root  me  from  thy  soul ; 
Fly,  fly,  for  Justice  bares  the  arm  of  God, 
And  the  graspM  vengeance  only  waits  his  nod. 

Are  these  thy  wishes  ?  can  they  thus  aspire  ? 
Does  phrcnzy  form  them,  or  does  grace  inspire  ? 
Can  Abelard,  in  liurricancs  of  zeal, 
Betray  his  heart,  and  teach  thee  not  to  feel  ? 
Teach  thy  enamonr^d  spirit  to  disown 
Fach  human  warmth,  and  chill  thee  into  stone  ? 
Ah !  rather  let  my  tenderest  accents  moye 
The  last  wild  accents  of  unholy  love  ; 
On  that  dear  bosom  trembling  let  me  lie, 
Four  out  my  soul,  and  in  fierce  raptnres  die, 
llouse  all  my  passions,  act  my  joys  anew. 
FareweH,  ye  cells !  ye^martyrM  saints !  adieu  ! 
Sleep,  conscience  !  sleep,  each  awful  thought  be 

drov.  nM, 
And  seyen-fold  darkness  veil  the  sccne  around. 

What  means  this  pause,  this  agonizing  start, 
This  głimpse  of  Heav'n  quick  rushing  through  my 
heart? 

Methinks  I  see  a  radiant  cross  display 'd 

A  wounded  Sayionr  bleeds  along  the  shade  s 
.  Around  th'  espiring  God  bright  angels  fly, 
SweU  the  loud  hymn,  and  open  all  the  sky. 
O  saye  me,  saye  me,  ere  the  thunders  roli, 
And  Heirs  black  rarcrn^  swallow  up  my  sou\ 


Return,  ye  hours !  when>  guiltless  of  a  ftaia. 
My  strong-plnm^d  genius  throbb^d  in  erery  Tein; 
Włien,  warm'd  with  all  th'  Egyptian  fanes  iasfifd, 
All  Athens  boasted,  and  all  Romę  admir^d; 
My  merit  in  its  fuli  meridian  shone, 
Each  rival  blushing,  and  each  heart  my  own. 
Return,  ye  scenes ! — Ah,  no,  from  fancy  fly. 
On  71me*s  stretchM  wing,  till  each  idea  die. 
Etemal  fly ;  sińce  all  that  leaming  gaye, 
Too  weak  to  conquer,  and  too  fond  to  save : 
To  Loye's  soft  empire  eyery  wish  betray^d. 
And  left  my  laurels  withering  in  the  shade. . 
Let  me  forget  that^  while  deceitful  Famę 
Grasp'd  her  shrill  trump,  and  filPd  it  with  my  name, 
Thy  stronger  charms,  impower'd  by  Heay*n  to  moy« 
Each  saint,  each  blest  inaenstble  to  loye, 
At  once  my  soul  from  bright  Ambition  won, 
T  hugg'd  the  dart,  I  wishM  to  be  undone ; 
No  morę  pale  Science  durst  my  thooghts  engage^ 
Insipid  dulness  hung  on  eyery  page ; 
The  midnight-lamp  no  morę  enjoyM  its  blaze. 
No  morę  my  spirit  flew  from  maże  to  roaze : 
Thy  glances  bade  Philosophy  resigii 
Her  throne  to  thee,  and  eyery  sense  was  thine. 

But  what  could  all  the  firośts  of  wisdom  do^ 
OpposM  to  beauty,  when  it  melts  in  you  ? 
Since  these  dark,  cheerless,  solitary  ca^es, 
Death-breathing  woods,  and  daily-opening  gimye^ 
Misshapen  rocks,  wild  images  of  woe. 
For  eyer  bowling  to  the  deeps  below ; 
Ungenial  deserts,  where  no  yemal  sfaKiw^r 
Wakes  the  green  herb,  or  paints  th'  unfolding  flow^r; 
Th'  embrowning  glooms  these  holy  mansioos  shed, 
The  night-bom  honrours  brooding  o'er  my  bed, 
The  dismal  scenes  black  melancholy  poura 
0'cr  the  sad  visions  of  enanguish'd  hours  ; 
Lean  Abstińence,  wan  Orief,  low-thonghted  Care, 
Distracting  Guilt,  and,  HelPs  worst  flend,  Despair, 
Conspire  in  yain,  K-ith  all  the  aids  of  Art, 
To  biot  thy  dear  idea  from  my  hearn 

Delusire,  sightless  god  of  warm  desire! 
Why  would^st  thou  wish  to  set  a  wretch  on  fire? 
Why  lives  thy  soft  dińnity  where  Woe 
Heayes  the  pale  sigh,  and  Anguish  loyes  to  glow  ? 
Fly  to  the  mead,  the  daisy-painted  yale, 
Breathe  in  its  sweets,  and  roelt  along  the  gale ; 
Fly  where  gay  scenes  luxurious  youths  employ, 
Where  ev'ry  moment  steals  the  wing  of  joy  : 
There  may'st  thou  see,  Iow  prostrate  at  thy  throne, 
Deyotcd  slavcs,  and  yictims  all  thy  own  ; 
Each  yillage-swain  the  turf-built  shrine  shall  tbIm, 
And  kings  command  whole  hecatombs  to  blaze. 

O  Memory !  ingenious  to  reyive 
Each  fleeting  hour,  and  teach  the  past  to  liye, 
Witness  what  couflicts  this  frail  bosom  tore ! 
What  griefs  I  snffer^d  I  and  what  pangs  I  borę ! 
How  long  1  struggled,  labourM,  8trove  to  saye 
An  heart  that  panted  to  be  still  a  slaye  ! 
Whenyouth,  warmth,  rapture,  spirit,  loveand  flame, 
Seiz*d  every  sense,  and  bumt  through  all  my  frame; 
From  youtb,  warmth,  rapture,  to  these  wilds  I  fled, 
My  food  the  herbage,  and  the  rock  my  bed. 
There,  while  these  renerable  cloisters  risc 
0*er  the  bleak  surge,  and  gain  upon  the  skies, 
My  wounded  soul  indulg*d  the  tear  to  flow 
0'er  all  ber  sad  yicissitudes  of  woe ; 
Profuse  of  Hfe,  and  yet  a^niid  to  di'*, 
Guilt  in  my  heart,  and  horronr  in  my  eye,  ^ 
\Mth  ceaseiess  pray'rs,  the  whole  artilPry  givrn 
To  win  the  mercies  of  oflendod  Heav'n, 
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latlk  hiU,  madę  voea),  ócboed  all  uound, 

While  my  torn  bmst  knockM  bleeding  oa  the  graund. 

Yet,  yet,  alas  !  thoagh  ftll  my  moments  fly, 

StainM  by  "a  tear»  and  darkenM  in  a  sigh, 

Tbough  ineagre  fasts  bare  on  my  cheeks  display^d 

Tbe  dusk  of  Death,  and  sunk  me  to  a  shade, 

Spite  of  msTself  tbe  still-empOiiODuig  dart 

Shoots  thiough  my  blood,  and  dńnks  up  all  my 

My  TDWB  and  wishes  wildly  disagree,  [beart : 

And  giace  itself  mistakes  my  God  for  tbee. 

Atbwart  tbe  gkwms  tbat  wrap  the  midnigbt-flky. 
My  Eloisa  steals  opon  my  ey^e ; 
For  ^erer  riaes  in  the  solar  ray , 
A  phaatom  brighter  than  the  blaze  of  day. 
Wbere'er  I  go»  the  Tisionary  goest 
Puits  OB  my  lip,  or  sinks  upou  my  breast ; 
Unfolds  her  sweets,  and,  throbbing  to  destroy. 
Winda  roaiid  my  beart  in  lumry  of  joy ; 
MHiile  kwd  Hosannas  shake  the  shrines  around, 
I  hear  ber  softer  accents  in  the  sound ; 
Her  idol-beauties  mi  eacb  altar  glare. 
And  HeaT^n  much-injur*d  haa  but  baJf  my  pray*r : 
No  tears  can  drive  ber  hence,  no  pangs  control. 
For  every  object  brings  her  to  my  soiil. 

Łast  night,  reclining  on  yon  airy  steep, 
My  busy  eyes  hung]>rooding  o'er  the  deep ; 
Tbe  breathless  whirlwinds  s[ept  in  ev*ry  cave. 
And  the  soft  mooo-beam  danc^d  from  wave  to  waye; 
^  Eacb  former  blias  in  this  bright  mirror  seen, 
"With  all  my  głories,  dawn^d  upon  the  scenę, 
Recaird  the  dear  anspicioos  hour  anew, 
Wben  my  food  soiit  to  £loisa  flćw ; 
When,  with  keen  speechless  agonies  opprest, 
Thy  iiantic  lorer  snaichM  thce  to  his  brcast, 
6aK'd  on  thy  btushes,  armM  with  every  grace. 
And  saw  the  goddess  beaming  in  thy  face  ; 
Ssv  thy  wild,  trembling,  ardeut  wishes  nH>vc 
Eacb  pnlse  to  rapture,  and  eacb  glance  to  love. 
I      But,  la!  the  winds  descend,  the  bilłows  roar, 
Foam  Ło  the  douds,  and  burst  upon  the  shore» 
Yast  peals  of  thunder  o^er  the  ocean  roli,       [pole. 
Hie  flame-wing^d  lightning  gleams  from  pole  to 
At  ooce  the  pleasing  images  withdrew. 
And  morę  than  horrours  crowded  on  my  view  : 
Thy  uncle^s  form,  in  all  his  ire  array'd, 
Serenely  dreadfuł,  stałk*d  along  the  shade : 
Pierc^d  by  bis  sword  I  sonk  upon  the  ground, 
The  spectre  ghastly^m.ru  upon  the  wound  : 
A  groap  of  black  infemals  round  me  bung, 
And  to8s'd  my  infamy  from  tongue  to  ton,£^ue. 

Detested  wretch !  how  impotent  thy  age ! 
Ilov  weak  thy  malce!  and  how  kind  thy  ragę ! 
Spite  of  tbyself,  inhuinau  as  thou  art, 
Thy  mardering  hand  bas  left  me  all  my  beart; 
I^  me  each  tender,  foad  affection  warm, 
A  nerve  to  tremble,  and  an  eye  to  charm. 
No,  cmel,  cruel,  exqi]isite  in  ill ! 
Tboa  thought'st  it  duli  barbańty  to  kill ; 
My  death  bad  robbM  lost  vengeance  of  her  toil, 
And  tcarcely  warmM  a  Scythian  to  a  smile: 
Soblimer  furies  taught  thy  soul  to  głów 
With  all  their  sarage  mysteries  of  woe ; 
Taught  thy  nnfeeling  poniard  to  destroy 
Hie  powers  of  Naturę,  and  the  soorce  of  joy; 
To  stretch  me  on  the  racks  of  rain  desirc,    ^ 
Each  passbn  throbbing,  and  eacb  wish  on  fire ; 
Mad  to  eąjoy,  unabie  to  be  blest, 
Fiends  in  my  veins,  and  Heli  withio  my  breast. 
Aid  me,  ftitr  Kaith  !  as^ist  me,  Gmce  divin'j ! 
Ye  martyrs !  blen  me ;  and,  ye  saiots !  refine : 


Ye  sacred  gnwes  1  ye  beaT'ii-deTsoted  walls ! 
Where  FoUy  siekens,  and  where  Yirtne  całls  ; 
Ye  vows !  ye  altars !  from  this  bosom  tear 
Yoiuptuous  loTe,  and  leave  no  angnish  there : 
Oblivłon !  be  thy  biackest  plume  display'd 
0'er  all  my  g^iefs,  and  hide  me  in  the  shade ; 
And  thou,  too  fbodly  idoUz*d  !  attend 
While  awful  Beason  whispers  in  tbe  friend. 
Friend,  did  I  say  ?  Immortab !  what  a  name ! 
Can  duli,  cold  Friendship  own  so  wild  a  flameł 
No ;  let  thy  lover,  whose  enkindling  eye 
Sbot  all  his  soul  between  tbee  and  the  sky, 
Whose  warmth  bewiteh*d  tliee,  wbose  unhallow*d 
CallM  thy  rapt  ear  to  die  upoo  his  tongue,     [song 
Now  strongly  rouse,  while  Heav'n  bis  zeal  inspńes, 
Diviner  transports,  and  morę  holy  fires ; 
Całm  all  thy  passions,  all  thy  peace  restore. 
And  teach  Óiat  snowy  breast  to  heare  no  morę. 

Tora  from  the  world,  within  dark  cells  immor*d, 
By  angels  guarded,  and  by  vows  secur^d, 
To  all  that  once  awoke  thy  foodness  dead, 
And  Hope,  pale  Sorrow*s  last  sad  refiige,  fled ; 
Why  wik  thou  weep,  and  sigh,  and  melt  in  vain, 
Brood  o'er  folse  joys,  and  hug  th'  ideał  chain ' 
Say,  caust  thou  wish  that  madly  wild  to  fly 
From  yon  bright  portal  opening  in  the  sky, 
Thy  Abelard  shonld  bid  his  God  adien, 
Pant  at  thy  feet,  and  taste  thy  charms  anev  } 
Ye  Heavcns !  if,  to  this  tender  bosom  woo^d^ 
Thy  merę  idea  harrows  up  my  blood ; 
If  one  faint  glimpse  of  Eloise  can  move 
The  fiercest,  wildest  agonies  of  łove ; 
What  sbali  I  be,  when,  dazzling  aa  the  light, 
Thy  whole  effulgence  flows  upon  my  sight  ? 
Look  on  thyself,  consider  who  thou  art. 
And  learn  to  be  an  abbess  in  thy  beart. 
See,  while  Devotion's  ever  roelting  strain 
Poiirs  the  loud  organ  throngh  the  trembling  fane, 
Yun  pious  maids  each  earthly  wish  disown, 
Kiss  the  dread  cross,  and  crowd  upon  the  throne : 
O  iet  thy  soul  the  sacred  charge  attend, 
Their  warmths  inspińt,  and  their  virtues  mend : 
Teach  evcry  breast  from  every  hymn  to  steal 
llie  cbenib's  meekness,  and  the  serapb^s  zeal ; 
To  rise  to  rapture,  to  dissoWe  away 
In  dreams  of  Heav*u,  and  lead  thyself  the  way; 
Till  all  tbe  glories  of  tbe  blest  abode 
Blaze  on  the  s<:ene,  and  every  tbought  is  God. 
Whfle  thus  thy  exemplary  cares  prevaił. 
And  make  each  vcstal  spoticss  as  her  vei1, 
Th*  Etcraal  .Spirit  o'er  thy  celi  shall  move 
In  the  soft  image  of  the  mystic  dove : 
The  iongcst  gleaais  of  beavenly  comibrt  bring, 
Peace  in  his  smile,  and  hcaling  on  his  ifing; 
At  oiłce  reiiiove  atflicŁion  from  thy  breast, 
Melt  o'er  thy  soul,  and  hush  her  pangs  to  rest 

O  t!iat  my  soul,  from  IiOve*s  curst  bondage  fret, 
Could  catch  the  transports  tfiat  I  urge  to  tbee ! 

0  tłiat  some  angePs  morę  than  magie  art 
Would  kindly  tear  the  hermit  from  his  heart ! 
Extiuguish  evcry  guiity  seuse,  and  leai^e 

No  pulse  to  riot,  and  no  sigh  lo  heave. 
V  ain,  fruitless  wi:$h !  still,  still  the  vig*rou8  flame 
Bursts,  like  an  earthąuake,  through  my  shntter^d 
Spite  of  the  joys  tbat  tnith  and  virtne  prove,  [frame; 

1  feel  but  thec,  and  brcathc  not  but  to  love  • 
Repent  in  vain,  scarce  i^ish  to  be  forgiv*n, 
Tliy  form  my  idol,  and  thy  charms  my  heav'n. 

Yet,  yet,  my  fair  !  thy  nobler  efibrts  try, 
lift  me  from  £arth  and  give  me  to  the  sky  5 


2d6* 


CAWTHORN^S  POEMS. 


U±  mj  lofit  soul  thy  brighter  Tirtuei  feel, 
Wann'd  with  thj  hopes,  and  wingM  with  all  thy  zeaL 
And  when,  low-bending  at  the  hallowM  ghńne, 
Thy  oontrite  heart  shall  Abelard  restgn ; 
When  pitying  Heav^,  impatient  to  foigive, 
Uoban  the  gates  of  light,  and  bids  thee  Uye; 
Seize  od'  th'  auspicious  moment  ere  it  llee, 
And  ask  the  same  immortal  boon  for  me. 

Then  when  theae  black  terrific  scenes  are  o'er, 
And  rebel  Naturę  chills  the  90ul  no  morę ; 
When  on  thy  cheek  th'  ezpińng  roses  fade. 
And  thy  łasi  lustres  darken  in  the  shade; 
When  ann*d  with  qaick  varietjes  of  pain, 
Or  creeping  duUy  slow  (rom  vetn  to  vein, 
Pale  Death  shali  set  my  kindred  spirit  free. 
And  these  dead  orfoe  ibrget  to  doat  on  thee; 
Some  pious  fnend,  whose  wild  afieotions  glow 
Like  ours  in  sad  similitude  of  woe, 
ShaU  drop  one  tender,  sjrmpathbEHig  tear, 
Prepare  the  garland,  and  adom  the  bier; 
Our  lifeless  leltcs  in  one  tomb  enshrine. 
And  teach  thy  genial  dusi  to  mix  with  minę. 

Meanwhile,  divinely  purg*d  fn>m  every  stain, 
Our  active  souls  ahall  climb  th'  ethereal  plain. 
To  each  bright  cherub*s  purity  aspire, 
Catch  all  his  zeal,  and  pant  with  all  his  fire; 
There,  where  no  face  the  glooms  of  anguish  wears, 
No  uncle  murders,  and  no  passion  tears, 
Enjoy  with  Heav*n  eternity  of  rest, 
For  eTer  blessing,  and  for  ever  blest. 


AN  ELEGY 

TO  THE 


MEMORY  OF  CAPTAIN  HUGHES, 

A  PARTICUŁAE  FRISKD  OP  THE  AUTHOt's. 

Vain  were  the  task  to  give  the  soul  to  glow, 
The  nerve  to  kindle,  and  the  yerse  to  ilow ; 
When  the  fond  mouraer,  bid  from  every  eye, 
Bleeds  in  the  anguish  of  too  keen  a  sigh  ; 
Aąd,  lost  to  glory,  lost  to  all  his  fire, 
Forgets  the  poet  ere  he  grasps  the  lyre. 

Naturę  !  'tis  thine  witli  manly  warmth  to  moum 
Expiring  Yirtue,  and  the  closing  urn ; 
To  teach,  deaf  scraph !  o*er  the  good  and  wise 
The  dirge  to  murmur,  and  the  bust  to  rise. 
Come  thcn,  O  guiłtless  of  the  tear  of  art ! 
Sprung  fram  the  sky,  and  thron'd  within  the  heart! 
O  come,  in  all  the  pomp  of  grief  arrayM, 
And  weep  the  warrior,  whilst  I  grace  the  shade. 

Tis  o'er — the  bright  de1usive  scenę  is  o'er, 
And  War'8  proud  yisions  mock  the  soul  no  morę; 
The  laurel  fades,  th'  imperial  car  retires, 
All  youth  ennobles,  and  all  worth  admires. 

Alas !  my  Hcghbb  !  and  must  this  mouming  verse 
Resign  thy  triumph  to  adtend  thy  hearse ! 
Was  it  for  this  thai  Friendship's  genial  flame 
Woke  all  my  wishes  finom  the  trance  of  Famę  ? 
Was  it  for  this  I  left  the  hallowM  page, 
Where  every  science  beams  of  every  age ; 
On  thoughi^atrong  pinion  rangM  the  martial  scenę, 
From  Rome^s  fiist  Caesar  to  the  great  Eugene ; 
£zplor'd  th'  embattled  van,  tłie  decp'ning  linę, 
Th'  enambDSh'd  phalamc,  and  the  springing  minę; 
Then,  pale  with  horrour,  bent  the  suppliant  knee, 
And  hMiT'd  the  sigh,  and  dropp'd  the  tear  for  thee ! 

Whaiboots  ii  now,  thai  when,  with  hideous  roar, 
The  gathYing  tampest  howl'd  from  ev'ry  shore, 


Some  pitying  angel,  yigilant  to  sa^e,  [wa?e* 

Spread  all  his  plumes,  and  8natcfa'd  thee  irom  the 
Pre6erv'd  thee  sacred  from  the  fell  disease, 
When  the  blue  plague  had  fir'd  th'  autumnal  breeze  ? 
Ah  I  when  my  hero  panted  to  engage 
Where  all  the  battle  burst  in  all  its  ragę ; 
Where  dreadful  flew  the  missi^e  deaths  around. 
And  the  mad  falchion  blush*d from  wouod  to  wound; 
Was  he  deny'd  the  pri^iłege  to  bleed, 
Sav'd  on  the  main  to  fiJl  upon  the  Tweed  ? 

Ye  Graces !  tell  with  what  address  he  stole 
The  listening  ear,  and  open*d  all  the  sool.    - 
What  though  rough  Winter  bade  his  whiriwinds  rise, 
Hid  his  pale  suns,  and  frown'd  along  his  skies^ 
Pour'd  the  big  deluge  on  the  fhce  Jf  day, 
My  Hdghbs  was  here  to  smile  the  gloom  away, 
With  all  the  lnxiiries  of  sound  to  move 
The  J>ulftc  of  gtory,  or  the  sigh  of  lorę ; 
And,  spite  of  winter,  lassitude,  or  pain, 
l^ught  life  and  joy  to  throb  in  ev'ry  vein. 
Fancy !  dear  artist  of  the  mental  pow'r ! 
Fly, — ^fetch  my  genius  to  the  tocial  hour ; 
Give  me  agahi  his  glowing  sense  to  warm. 
His  song  to  warble,  and  hU  wit  to  charm. 
Alas  !  alas  !  how  irapotently  true 
Th'  aerial  pencil  fbrms  the  scęne  anew ! 

£*en  now,  when  all  the  yision  beams  around. 

And  my  ear  kindles  with  th'  ideał  sound 

Just  as  the  smiles,  the  graces  lirę  imprcst. 
And  all  his  image  takes  up  all  my  breast 
Some  gloomy  phantom  brings  the  awful  bier. 
And  the  short  raptore  melts  into  a  tear. 
Thus  in  the  lakc*8  elear  crystal  we  desery 

The  bright  diffusion  of  a  radiant  sky 

Reflected  Naturę  sheds  a  milder  green ; 
While  half  her  fbrests  float  into  the  scenę. 
Ah !  as  we  gazę  the  luckless  zephyr  flies, 
The  surface  trembles,  and  the  picture  dies. 

O  blest  with  all  that  youth  can  give  to  please, 
The  form  majestic,  and  the  mień  of  ease, 
Alike  empower'd  by  Naturę,  and  by  Art, 
To  storm  the  rampart,  and  to  win  the  heart ; 
Correct  of  manners,  delicate  of  mind, 
With  spirit  hnmble,  and  with  truth  refin'd  ; 
For  public  life's  meridian  sunshine  madę, 
Yet  known  to  ev'ry  yirtue  of  the  shade ; 
In  war,  while  all  the  truraps  of  Famę  inspire, 
Each  passion  raring,  and  each  wish  on  fire ; 
At  home,  witbout  or  ranity,  or  ragę ; 
As  soft  as  pity,  and  as  cool  as  age. 

These  were  thy  Tirtues — these  will  still  be  jnst, 
light  all  their  beams,  and  blaze  upon  thy  dust ; 
While  Pride  in  vain  solemnity  bequeaths 
To  Pow'r  her  statoes,  and  to  Guilt  her  wreaths : 
Or,  warm*d  by  faction,  impu^ently  flings 
The  price  of  nations  on  the  ums  of  kings. 
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M . 

While  airy  Belrille,  guilttcss  of  a  school, 
Shincs  out  a  Fn>nch  edition  of  a  fool, 
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Stndies  his  leamed  tailor  ooce  a  week» 

But  caTses  ev*iy  syllable  of  Greek ; 

I  sit,  and  think  o'er  ail  that  Sparta  fir'd, 

That  Athens  boasted,  and  that  Romę  admir*d. 

EnnpŁur^d  Faocy,  bosied  witb  the  theme, 

Forms  er^ry  brijj^ht  idea  to  a  dream* 

PaintB  all  tiie  channiiig  pageantry  anew, 

And  bnngs  at  ooce  each  classic  to  my  view. 

No*r,  fbodly  wild,  I  thunder  in  the  war» 

Shakc  the  keen  spear,  and  mount  th'  imperial  car; 

With  daring  Regulos  to  Oarthage  run, 

Or  nobły  bleed  with  Bmtus  in  a  soo ; 

Seize,  Casca-like,  on  C8Bsar*s  gorgeous  veat, 

Aod  boldJy  plant  a  dagcer  in  his  breost. 

Noir,  softly-breathing  all  the  Muse^s  fire, 

I  drop  the  falchioo,  and  I  grasp  the  lyre ; 

With  Pindar^  pinion  dom  the  blest  abode, 

Or  striTe  to  charm  Augustus  with  an  ode. 

Cbme  then,  my  Lelins!  oome,  my  joy  and  pride ! 
Wbose  friendship  soothes  me,  while  thy  precepts 

guide ; 
Tboa^wbose  quick  ey  e  bas  glanc'd  through  every  age, 
View'd  eT'ry  sceue,  and  studied  ev*ry  page ; 
Teach  me,  like  thee,  with  er^ry  irirtae  blest, 
Ib  catch  ear.h  eye,  and  steal  to  er^ry  breast  | 
To  rise  to  all  that  in  each  patriot  shone. 
And  make  each  hero*s  happiness  my  own. 

Say,  shall  I,  with  a  triamph  in  my  vienr, 
Fame*8  air-dieH*d  goddeas  through  each  tcene  pur- 

.  sue, 
Ambitious  court  ber  in  the  pomp  of  war. 
And  nnmber  every  trophy  by  a  scar  ? 
Shall  I,  with  Solon,  form  the  morał  plan. 
And  aim  to  mould  a  sarage  to  a  man? 
Or,  pleasM  to  rival  every  Grecian  sagę, 
Glean  Plato^s  sense,  and  copy  Homer*8  ragę. 


Yon  ask  me,  sir !  what  few  woold  care  to  give, 
Some  graYc  instructions  how  you  oaght  to  liye. 
Ton  wnh  that  enńęd  blissfiil  sce^  to  find, 
That  charms  the  taste,  and  dignifies  the  mind ; 
That  Dobly  mingles  every  art  to  please. 
And  joins  the  majesty  of  life  to  ease. 

Hear  then,  my  ftiend !  the  doctrine  I  disclose, 
As  troe  as  if  displayM  in  pompoos  prose; 
As  if  Locke*8  sacred  hand  the  page  had  wrote. 
And  every  doctor  stamp'd  it  with  a  rotę. 

All  lots  are  eąoal,  and  all  states  the  same, 
Ahke  in  merit,  though  unłike  iń  name. 
la  Reason*s  eye  no  diflference  Ijes  betneen 
Iife'8  nooD-day  lustres  or  her  milder  sceae. 
Tis  not  the  plate  that  dignifies  the  board. 
Nor  all  the  &les  blazing  round  a  lord  ; 
Tis  not  the  splendid  plume,  th'  embroider^d  Test, 
The  gorgeons  sword-knot,  or  the  martial  crest, 
That  lei^  to  life  the  smile,  the  jest,  the  glee, 
Or  makes  his  honour  happier  than  me. 
When  Florio*s  acres  s^retoh^d  o*er  half  the  land, 
A  gikled  chariot  roU'd  him  thiough  the  Strand  : 
Rednc'd  at  last  with  hambler  scenes  to  mix, 
He  sniok'd  ą  qpecplative  pipe.at  Dick's. 
The  same  great  gęnius>  in  or  out  of  pow*r — 
Ease  smoothM  his  brow,  and  soften^d  eT'ry  hour; 
Taaght  him  to  liye  as  happy  in  a  shed, 
As  when  a  dutehess  gnic'd  his  nuptial  bed. 

Contenfs  the  port  all  mortals  wish  to  hail : 
She  points  the  compass,  and  she  guides  the  sail. 
To  her  alone  our  leaky  yessels  ruU 
Throngh  all  the  aeas  that  ragę  ttom  pole  to  pole. 


What  boots  it  then,  when  gath^ring  stonns  behind 
Rise  black  in  air,  and  howl  in  eyery  wind, 
That  thy  rich  ship  a  pomp  of  pride  displayM, 
Her  masts  all  cedsr,  and  her  sails  brocade!, 
Say,  canst  thou  think  the  tempest  will  discem 
A  silken  cable,  or  a  painted  stem; 
Hosh  the  wild  tumult  that  tomados  bring. 
And  kindly  spare  a  yacht  that  bolds  a  king? 
No,  no,  my  friend !  if  skilfhl  piloŁs  guide. 
And  Heay*n  auspicious  calms  the  whirling  tide, 
No  winds  distress  you,  and  no  storm  destroys, 
Whelher  you  sail  in  gondolas  or  boya. 

M . 

What,  bas  just  Heay^n  no  slight  distinctioo  madę 
Betwizt  a  life  of  sunshine  and  of  sbade  ? 
Mnst  I,  in  silence,  this  wild  system  own. 
And  think  a  oottage  equa]  to  a  throne  ^ 
Surę  if  I  did,  my  fiiends  would  soon  bestow 
A  few  stout  cords,  and  send  me  to  Monro. 

Yonr  tailor,  skilPd  in  fashion^s  eyery  grace, 
Decks  you  in  all  the  pageantry  of  lace, 
Łiyes  in  a  celi,  and  eats,  fixxn  week  to  week, 
An  homely  meal  of  cabbage  and  ox-cheek. 
You  walk  majestic  in  a  nobler  scenę, 
Guiltless  of  «v'ry  anguish,  but  the  spleen ; 
With  all  the  luxury  of  statesmen  dine 
On  daily  feasts  of  ortolans  and  winę. 
Then  tell  me,  sir!  if  this  description  's  tnie, 
Is  ,not  your  tailor  less  at  ease  than  you  ?     * 

Hardwicke,  great  patriot !  enyy^d,  lov*d,  carest, 
Mark'd  by  each  eye,  and  hugg^d  to  ey^ry  breast; 
Whose  bright  examp]e  leams  us  to  admire 
All  Cowper's  graces,  and  all  Talbot'8  fire— ^ 
Firm  to  his  trust,  whateyer  bribes  aasail, 
Tnith  guides  his  sword,  and  Justice  holds  his  scale. 
Say,  is  not  he  morę  happy  than  the  throng 
Of  beardless  templars  melting  o*er  a  song  ? 
Than  him,  who^  buried  in  a  country  town, 
Engrosses  half  a  folio  for  a  crown. 

Heroic  Glory  in  the  martial  scenę 
Spread  ey*ry  plume  to  dignify  Engene-^ 
On  MarIbro*s  helmet  sat,  in  all  her  pride. 
And  proudly  frown'd  at  all  the  worid  beside. 
And  surę,  you  'd  think  it  a  most  sad  disgrace, 
If  ensigns  Uy^d  as  easy  as  his  grace. 


Dear  sir  !  restrain  the  prejodlce  of  youth, 
And  calmly  listen  to  the  voice  of  lYuth. 
When  first  th'  ałmighty  Sire  his  work  began. 
And  spoke  the  mingling  atoms  into  man. 
To  all  the  race  with  gracious  hand  was  giy^n 
One  common  forest,  and  one  equal  Heay'n ; 
They  shai^d  alike  thb  uniyerBal  bali, 
The  sons  of  freedom,  and  the  lords  of  all. 
The  poets  too  this  sacred  troth  displayM, 
From  cloud-topt  Pindas  to  Che  Latian  shade. 
They  sung  that  ere  Pandora,  fond  of  strife, 
Let  loose  each  embryo-misery  of  life, 
All  Naturę  brighten^d  in  one  golden  age, 
Each  sire  a  monarch,  and  each  son  a  sagę ; 
Etemal  blessings  ilow*d  to  all  the  race, 
Alike  in  ńches,  as  alike  m  place. 

Suppose  then,  sir  t  that  new  distinctions  sińce 
Haye  plap'd  a  tlaye  some  leagues  below  a  prince; 
Yet  Ease  and  Jby,  dispassionM  Reaaon  owns, 
As  often  yisit  cottages  as  thrones. 

See  !  in  yon  ralley,  while  the  mcllowing  praia 
Embrowns  the  stopę,  and  nods  along  the  plain, 
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A  ciDwd  of  rustics  doom^d  to  daily  toil, 
Disarm  the  ibrest,  or  enrich  the  soil : 
Not  ia  that  dćgance  of  dreas  array'd 
That  charmM  Arcadia'8  hills,  and  Tempe^s  shade; 
Where  Tbyrsis,  shelter^d  in  some  happier  grove, 
The  lonely  srene  of  solitude  and  love, 
His  breast  all  rapture,  and  his  soul  on  ńre, 
Now  wove  the  grariand,  and  now  swept  the  lyre : 
No,--'tis  plain  Colin,  Hobbinol,  and  Ned, 
Unskin^d  in  numbers  as  in  books  unread, 
Who  scorn  the  winter's  deadly  blast  to  shun, 
But  face  the  storm,  and  dnidge  throagh  er^ry  sun j 
Then  seek  the  oottage,  where  the  homely  bowl 
Smooths  ev*ry  brow,  and  opens  every  soul ; 
Speeds  the  same  social  warmth  from  breast  tobreast, 
And  bids  them  laugh  at  Yerres,  and  his  crest. 

When  honest  Colin  sees  the  sbining  batl 
That  gUds  the  'Change,  and  dignifies  Whitehall ; 
Lost  in  the  scenes  of  turt>u1ence  and  strife, 
The  fance  of  grandeur  and  the  pomp  of  life ; 
He  steals  impatient  to  his  nativc  shade. 
And  longs  to  grasp  his  waggon  and  his  spade ; 
Heedless  of  ev'ry  charm^  of  eT'ry  grace, 
That  fonns  the  goddess  in  Fitzwalter^s  face, 
That  lends  to  Finch  ber  majesty  of  mień — 
He  would  not  change  his  Susan  for  a  queen. 

Beliere  me,  sir !  distinction,  pomp,  and  noise, 
Gomipt  our  tempers,  as  they  cłoud  our  joys : 
And  surely,  when  the  social  spirit  's  broke, 
A  star  's  a  gewgaw,  and  a  lord  *s  a  joke. 
Without  those  robes,  those  gorgeous  bagatelles, 
That  deck  our  nobles,  and  that  charm  our  belles ; 
^Vithout  a  crane-neckM  chariot*s  smooth  career, 
Without  the  wealth  of  Indos  in  your  ear ; 
Without  a  group  of  pictures  dearly  bought, 
Where  Titian*s  colours  vie  with  Guido*8  thought ; 
Without  the  fruits  of  Spain,  the  wines  of  France, 
Without  an  opera,  and  without  a  dance, 
You  may  live  happy,  as  grave  doctors  tell, 
At  Bome,  at  Tunbridgej  in  a  grot,  or  celi. 

From  sky  to  sky  th'  imperial  bird  of  Jove    []ove; 
Spreads  his  broad  wing,  and  thund'ring  grasps  bis 
Tlie  migbty  huU,  by  genial  Zephyr  swayM, 
Enraptur^d  courts  his  heifer  to  the  shade ; 
The  featheHd  warblers  pair  on  nvery  spray, 
The  grove  re-echoing  with  the  sprightly  lay ; 
While  the  gay  tribe  of  insects  blissful  share 
The  joys  of  love,  and  people  all  the  air. 
Ali,  all  that  in  the  depths  of  ocean  lie, 
Graze  on  the  plain,  or  skim  along  the  sky, 
Fondly  pursue  the  end  by  Naturę  giv'n, 
Life  all  their  aim,  and  quiet  all  their  heav*n. 

If  then  no  songsters  grudge  the  bear  his  thigh, 
The  hound  his  nostril,  or  the  lynx  his  eye; 
Nor  feel  a  pang  though  Afric*s  shaggy  brood 
Majestic  stalk  the  monarchs  of  the  wood ; 
Why  should  you  thin]^  your  solitude  a  tomb, 
If  Pulteney  bas  a  title  and  a  plumb  ł 

M . 

But  soft — ^restrain  this  turbulence  of  war, 
This  mimie  image  of  the  wordy  bar ; 
I^st  you  should  seem  to  copy  Henly's  lorę, 
Who  gravely  kills  objections  by  the  score. 

Behold  that  wretch,  by  er^ry  woe  distressM, 
Want  in  his  eye,  and  horrour  in  his  breast  $ 
A  thousand  nameleas  agonies  of  pain 
Rack  ev'ry  nenre,  and  bum  through  ev'ry  vein  $ 
He  tives  to  sutifer,  and  but  speaks  to  moan. 
And  numbers  erery  minutę  by  a  groan. 


Is  he  then  happy  ł  blest  with  erery  joy 
That  glows  on  C^iPs  cheek  or  Dorset^s  eye  f 
Shall  we  proclaim  him  blest,  without  rebnke^ 
And  rank  a  maityrM  beggar  with  a  duke  ? 


Believe  me,  sir !  each  mortal  bas  his  fear, 
Each  soul  an  anguish,  and  each  eye  a  tear; 
Aches,  pains,  and  fevei%  every  breast  aasail. 
And  haunt  aiike  the  city  and  the  vale. 

What  though  in  pomp  your  painted  vetself  rolt, 
Fraus^t  with  the  gems  that  glare  from  pole  to 

pole,— 
Though  health  auspicious  gilds  your  erery  grace, 
Nenres  the  strong  limb,  and  blushes  o*er  the  face; 
Though  gracM  with  all  that  dignity  of  wit 
That  charm'd  in  Yillars,  and  now  charms  in  Pitt; 
PoBsessM  of  all  the  eIoquence  that  hung 
On  Tully'^B  lip,  and  drups  from  Murray'^  tongue; 
Though  all  the  titles,  coronets,  and  stars, 
That  statesmen  aim  at,  and  that  Malton  bean, 
Enrich  your  'scutcheon,  dignify  your  crest, 
Beam  on  your  coach,  and  blaze  upon  your  breast; 
Can  they  forbid  the  secret  ill  to  gtow, 
The  pang  to  torturę,  or  the  tear  to  fiow  ? 

Confess  we  then  that  all  the  ills  of  life, 
Diseases,  grief,  vezations,  follies,  strife, 
Without  distinction  every  soul  perplez, 
Haunt  ev*ry  scenę,  and  prey  on  all  the 
Yet  let  us  own  that  every  pleasure  too 
That  glads  the  acti^e,  and  that  wings  tbe  slow, 
Alike  indulgent  to  the  rich  and  poor, 
Gljdes  through  the  land,  and  knoeks  at  ev'ry  door. 

Hear  then,  without  the  speeioos  pride  of  ari^ 
A  truth  that  strikes  the  mond  to  the  heart; 
A  truth  thatiiv'd  in  Cato's  patriot  breast^ 
And  bade  a  dying  Socrates  be  blest : 
All,  all,  but  Yirtue,  is  a  school-boy^s  t)ieme» 
The  air-dre8s*d  phantom  of  a  virgin's  dream; 
A  gilded  toy,  that  homebred  fools  dakt, 
That  cozoombs  boast  o^  and  that  mobs  admire: 
Her  radiant  graces  erery  bliss  unfold, 
AtA  tum  whiate'er  she  toucbes  mto  gold. 


THS 

BIRTH  AND  EDUCATION  OF  GENIU9L 

ATAŁB. 

Ybs,  Hanriet !  say  whate*er  you  can, 
'Tis  education  makes  the  man : 
Whate*er  of  Genius  we  inherit, 
Easalted  sense,  and  lively  ticmt, 
Must  all  be  disciplin'd  by  rules. 
And  take  their  oolour  from  the  schoolk- 

'Twas  Naturę  ga^e  that  cheek  to  glow, 
That  breast  to  rise  in  hills  of  snów, 
Those  sweetly-temper^d  eyes  to  shine 
Above  the  sapphires  of  the  minę. 
But  all  your  morę  majestic  charms, 
Where  grace  presideS)  where  spirit  wams; 
That  shape  which  ialls  by  just  degrees^ 
And  flowa  into  the  pomp  of  ease ; 
That  step,  whose  motion  seems  to  swim, 
That  meiting  harmony  of  limb, 
Werę  lbrm'd  by  Glo^ec^s  skitfnl  glance, 
At  Chelsea,  when  you  learat  to  dance* 

lis  80  with  man. — His  talents  rert 
Minbapen  cmbriot  in  his  breast; 
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Till  Edncatioii^s  eye  ezplores 

Tbe  sleeping  mtellectual  pow'r8, 

Avakes  the  dawn  of  wit  and  sense, 

And  lights  them  into  escellence. 

On  this  depends  the  patriot-flame,. 

The  fine  ingenuons  feel  of  iame, 

The  manly  spirit,  brare  and  boid, 

Saperior  to  the  tamt  of  gold> 

The  dread  of  in&my,  the  zeal 

Of  honoar,  and  the  public  weal, 

And  ail  thoee  yirtues  which  presage 

Tbe  glories  of  a  ńsing  age. 
But,  leaving  all  these  grarer  things 

To  statesmen,  moralists,  and  kings, 

Whoee  business  'tis  sucb  points  to  settle — 

Ring— and  bid  Robin  bring  the  kettle. 

Mean  wlule  the  Mose,  whoM  spoTtive  strain 

Ykmi  like  ber  voluntary  vein. 

And  impudently  dares  aspire 

To  share  the  wreath  with  Swift  and  Pńor, 

Shall  tell  an  allegoric  tale, 

Where  truth  lies  bid  beneath  the  Teil. 
**  One  Apńl  morn  as  Phcebtis  play'd 

His  carols  in  the  Delphic  shade, 

A  nymph,  call*d  Fancy,  blithe  and  free, 

The  fav'iite  cbild  of  Ijberty, 
Heaid,  as  she  rov'd  about  the  plain, 

Tbe  bold  enthnsiastic  strain ; 

She  heard,  and  led  by  warm  desire, 

Tb  know  tbe  artist  of  the  lyre, 
Crept  softly  to  a  sweet  alcove, 
Hid  in  the  ombnige  of  the  gro^e. 
And,  peeping  through  the  myrtle,  saw 
A  bandsome,  yonng,  celestial  b<»Lu, 
On  NatuTe'8  sopha  stretchM  along, 
Awaking  harmony,  and  song. 

"  Stnick  with  his  fine  majestic  mień, 
As  oertam  to  be  1oT'd  as  seen, 
Lottg  ere  the  melting  ajr  was  o'er, 
She  cryM,  in  ecstasy,  <  Encore;' 
And,  what  a  pmde  will  think  but  odd, 
Fopp*d  out,  and  curtsey*d  to  the  god. 
Fhttbns,  gallant,  polite,  and  keen  as 
£>ch  enth-bom  rotary  ^  Yenus, 
Kosę  up,  and  with  a  graceful  air, 
AddressM  the  yisionary  iair; 
EBcns'd  bn  moming  disbabille, 
Complain'd  of  late  he  had  been  ill. 
In  shoit,  he  gazM,  he  bow^d,  be  sigh*d, 
He  song,  he  fiatterM,  press*d,  and  ly'dj^ 
With  sucb  a  witcheiy  of  art, 
That  Fancy  gave  him  all  ber  heart, 
Her  catechism  quite  forgot. 
And  waited  on  him  to  his  grot 

"  In  length  of  time  she  borę  a  son, 
As  brilliant  as  his  sire  the  Sun. 
Pnre  ether  was  the  yital  ray 
Tliat  ligbted  up  his  finer  clay ; 
The  Nymphs,  the  rosy-finger^d  Hours, 
The  bryads  of  the  woods  andbow^rs, 
The  Graoes  with  their  loQsen'd  zones, 
The  Mnsa  with  their  harps  and  crowns, 
Young  Zephjrrs  of  the  softest  wing, 
The  loves  that  wait  upon  the  spring, 
Wit  with  his  gay  associate  Mirth, 
Attended  at  the  infanfs  birth. 
And  said, '  Łet  Genius  be  bis.name, 
And  his  the  fiurest  wreath  of  Ikme.* 

"  The  gossips  gone,  the  chrisfning  o*er, 
And  Gcnins  now  'twixt  three  and  four. 


. 


Pboebus,  according  to  the  nde, 

ResoWd  to  send  his  son  to  school : 

And,  knowing  well  the  tricks  of  youth, 

Resign^d  him  to  the  matron  Truth, 

Wbose  hut,  unknown  to  Pride  and  Pelf,  was 

Near  his  own  oracie  at  Delphos. 

Tbe  rev'rend  damę,  who  found  the  child 

A  little  mischievou8,  and  wild, 

Taught  him  at  first  to  spell  and  read, 

To  say  his  prayers,  and  get  his  creed— 

WouM  €}ften  tell  him  of  the  sky. 

And  what  a  crime  it  is-  to  lie. 

She  chid  him  when  he  did  amiss, 

When  well,  she  ble8s'd  him  with  a  kiss. 

Her  sister  Temp'rance,  sagę,  and  quiet, 

Presided  at  his  meals  and  diet: 

She  watch'd  him  with  religious  care. 

And  fed  him  #ith  the  simplest  farę; 

WouM  never  let  the  nrchm  eat 

Of  pickled  pork,  or  butcher^s  meat. 

But  what  of  aliment  earth  yields 

In  gardens,  orchards,  woods,  and  fieidt; 

Whate'er  of  vegetable  wealth 

Was  cnltur*d  by  the  band  of  Health, 

She  croppM  and  dressM  it,  as  she  knew  well, 

In  many  a  mess  of  soup  and  gruel ; 

And  now  and  then,  to  cbeer  his  heart, 

Indułg*d  him  with  a  Sunday's  tart. 

**  A  lusty  peasant  chauc'd  to  dwell 
Kard  by  the  solitary  celi : 
His  name  was  Labour. — Ere  the  dawn 
Had  broke  upon  the  upland-Iawn, 
He  bied  him  to  his  daily  toil. 
To  tum  the  glebe,  or  mend  the  soil. 
With  him  young  Genius  oft  would  go 
0'er  dreary  wastes  of  ice  and  snów, 
"^th  rapture  climb  the  cloud-topt  bill, 
Or  wadę  across  the  shallow  rill ; 
Or  through  th'  entangled  wood  pursue 
Hie  footsteps  of  a  straggljng  ewe. 
By  these  fatigues  he  got  at  length 
Robustness,  aiid  athletic  streugth, 
Spirits  as  li^ht  as  fiies  the  gale 
Along  the  lily-siiyer^d  vaie.  ^ 

The  cherub  Health,  of  dimple  sleek, 
Sat  radiant  on  his  rosy  cheek. 
And  gave  each  nerve's  dastic  spring 
The  vigour  of  an  eaglet'8  wing; 

"  Time  now  had  rolPd,  with  smooth  career, 
Our  bero  through  his  seventh  year. 
Though  in  a  rustic  cottage  bred, 
The  busy  imp  had  thought  and  read : 
He  knew  tb'  adyentures,  one  by  one, 
Of  Robin  Hood  and  little  John ; 
Cou*d  sing  with  spirit,  warmth,  and  grace, 
Tbe  woful  bunt  oł  Chery  Chacei 
And  how  St  George,  his  fiegr  nag  on, 
Destroy'd  the  vast  Egjrptiap  dragon. 
Chief  he  admir^d  that  leamed  piece 
Wrote  by  the  fabulist  of  Greece, 
Where  Wisdom  speaks  in  crows  and  cocks. 
And  Cunning  sneaks  into  a  fox. 
In  short,  as  now  his  op*ning  parts, 
Ripe  for  the  culture  of  the  arts, 
Becamę  in  ev*ry  hour  acuter, 
Apollo  ]ook'd  out  for  a  tutor ; 
But  had  a  worid  of  pains  to  And 
This  artist  of  the  human  mind. 
For,  in  good  truth,  fuli  many  an  ass  was 
AmoDg  the  docton  of  PanuMSos^ 
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Who.scarce  had  skill  enough  to  teach 

Old  Lilły'8  elements  of  speech ; 

And  knew  as  much  of  men  and  morals 

As  doctor  Rock  of  ores  and  corals. 

At  length,  with  mach  of  thought  and  cun, 

tle  found  a  master  for  his  heir ; 

A  leamed  man,  adroit  to  speak 

Pure  Latin,  and  yonr  attic  Greek ; 

Weil  known  in  all  thc  courts  of  famę. 

And  Criticibm  vas  bis  name. 

"  Beneath  a  tutor  keen  and  fine  as 
Or  Aristotle,  or  Longinus, 
Beneath  a  lynx*s  eye  that  saw 
The  sligbtest  literat  y  flaw, 
Young  Genius  trod  the  path  of  knowledge> 
And  grew  the  wonder  of  the  college. 
Old  authore  were  his  bosom  friends— 
He  had  thera  at  his  fingers'  ends— • 
Became  an  acc'rate  imitator 
Of  truth,  propriety,  and  naturę  ; 
Display'd  in  every  just  rcmark 
The  Btrong  sagacity  of  Clark ; 
And  pointed  out  the  false  and  tme 
With  all  the  sun>beams  of  Bossu. 

**  But  though  this  critic-sage  refin'd 
His  pupirs  intelłectual  mind, 
And  gave  him  all  that  keen  disceming 
Wbich  maiiui  the  character  of  leaming ; 
Yet,  as  he  read  with  mach  of  glee 
The  trifles  of  antiquity, 
And  Bentley  like  irould  write  epistlcs 
About  the  origin  of  whistles ; 
The  scholar  took  his  masteHs  trim, 
And  grew  identically  him ; 
Employ^d  a  world  of  pMns  to  teach  us 
What  nation  first  invented  breeches ; 
Asserted  that  the  Roman  socks 
Were  broider^d  with  a  pair  of  clocks; 
That  Oapua  senrM  up  with  ber  Yictuals 
An  olio  of  Yenafren  pickles ; 
That  Sisygambis  dreuM  in  blne, 
And  wore  ber  treases  in  a  queue. 
In  short,  he  knew  what  Paulus  JoTins, 
'  Salmasius,  Gne^ins,  and  GronoYius, 
HaYe  said  in  fifty  folio  Tolumes, 
Printed  by  Elzevir  in  columns. 

"  Apollo  s^Wy  with  pride  and  joy, 
Tlie  vast  improvement  of  his  boy ; 
But  yet  had  morę  than  siight  suspicion, 
That  all  this  load  of  erudition 
Might  OTerlay  his  parts  at  ooce, 
And  tum  him  out  a  letter^d  dunce. 
He  saw  the  lad  had  fitrd  his  sense 
With  things  of  little  oonsetfuence ; 
That  thoagh  heTMd,  with  applicatioD, 
The  wits  of  erery  age  and  nation. 
And  conld,  with  nioe  precińon,  reach 
The  boldest  metaphon  of  speech ; 
Yet  warpM  too  much,  in  truth*s  deBance, 
From  real  to  fictitioos  science, 
He  was,  with  all  his  pride  and  ptrte, 
A  merę  mechanic  in  the  arts, 
That  measures  with  a  rule  and  linę 
What  Naturę  meant  for  great  «nd  flne. 

**  Phoebus,  who  saw  it  right  and  wise  was 
To  counteract  this  fotal  blUs, 
Took  home  his  son  with  mighty  hastę, 
And  sent  him  to  the  school  of  Taste. 
Thb  school  was  built  by  Wealth  and  Peacę^ 
Some  ages  sinoe,  in  eldtr  Oreec^ 


I  Jugt  when  the  Stagjrńte  had  writ 
His  lectures  on  the  powHn  of  wit. 
Herę,  flush*d  in  all  the  bloom  of  youth, 
Sat  Beauty  in  the  shrine  of  Tnrth. 
Herę,  all  the  finer  arts  were  seen 
Aasembled  lound  their  virgin  queeD. 
Herę,  Scutpture  on  a  bolder  plan 
Ennobled  marble  into  man. 
Herę,  Musie,  with  a  soul  oo  fire, 
ImpassionM,  breath'd  along  the  lyre ; 
And  here,  the  Painter-Muse  display^d 
Diviner  forms  of  light  and  shade. 

**  But,  Buch  the  fate,  as  Hesiod  sings, 
Of  all  our  suhlunary  things, 
When  now  the  Turk,  with  sword  and  halterSy 
Had  drove  Religion  from  ber  aitars. 
And  delug^d  with  a  sca  of  blood 
The  academic  dome  and  wood ; 
Afirighted  Taate,  with  wings  unfurrd, 
Took  refuge  in  the  western  worid  ; 
And  settled  on  the  Tuscan  main, 
With  all  the  Muses  in  his  traio. 

"  In  this  calm  scenę,  where  Taste 
And  Science  trimm*d  ber  lamp  anew; 
Young  Genius  rang'd  in  eYer^  part 
The  Yisionary  worlds  of  art. 
And  finom  their  finish'd  forms  refinM 
His  own  congenial  warmth  of  mind. 
And  leam*d  with  happy  skill  to  tracę 
The  magie  powen  of  ease  and  grace ; 
His  style  grew  delicately  fine. 
His  numbers  flowM  along  his  linę, 
His  periods  manly,  fuli,  and  strong, 
Had  all  the  harmony  of  song. 
Whene*er  his  images  betrasr^d 
Too  strong  a  %ht,  too  weak  a  shade, 
Or  in  the  graóeful  and  the  grand 
Confess'd  ineleganoe  of  haod. 
His  noble  master,  who  cou'd  spy 
The  sligbtest  foult  with  half  an  eye. 
Set  right  by  one  etfaereal  touch, 
What  seem^d  too  little  or  too  much  ; 
Till  every  attitude  and  ur 
Arose  suprcmely  fiill  ana  fkir. 

**  Genius  was  now  among  his  betten 
BistinguishM  as  a  man  of  łetters. 
Hiere  wanted  still,  to  make  him  pleste, 
The  splendour  of  address  and  ease, 
The  soul-enchanting  mień  and  air, 
Such  as  we  see  in  GroBYenor-4N|uare, 
When  lady  Charlotte  speaks  and  motei^ 
Attended  by  a  swarm  of  Loves. 

**  Genius  had  got»  to  say  the  tmth, 
A  manner  aukwajnd  and  uncouth ; 
Surę  fate  of  all  who  1ove  to  dwdl 
In  Wisdom's  solitary  ceU : 
So  much  a  clown  in  gait,  and  laogb, 
He  wanted  but  a  scrip  and  staiT; 
And  such  a  beard  as  hnng  in  caodles 
Down  to  Diogenes's  sandals, 
And  planted  OYer  all  his  chin  thick. 
To  be  like  him  a  dirtv  cj^Btc 

*'  Apollo,  who,  to  do  him  right. 
Was  always  perfectly  pdite, 
ChagrinM  to  see  his  scn  and  heir 
Di8honourVl  by  his  gapę  and  starej 
RcsolY^d  to  send  him  to  Yersailies, 
To  leam  a  minuet  of  MarseiUes : 
But  Yenos,  who  had  deeper  readiog 
In  all  the  myrteries  of  breeding, 
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Obscrv»^  to  Phoebos,  that  the  name 

Of  fop  and  Frenchman  was  the  same. 

'*  French  mannen  were,"  she  said,  "  a  thing  wbich 

Those  gTave  misguided  fools,  the  English, 

Htd,  in  despite  of  common  sense, 

Mistook  for  manly  exce1lence ; 

B7  vhich  their  nation  strangely  sunk  is, 

Aod  half  their  nobles  tuniM  to  monkies. 

She  thoaght  it  bettcr,  as  the  caac  was, 

To  send  youog  Geiiins  to  tlie  Graćes : 

Those  sweet  diyinities,"  ghe  said, 

**  Wou'd  form  him  in  tlie  myrtle  shade } 

Aod  tcach  him  morc,  in  half  an  hour, 

Than  Lewis  or  his  Pompadour." 

Phcebiis  asrreed— the  Graces  took 
Thdr  noble  pupil  from  his  book, 
AllowM  him  at  their  sid6  to  rove 
Along  their  own  domestic  grove, 
Amidsi  the  soand  of  melting  lyres, 
Soft-wreathing  smiles,  and  young  dcsircs : 
And  wben  confin'd  by  winds  or  show'rs, 
Within  their  amaranthtne  bow'rs, 
Tłiey  taaicht  him  with  address  and  skill 
To  shine  at  ombre  and  quadrille ; 
Or  let  him  read  an  ode  or  p!ay, 
To  wing  the  gloomy  hour  away. 

Genius  was  charmM — divine]y  plac'4 
Midst  beaaty,  wit,  politeness,  taste ; 
And,  haTing  erery  hour  before  him 
The  finest  models  of  decorum. 
His  maoners  took  a  faircr  ply, 
Espression  klndled  in  his  eye  ; 
His  gesture  diseugag'd,  and  clean. 
Set  off  a  6ne  majestic  mień ; 
And  gave  his  happy  pow'r  to  please  . 

The  noblest  elegance  of  ease. 

Thus,  by  the  discipline  of  Art, 
Genius  shooe  out  in  head  and  heart 
Ponn'd  from  bis  first  fair  bloom  of  youth^ 
By  Temp^rance  and  ber  sistcr  Tnith, 
&  knew  the  scientific  page 
Of  crery  clime  and  cvery  age ; 
Had  leamt  with  critic-skill  to  rein 
"Hie  wildness  of  his  native  vein ; 
TTiat  critic-skill,  though  cool  ancj  chastei 
RefinM  beneath  the  eye  of  Taste; 
His  unforbtdding  mień  and  air, 
His  awkward  gait,  his  haughty  stare, 
And  evcry  stain  that  wit  debases, 
Werę  metted  off  among  the  graces ; 
And  Genius  rosę,  in  form  and  mind, 
The  firet,  the  grelitest  of  mankind. 


A  LETTER  TO  A  CLERGYMAN', 
occAsiofnsn  by  a  report  of  his  PATRON'8  bbing  madb 

i         0!(B   OP   THE   LORSa   COMMlSSIONKRS    OP  THE  GREAT 

SSAŁ,  1756. 

If  hm^  dear  Mon!  the  truth  Teveal^ 
Yoor  friend,  the  baron,  bas  the  seals, 
With  two  compeen,  his  reverend  brothers,— 
Willes  and  sir  Eardly  are  the  others. 
Jostice,  who  long  had  seen  imprest 
Her  hJaat  image  on  h;s  breast, 

'  K€v.  Edmund  Latter  of  gt  John'8  Cjjllege, 
Cambridge.  His  patron  was  sir  Sidney  Staf^d 
SniTthe.    a 


PlacM  him  hcr  substitute,  to  Aw€ 
The  nation  on  ber  bench  of  law  ! 
And  now,  ta  make  her  work  complete, 
Has  tbronM  him  on  her  mercy-seat. 

ril  boid  you,  Mun  !  an  honcst  guinea, 
That  pest  ambttion'8  busy  in  you  ; 
You  mind  no  morę  your  little  crops, 
Nor  ever  ask  the  price  of  hops ; 
Nor  grievc  about  soch  idle  things 
As  half  the  triimps,  and  all  the  kings  ;  . 
But,  blest  each  night  with  objects  brighteri 
Behold  a  visionary  mitrę ; 
And  see  the  verger  near  you  stand 
Majestic  with  his  silver  wand. 

Weil — if,  as  matters  now  foretel  it, 
It  is  your  fate  to  be  a  prelate  ; 
Though,  loth  to  lose  the  oomic  strain, 
The  song,  and  evVy  mirthful  vcin, 
Wbich  oft  have  madc,me  fuli  of  glce. 
And  kept  my  spirits  up  till  three; 
Yet,  fond  to  sec,  wlien  pray*rs  begin, 
E— - — d,  thy  hctei-oclite  chin, 
With  all  that  venerable  bush  on, 
ReiKłsing  on  a  velvot  cushion  ; 
I  would  the  man  of  humour  quit. 
And  think  the  bishop  worth  tbe  witi 

But,  bark  you,  L r !  as  you  mcan 

To  be  a  bishop,  or  a  dean. 

And  must,  of  course,  look  grave,  and  big» 

I'd  bave  you  get  a  better  wig : 

You  know  fuli  we  U  wben,  cheek  by  jole, 

We  waited  on  his  grace  at  Knowl ; 

Though  that  trim  artist,  barber  Jackson, 

Spent  a  whole  hour  about  your  caxon, 

With  irons  hot,  and  fuigers  plastic. 

To  make  it  look  ecclesiastic  ; 

With  all  his  pains,  and  combs,  and  care« 

He  scarce  cou'd  curl  a  single  bair. 

It  wou'd  be  right  too,  let  me  tell  you, 
To  buy  a  gown  of  new  prunella ; 
And  bid  your  maid,  the  art  who  knows, 
Repair  your  cassoc  at  the  elbows. 

Lord  !  what  a  sudden  alteration 
Will  wait  on  yoiir  exalted  station  ! 
Cawthom,  too  proud  a  prince  to  flattcr, 

Who  calls  thee  nought  but  Mun  and  L Tf 

Will  now  put  on  a  softer  mień, 
And  leam  to  lisp  out  Mr.  Dean  ;    ' 
Or,  if  you*re  madę  a  mitred  peer, 
Humbly  entreat  your  grace*s  ear. 

Poor  Adams,  too,  will  funk  and  stare, 
And  trembling  steal  behind  your  chair ; 
Or  eke,  with  holy  zcal  addressing. 
Drop  on  his  knees,  and  ask  your  blessing* 

And  iiow,  my  worth y  friend !  ere  yet 
We  read.it  in  the  nextGazette, 
That  Tuesday  last  a  royal  writ 
Was  sent  by  secretary  Pitt 
To  all  and  singular  the  stalls 
Prebendal  in  the  church  of  PauPs, 
Commanding  them  to  choose  and  name 
A  bishop  of  unspotted  famc ; 
And  warmiy  recommending  thee 
As  prelate  of  the  vacant  see ; 
It  will  not  be  amiss  to  know 
Beforehand  what  you  bave  to  da 

First,  as  youUl  want  a  gravc  divine 
To  wait  upon  you  wben  you  dine, 
To  guard  your  kitchen  from  disorders, 
And  school  the  yoaths  who  come  for  orders; 
'         R 
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Take  not  an  acadeniic  saplin, 

But,  for  yoar  life,  make  S n  chaplain, 

H(;*s  tali  and  solemn,  soft  and  sleck, 
Weil  read  in  Latin,  and  ia  Greek ; 
A  propcr  man  to  tell  the  clerum 
About  Eusebius  and  Su  Jerom ; 
And  wou'd  as  soon  a  ficnd  embrace  as 
Give  up  a  jot  of  Athanasius. 
*  Then,  as  to  what  a  bishop  flecces, 
In  procurations,  fines,  and  leases. 
And  hoarding  up  a  world  of  pelf, 
You'il  want  no  steward  but  yourself : 
For,  faith !  your  lordship  has  great  skill  in 
The  virtucs  of  a  splendid  shilUng ; 
And  know,  as  well  as  Child  and  Hoare  % 
That  two  and  two  will  make  up  four. 


THE  REGULATION  OF  THE  PASSIOISS 

THE  SOUftCB  OP 

HUMAŃ  HAPPINESS. 

A  MOKAŁ  BSSAY. 

8F0KBN  AT  THE  AKSTVEaSA1lY  TISn^ATION  OF  TBS 
TITNBRIDGE  SCHOOI^   1755. 

Dunque  ne  Y  Uso  per  cni  fur  concesse 
L'  ini))ieghi  ii  soggio  Duce,  e  le  govemi: 
£t  a  suo  Senno  or  tepide,  or  ai'denti, 
Le  faccia :  et  or  le  affretti,  et  or  le  allenti. 

Tasso. 

Yes,  yes,  dear  stojc  \  hi  de  it  as  you  can, 
The  sphcre  of  plcasure  is  thc  sphere  of  man : 
This  warms  our  wishes,  animates  oiir  toil, 
And  forms  alike  a  Newton,  or  an  Hoylc ; 
Givi>s  all  the  soul  to  all  the  soul  regards, 
Włiethershe  deal  in  piniiets,  or  in  cards. 

In  "every  human  breast  there  Iive»  enshrin*d 
Some  atom  pregnant  with  th'  elhcreal  mind ;   * 
Sonie  plastic  pow*r,  somc  intcllwtial  ray, 
Some  genial  sunbeam  from  the  source  of  day; 
Something  that,  aarm  and  rtsticss  to  aspire, 
Works  the  young  heart,  and.sets  the  soul  on  firc, 
And  bids  us  all  our  inbom  pow'rs  cmploy 
To  catch  the  phantom  of  ideał  }oy. 
Werę  it  not  so,  the  soul,  all  dcad  and  lost, 
Like  the  tali  cliff  beneath  th'  impassive  frost, 
FormM  for  no  end,  and  im)X)tent  to  piease, 
Wou'd  He  inactive  on  the  couch  of  £ase; 
And,  heedless  of  proud  Fame/s  immortal  lay, 
Sleep  all  her  duU  divinity  away. 

And  yet,  let  but  a  zephyr's  hrcath  begin 
To  stir  the  latent  cxcellencc  within — 
Wak'd  in  that  moment^s  clemental  strlfe, 
ImpassionM  geniuś  fcels  the  breath  of  life  5 
Th'  expanding  heart  delights  to  leap  and  glow, 
The  pulse  to  kindle,  aud  the  tcar  to  flow: 
Strong  and  morę  strong  the  li^ht  cciestial  shines, 
Each  thought  ennoblcs,  and  each  sense  refines, 
Ti II  all  the  soul,  fuli  op'ning  to  the  Hanie, 
£xalt8  to  virtue  what  she  feit  for  famę, 
Hence,  just  as  Naturę  points  the  kindred  fire, 
One  plles  the  pencil,  one  awakes  thc  lyrej 
This,  with  an  HaUey'8  luxury  of  soul, 
talh  the  wild  needle  back  upon  the  pole, 

'  Two  Banken. 


Maps  half  thc  wiuds,  and  give«  the  satl  to  fly 
In  ev'ry  ocean  of  the  arctic  sky ; 
While  he  whose  vast  capacious  mind  exp1oret 
Al!  Nature's  scenes,  and  Naturc'9  God  adores, 
SkillM  in  each  drug  the  varying  world  provide% 
All  earth"  embosoms,  aud  all  ocean  hides; 
£xpels,  like  Hebnrden,  the  young  dtsease. 
And  sofrens  auguish  to  the  smile  of  ease. 

The  passions  then  all  human  virtue  give, 
Fili  up  the  soul,  and  lend  ber  strength  to  live. 
To  thcm  we  owe  fair  Tnith'8  unspotted  page, 
The  gen^rous  patriot,  and  the  morai  sagę; 
The  band  that  forms  the  geometrio  line, 
The  eye  that  pierces  through  th*  unbowellM  mloe, 
The  tongne  that  thunders  ełoquence  along, 
^\nd  the  fme  ear  that  melts  it  into  song. 

And  yct  these  passions  which,  on  Nature's  plan* 
Cali  out  the  bero  while  they  form  the  man, 
Warp'd  from  the  sacred  line  that  Natafe  ga^c, 
As  meanly  ruin  as  they  nobly  8ave. 
Th'  ethereal  soul  that  Heav'n  itself  inspires 
With  all  its  virtuc8,  and  with  all  its  dres, 
Led  by  the^  syrcns  to  some  wild  extretne, 
S«*t8  in  a  vapour  when  it  ought  to  beam  ; 
Tjke  a  Dutch  Sun  that  in  the  autumnal  sky 
Looks  through  a  fog,  and  rises  but  to  die. 
But  he  whoKC  active,  uneiicumber*d  mind 
Leares  this  Iow  Earth,  and  all  its  mists  behiod, 
Fond  in  a  pure  unclouded  sky  to  glow, 
L'ke  the  bright  orb  that  rises  on  the  Po, 
Cer  half  the  globe  with  steady  spleudour  sh^^ncs, 
And  ripens  rirtues  as  it  ripens  mines. 

'^^oever  thinks,  must  see  that  man  was  madę 
To  foce  the  storm,  not  langnish  in  the  shadc : 
Action^s  his  sphere,  and,  for  that  sphere  dcslgn^d, 
F.tcnial  pleasures  open  on  his  mind. 
For  this,  fair  Hope  feads  on  th'  impassion'd  soul 
Through  life^s  wild  labyrinths  to  her  distant  goalj 
Paints  in  each  dream,  to  ian  the  gcnial  flame, 
The  pomp  of  richcs,  and  the  pride  of  famę ; 
Or  fondly  gives  reflection*s  cooler  eye 
A  glance,  an  image  of  a  futurę  sky.  [road, 

Yet,  though  kind  Heav'n  iioints  out  th'  un-rrinc 
That  leads  through  Naturę  up  to  blłss  and  God; 
Spite  of  that  Ood,  and  all  his  voicc  divine, 
Sjłeaks  in  the  heart,  or  teaches  from  the  ^rme, 
Man,  feebly  yain,  aud  impotently  wise, 
Disdains  the  manna  aent  him  from  the  skies  ; 
Tastftless  of  all  that  virtue  gives  to  plcase. 
For  thotight  too  actiTe,  and  too  mad  for  ease» 
From  wish  to  wish  in  life^s  mad  vorŁex  tost. 
For  ever  struggling,  and  for  ever  lost ; 
He  Fcoms  Religion,  though  her  scraphs  cali. 
And  lites  in  rapture,  or  not  lires  at  all. 

And  now,  let  Ioo6e  to  all  our  hopes  and  feai^ 
As  Pride  inspirits,  or  Ambition  tears, 
From  ev'ry  tie,  finom  cv*ry  duty  freed, 
Without  a  balance,  and  without  a  creed, 
I)ead  ev'ry  sense,  each  particie  divine. 
And  all  the  man  embnited  in  the  swine  ; 
Tliese  drench  in  Łuxury'8  ambrosia)  bowi 
Boason^s  last  spark,.  and  drain  oS  all  the  soul. 
Those  for  vain  wealth  fly  on  finom  pole  to  pole, 
\\licre  winds  can  waft  them,  and  where  seas  can  rolL 
While  others,  wearied  wilh  the  farce  of  pow>, 
Or  mad  with  riot  in  the  midnight  bour, 
With  Spain*8  proud  monarch  to  a  celi  retire, 
Or,  Nero  like,  set  half  the  globe  on  fire. 

StretchM  on  high-tow^ring  Dover*s  sandy  bed, 
Without  a  coffin,  and  without  a  head ; 
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A  dJrty  nil-cloth  o'cr  his  body  throwii, 

Br  marks  of  iiijsery  almost  unknown, 

Withoiit  a  friend  to  pity,  or  to  save, 

Without  a  dir$e  to  consecrate  the  grave, 

Great  Suflbik  lics— ^— he  who  for  yeare  had  shone, 

Ensland^s  sixth  Heory !  nearest  to  thy  throne. 

What  boots  it  now,  tbat  list^nin]^  senatCM  hung 

Ail  car,  all  mptore  on  his  angei-tons^ue  ? 

Ah!  what  avails  th*  enormoiis  blaze  beiwcen 

His  dawn  of  iclory,  and  his  closing  scenę  ! 

WbfH  hanchty  Franco  h  s  heav^i  bom  pow^n?  ador'd, 

An^Aojoirs  princfs.^  sheatird  Britaimia*s  sword! 

Ask  ye  what  boM  o<ju>-'pii-a<.y  opprcst 

Aehicf  so  honour'd,  and  a  cłiicf  so  blest? 

Why,'lust  of  powfT,  tljat  wrt-ckM  his  rlsing  famę 

Oncoiirts'  valn  shallows,  and  the  gnlf  of  shame; 

Afilo'sliT's  raurder,  and  a  nation's  wronprs, 

Ca\Vd  loud  for  vengcance  with  tfn  thou*and  tongues; 

Aod  haj»ten'd  death,  on  Albion's  tlialky  strand, 

To  fnd  the  exile  by  a  p!rate"s  band. 

Pteasure,  my  friend  !  on  this  side  folly  lies ; 
U  may  be  v}£r'rous,  but  it  must  be  wise : 
AbjI  when  our  orjfCans  once  that  end  attain, 
Each  step  bevond  it  is  a  step  to  p  »in. 
For  ask  the  man  who^e  appetites  pursue 
lach  loose  Roxana  of  the  stew  ;   . 
^Fbocannot  edf  ti!l  I,u\ury  refine 
His  taste,  and  teach  him  how  to  dine ; 
IHjo  cannoŁ  dqnk  till  Spain^s  rich  viutage  flow, 
llh'd  with  the  coohiess  of  December's  snów : 
lisk  him,  if  al]  those  ecstasies  that  move 
The  paise  of  rapture,  and  the  rasre  of  love, 
BTben  winę,  wit,  woman,  all  their  pow'rs  employ, 
jlntł  eT'ry  seuse  is  lost  in  ev*ry  jo5% 
K'er  fiird  his  hc^rt,  and  beam'd  u]yon  his  breast 
fcotent'^  fuli  suasbine,  with  the  calm  of  rest  ? 

Ifo Virtue  oniy  gives  fair  Prace  to  shine, 

And  bealth,  O  sacrcnl  Temperance !  is  thine. 
feace  the  poor  pca<^nt,  whose  laborious  spade 
Kds  the  rou^rh  crag  of  half  its  heath  and  shade, 
Feełi  iii  the  quiet  of  bis  genial  nifchts 
&  bIJss  raorc  geuiiiae  than  the  club  at  White^s: 
Ind  has  in  fuli  exchange  for  famę  and  wealth, 
Berculean  vigour,  and  etemal  health. 

Of  blooining  genlus,  judgment,  wit,  po6sess*d, 
It  poets  envieJ,  and  by  peers  caressM ; 
ly  royal  mercy  fiav*d  from  legał  doom, 
^ith  royal  favour  crown'd  for  years  to  come, 
)  had^  tbon,  Savage !  known  thy  lot  to  prize, 
M  $?cred  held  fair  Fflendship^s  gen^rons  ties  j 
bdst  th<)u,  sincere  to  Włsdom,  Yirtue,  TYuth, 
^rVd  the  wild  salHes  of  impetuous  yontb^ 
hd  but  thy  life  bcen  eąual  to  thy  lays, 
b  rain  had  Envy  »trove  to  blast  thy  bays  j 
h  vahi  thy  mother's  unrelenting  pride 
lad  ^rDve  to  push  thee  helpless  from  ber  side; 
fcr  Comiietence  had  lenf  ber  genial  dowV, 
hid  sra! ling  Peace  adomM  thy  evcning-hour ; 
woe  Pleasare  wmild  have  Icd  Ihee  to  her  sbrine, 
M  evienr  friend  to  mcrit  had  been  thine. 
|h»'d  wtth  the  cboicest  boon  that  Heav*n  can  givc, 
fcou  thea  badst  leamt  with  dignity  to  live ; 
\c  «orn  of  wealth,  tke  threats  of  want  to  braye, 
fcr  sought  from  pri?on  a  refuge  in  the  grave. 
^'  immortal  Rcmbrant  all  his  pictures  madc 
bft  as  tlieir  imion  inŁo  light  and  shade : 
rhene'er  his  colon rs  wore  too  brigbt  an  air, 
ikindred  słu>dow  took  off  all  the  glare  -, 
fbene^er  that  sbadow,  carelessly  embrownM, 
Me  (n  the  tints,  and  breatbM  a  gloom  around. 


Th'  attt»ntive  artist  threw  a  warmer  dyc, 
Or  calPd  a  glory  from  a  picturM  sky  j 
Till  both  th'  opiHJging  prwcrs  mixM  in  one, 
Cool  as  the  nitfht,  and  brilliant  as  the  Sun. 

Passions,  like  olours,  havc  their  strength  and  ease, 
Thtjse  too  insipid,  and  t(XJ  gaiuly  rhcse : 
Some  on  the  heart,  like  Spa.łm<Jetti's,  throw 
FłCtitious  horrours,  and  a  Mr'pht  of  woe; 
SomjB,  like  Albano's,  catch  from  cv'ry  ray 
Too  strong  a  sunsh  n*,  and  tco  rifh  a  day; 
Other*,  with  Cario'8  MagdaUiis,  require 
A  cpiłcker  spivit,  and  a  tnuch  of  fm:  j 
Or  want,  perhaps,  thoiigli  of  <•(  \»stial  race, 
Correjrio's  softness,  and  a  Guido's  prace.        [knew, 

\Vo»i'dst  thou  thcn  reach  i*hat  K(  mbranfs  gcnlua 
And  live  the  modd  that  h-s  pcnc'l,<lrew. 
Form  all  thy  life  with  all  h's  nannth  divine, 
Great  as  his  plan,  and  fanltioss  as  his  linę; 
Let  all  thy  passions,  like  his  colours,  |)lay, 
Strong  without  har^^hurss,  withont  '-'larlng  gay : 
Contrast  them,  curb  them,  ,«ipicad  them,  or  coniiue, 
Ennob'c  tht*(»,  and  thosc  forbid  to  shinej 
With  cooler  shades  Amb.tlon'R  (ire  allay,  ' 

And  milclly  mcdt  thi*  pomp  of  Pride  away ; 
Her  rainbow-robe  from  Yanity  removH, 
And  soften  uialicc  with  the  smile  of  love ; 
Bid  o*er  revenge  the  charities  preyail,     . 
Nor  let  a  grace  bo  sern  without  a  vail  : 
So  shalt  thou  l:ve  as  Heav'n  ilself  dcsign'd, 
Each  pulsc  congenial  with  tu\mform.ng  mind« 
Each  action  stat'.on'd  in  its  proper  place, 
Each  virtue  blooming  with  its  natirc  grace, 
Each  passion  vig'rons  to  its  just  degree. 
And  the  fair  whole  a  perfect  symmetry. 


THE  LOTTERY, 

INSCRIBED  TO  MISS  U 


Cawtiiorm  had  once  a  mind  to  fix 
tiis  carcass  in  a  coach  and  six, 
And  live,  if  his  estate  would  bear  it. 
On  turtle,  ortolans,  and  claret  : 
For  this  be  went,  at  Fortune's  cali, 
To  walt  upon  ber  at  Guildhałi ; 
Tłiat  is,  like  many  other  thick  wits, 
He  bought  a  score  of  lottery  tickets, 
And  saw  them  rise  in  drradful  ranks 
Converted  to  a  score  of  blanks. 

Amaz'd,  and  Tex'd  to  fmd  his  sc-heme 
Delusire  as  a  midnight  drcam, 
He  c«rR'd  the  goddess  oVr  and  0'er, 
Caird  ber  a  mcrccnary  whore ; 
Swore  that  her  duli  capricious  sense 
Was  always  dup'd  by  impudence, 
Tbat  m(*n  of  wit  were  but  her  tools, 
Aod  all  her  favour8  were  for  fools. 

He  said,  and  with  an  angr}'  gripe 
Snatch*d  up  bis  speculative  pipę ; 
And,  that  he  might  his  grief  allay, 
Read  half  a  page  in  Seneca. 

When,  lo  !  a  phantom,  tali  and  thin, 
Knock'd  at  the  door,  and  entcrM  in : 
She  worc  a  party-colour'd  robę. 
And  seemM  to  tread  ujłon  a  globe — 
WhiskM  round  the  rnom  with  haughty  air. 
And  to(^*d  into  an  elbow  cbair. 
Then  with  a  bold  terrific  look, 
Wliicb  madę  the  doctor  drop  \i\s  book. 
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CAWTHORNS  POEMS. 


AddressM  Tiim  thus :  '« Thou  wickct  Yarlet ! 
Art  not  ashamM  to  cali  me  harlot  ? 
Why,  what'8  thy  conscqiience  and  parts, 
Thy  skill  in  letters,  or  in  arts, 
That  I,  poor  Fortune  I  must  be  lecturM, 
KickM,  buUy'd,  cursM,  abus\I,  and  hector'd, 
Becanso,  forsooth — a  fcvcr  roast  tbee, — 
Th«ni'rt  not  so  wealthy  as  Da  Costa  ? 

**  }Iow<rv'er,  as  tliou  hast  soiue  virtues, 
And  know*st  my  favVite  Tom  Curteis, 
ril  point  thee  out  a  way  to  be 
Aimost  as  ńch  a  man  as  he. 

"  Send  to  the  bank  this  day,  and  buy 
Ten  tickets  in  the  lottcry; 
And  bid  your  honcst  friend,  the  broker, 

Endorse  the  name  of  M —  H ; 

The  sacred  nuraber^  then  cons'gn 
Devoutly  to  the  fair-one's  shrine. 
That  is,  in  humblcr  rhetoric, 
Pre^jent  them  by  your  footman  Dick, 
And  tell  her,  in  a  bilIet-doux, 
*  My  dear,  these  tickets  are  for  you, 
Au  offering  from  an  heart  thafs  split 
Asunder  by  your  sense  and  wit, 
Yet  has  the  grace,  to  tell  you  true. 
To  keep  its  own  dear  cnds  in  view. 
And  therefore  hopes  you'II  not  forget 
To  give  me  half  of  what  you  gct.' 

"  My  life  on't,  Jemmy,  thou'1t  be  grcat— 
Five  thousand  pounds ! — a  good  estate: 
For  be  assnrM  that,  Ihough  the  poets, 
The  smali  philosophers,  and  no-wits, 
Pretend  that  ]*m  to  worth  unkind, 
And  impudently  paint  me  biind, 
I  yet  can  see  th]^  charm«T's  merit, 
Her  taste,  her  dignity,  and  i^pirit ; 
Have  often  listen'd  to  her  song, 
And  stole  persnasion  from  her  tongue ; 
And  am  resoWd,  though  all  the  shrews, 
Stock-jobbers,  brokers,  pimps,  and  Jews, 
Frown,  curse,  expostuIate,  and  rally, 
With  all  the  tangues  of  all  the  Ailey, 
To  give  ber,  out  of  love  and  zt-al, 
Tbe  nchest  number  in  the  wheel.'* 


LADY  JANE  GREY 

TO 

LORD  GUILFOUD  DUDLEY. 

AM  EPISTŁE.      IN  THE  MANNER  OF  OVID. 

SPOKSN  AT  THE  ANNIVERSARY  V!SITATION  OP  TUNBRIDGB 

SCHOOŁ,  1753. 

From  these  dark  cells,  in  sable  pomp  array'd, 
Where  Night*8  black  horrours  brcathe  a  deeper 
•  shade, 

t^Tiere  cv'ry  hour  some  awful  vision  brings 
Of  pale  assassins,  and  the  shrouds  of  kings, 
What  comforts  can  a  wretched  wife  afford 
The  last  sad  moments  of  her  dying  lord  ? 
With  what  fond  tear,  what  łove-impassionM  sigh, 
Soothe  the  dear  moumer  ere  he  reach  the  sky  ? 

Ye  pow'rs  of  ^«g  that  ev'ry  chord  inspire 
When  Rome*s  soft  Ovid  weeps  along  his  lyre; 
Ye  angel-sounds  that  Troy's  great  Hector  moum, 
When  his  lost  consort  bleeds  upon  hit  urn ! 


I  Tcach  me,  ye  warblers !  teach  this  strain  of 
Like  you  to  kiudle,  and  like  you  to  flow. 

Alas !  in  vałn  ye  bid  your  warmlhs  diWne 
Wake  all  the  striug,  and  live  through  all  the  linę. 
Spite  of  those  warmths,  th*  immortal  numbeiB  roU 
Cool  from  my  hand,  and  faithless  to  my  soul ; 
l'oo  faint  a  wish,  too  calm  a  sigh  impart, 
Hide  half  my  gricf,  and  tell  but  half  my  heart; 
Lose  the  fond  anguish  of  this  flowing  tear, 
And  Ihe  keen  pang  that  tears  and  tortures  Łhere. 

Tis  said  that  souls,  to  love*8  soft  unioo  wraugłi^ 
Conyerse  by  silent  sympathy  of  thought: 
O !  then  with  that  mysterious  art  diviDe 
The  liorre  imput lence  of  my  breast  be  thioe: 
And  when  somc  tender,  recollecting  sif?h 
P(>urs  the  big  passion  from  each  wceping  eye, 
When  ^  rapt,  and  wild,  thy  fund  ideas  roU, 
And  all  my  image  takes  up  all  thy  soul ; 
'Hilnk  that  my  breast  the  same  dear  tumułts  move, 
As  koen  an  anguish,  and  as  soft  a  love ; 
Th  ink  that  I  hear  thy  pray*rs,  expIore  thy  fean, 
Sigh  to  thy  sighs,  and  weep  with  all  thy  teais; 
Form  all  thy  wi.-ihes,  all  thy  phrenscies  see. 
And  feel  for  Guilford  all  he  feels  for  me. 

Ah !  where  are  now  the  joys  my  faacy  drew 
For  ever  blooming,  and  for  evcr  new  ! 
Where  the  dear  scenes  that  mefiitati(m  aid, 
The  riirs  soft  murmur,  and  th*  embo«'ring  sbade; 
Where  all  the  heartfcit  charities  that  Tnove 
The  uarmths  of  raptureln  the  puke  of  love  ? 
T/)st,  lost  for  ever,  like  th'  ethereal  fire 
Shot  through  the  sky  to  glitter  and  expire. 

Hide  it,  ye  pow*rs  !  the  sad,  the  solemn  day 
That  gave  a  Dudiey  to  the  house  of  Grey : 
Fur,  O !  when  tu  the  altar's  fbot  we  caine. 
And  each  fond  eye  confes&M  the  kindling  flame; 
Just  as  the  priest  had  joinM  my  hand  to  thine 
An  awful  tremor  shook  the  hallowM  shrine 
A  sudden  gloom  the  sacred  walls  array^d. 
And  round  the  tapers  threw  an  a7.ure  shade ; 
The  winds  blew  hoUow  with  the  yoice  of  pa;n, 
Aerial  echoes  sighM  thruugh  all  the  fane  : 
*Twas  God  himscif  that,  from  th'  cmpyreal  sky, 
LookM  inauspicious  on  the  nuptial  tie. 
And  pitying  taught,  as  prophecies  of  woe, 
The  shrines  to  tremble,  and  the  wind  to  blow. 

O !  had  thy  blood  dnmk  in  some  fcll  disea^, 
From  each  chill  pinion  of  th'  autumnal  breeze, 
Had  yon  keen  Sun,  with  all  the  ragę  of  pain, 
WIng'd  every  pulse,  and  scorchM  up  every  vein, 
Extingnish*d  Guilford  ere  he  liv'd  bis  span, 
It  had  been  naturę,  and  the  fate  of  man. 
Heav'ns !  had  my  cares  but  eas'd  thy  parting  bres^ 
In  life^s  last  moment,  and  the  gaf^p  of  deatb, 
ExpIor'd  the  dear  imperfect  sounds  that  hung 
liouse  on  each  fibre  of  the  faalt*ring  tongue, 
CcKłlM  the  fund  phrcnzies  of  thy  parting  «gh, 
Wip'd  the  warm  drop  from  each  expiring  eye; 
I  had  but  known  what  many  a  virtuoiis  pair 
Are  doom'd  to  suffer,  and  are  doom'd  to  bear : 
But,  O !  in  thoughfs  wild  images  to  see 
My  glories  fali,  proud  Infamy !  like  thee; 
See,  midst  the  murmur  of  a  mili  ton.  sighs, 
The  tabre  glitter,  and  the  scaffold  rise; 
To  see  my  Guilford  moving  sadly  slow 
Through  ranks  of  wartiors,  and  the  pompa  of  ir< 
Sef:  him,  while  bending  o'er  his  awful  bier, 
Shed  the  keen  anguish  of  too  warm  a  tear, 
A  tear  that  from  the  warmths  of  lorę  pnx*erd5. 
And  melts  the  husband,  while  the  hero  bleeds-^ 


1 


LADY  JANE  GREY  TO  LORD  GUILFORD  DUDLET. 


245 


Bleed,  did  I  »ay  ? — ^Tear,  tear,  ye  powr'r8  of  art ! 
oature,  meinory,  from  my  torturM  heart : 
And  thou — beneath  the  pole*s  black  umbrage  laid, 
Obli^non !  danghtcr  of  the  midnight  shade  \ 
Witb  all  thy  glooms,  and  all  thy  mists,  rcmoYe 
Each  sweet  idea  of  oonnubial  love : 
Hide  t|ie  dear  man  whose  virtucs  first  imprest 
Too  fodd  an  image  od  my  virgin  breast^ 
From  all  tbe  softness  of  my  soul  eiface 
His  erery  beauty,  and  his  fcvery  grace ; 
And  force  that  soul  with  patience  to  resign 
All  the  dear  ties  that  bound  hrr  fant  to  Uiine* 

Alas !  vaia  eiTort  of  misguided  zeal ! 
Wbatpow*r  can  force  atHiction  not  to  feel  ? 
Whskt  saint  forbid  this  throbbing  breast  to  glow, 
Thb  sigh  to  murmur,  and  this  tear  to  flow  ? 
Siill  honest  Naturę  Iives  her  anguisb  o^er, 
Stiil  the  food  woman  bleeds  at  cvery  porę. 
Ah !  when  my  soul,  all  panting  to  aspire, 
Each  sensc  enrapturM,  and  each  wish  on  fire. 
On  all  the  wings  of  heav'n-bom  Yirtue  flies 
To  yon  bright  sunshine,  yon  unclouded  skies ; 
SjMte  of  the  joj^s  that  Heav'n  and  bliss  impart, 
Asofter  image  heares  within  my  heart; 
Impassions  Naturę  in  the  springs  of  life, 
Aod  calls  the  seraph  back.into  the  wife. 

Yet  say,  my  Guilford !  say,  why  wilt  thou  move 
Tbesc  idie  visioDS  of  despairing  love  ? 
HTiy  wilt  thou  still,  with  ćvery  grace  and  art, 
Sprcad  throuj^h  my  veins,  and  kindle  in  my  heart? 
O  let  my  soul  far  other  trans(X)rt8  feel, 
Wmg^d  with  thy  hopes,  and  warm*d  with  all  thy 

zeąl.  • 

And  thou,  in  yon  imperial  Henv*n  cnshrin^d, 
Etcnial  cffluence  of  th'  ctenial  mind! 

0  grace  dirine !  on  this  frail  bosom  ray 

One  gleam  of  comfort  from  the  source  of  day. — 
Sbc  comes,  and  all  my  opening  breast  inspires 
H^ith  boty  ardours,  and  seraphic  fires: 
Rapt,  and  sublime,  my  kindiing  wishes  roli, 
A  brighter  sunshine  breaks  upon  my  soul ; 
Scroog,  and  morę  strong  the  light  celestial  shines, 
£ach  thought  enuobles,  and  each  sense  refines : 
Each  human  pang,  each  human  bliss  retires, 
Ali  earth-bora  wishes,  and  all  Iow  desires, 
The  pomps  of  empire,  grandeur,  wealth  decay, 
And  all  the  world^s  vain  phantoms  fade  away^ 

Riae,  ye  sad  scenes !  ye  black  ideas  fjse, 
Rise,  and  dispute  the  empire  of  the  skies: 
Ye  hormurs !  come,  and  o'er  my  senses  tbrow 
Terrific  risions,  and  afpomp  of  woe ; 
Cali  up  the  scaffold  in  it$  dread  paradę. 
Bid  the  knell  echo  tłtrough  the  uiidnight  shade ; 
Puli  in  my  sight  the  mbe  funercal  wave, 
Swełi  the  lond  dirge,  and  open  all  my  grave: 
Yet  3hall  my  soul,  all-conscious  of  her  God, 
Rcsign'd,  and  sainted  for  the  bU^st  alKxle, 
^  The  last  sad  horrours  of  her  exit  eye, 
Without  a  tremour,  and  without  a  sigh. 

Ah,  no — whilc  Ucav'n  shall  lcave  one  pulse  of 
life 

1  stin  am  woman,  and  am  still  a  wife ; 

My  hov*ring  soul,  tbough  rais'd  to  Heav'n  by  prayV, 
Stu  bends  to  £art,h,  and  fmds  one  sorrow  there :  • 
Tbere,  there,  alas  !  the  voice  of  Naturę  calls, 
A  naiion  treinbles,  and  a  husband  falls. 

O !  wou'd  to  Heav'n  I  could  like  Zeno  boast 
A  breast  of  marble,  and  a  słjul  of  frost, 
Cakn  as  old  Chaos,  ere  his  wavcs  bcgun 
To  kaow  a  zepbyr,  or  to  feel  a  stm. 


Romantic  wish !  for  O,  ye  pow'rs  divine ! 

Was  ever  misery,  erer  grief,  likc  minę  ? 

For  ever  round  me  gidrcs  a  tragic  scenę. 

And  now  the  woman  bleeds,  and  now  the  queen : 

Now  back  to  Edward*s  recent  grave  convey'd. 

Talk  with  fond  phrenzy  to  his  spoticss  shade  ; 

Now  wildly  image  all  his  sister^s  ragę, 

The  baleful  fury  of  the  rising  agc  ; 

Behold  her  sanguinary  banners  fly 

Loose  to  the  breezes  of  a  British  sky ; 

See  Englaud^s  genius  quit  th'  imperial  dome 

To  Spain*s  proud  tyrant,  and  the  slaves  of  Romc  ; 

See  sili  the  land  the  last  sad  horrours  feel 

Of  cniel  creeds,  and  visionary  zeal. 

Mad  Bigotry  hi*r  every  son  inspires, 

Breaihes  all  her  plagues,  and  blows  up  all  ber 

fires, 
Points  the  keen  falchion,  waves  th'  arengfog  rod. 
And  murders  Yirtue  in  the  name  of  God. 

Ma5'  He,  w  ho  first  the  light  of  Heav'D  dbplayM, 
The  dear  FUjdeemcr  of  a  world  in  shade, 
He  who  to  man  the  bliss  of  angels  gave, 
Who  bied  to  triumph,  and  who  dled  to  saye, 
Beam  all  his  gospel,  sacred  and  divine. 
On  ev'r}'  bosom,  and  on  ev'ry  shrine ;  ' 
Kelieve  th*  expiring  eye,  and  gasping  breath. 
And  rescue  Naturo  from  the  arni  of  Dc-ath. 

And  now  resign'd,  my  bosom  lightcr  groM'?, 
And  hope  soft-beaming  brighteiis  all  my  woes. 
Hark  f  or  delusion  charms,  a  seiaph  sings. 
And  choirs  to  waft  us  spread  their  silver  wings  ; 
Th'  immortals  cali,  Heav'n  opens  at  the  soiuid. 
And  glorics  blaze,  and  mercy  streams  arouod. 
Away — ere  Naturę  wake  ber  pangs  auew, 
Friend,  father,  lover,  husband,  saint,  adieu  ! 
Yet  when  thy  spirit,  taught  from  Eartli  to  fly, 
Spreads  her  fuli  plume,  and  gains  ppon  the  sky. 
One  moment  pausc  tiU  thcse  dead  orbs  resign 
llieir  last  faint  bcam,  and  speed  my    soul   to 

thine : 
Then,  while  the  priest,  in  ballow'd  robcs  array'd, 
Pays  the  last  honours  to  each  [Kirting  shade ; 
While  o'er  our  ashes  weeps  th'  attending  train. 
And  the  sad  requiem  flows  along  the  fane ; 
Qur  kindred  souls  shall  wing  th'  ethercal  way, 
From  £arth  and  anguisb  to  the  source  of  day — 
To  all  the  bliss  of  all  the  skics  aspirr. 
And  add  new  raptures  to  th'  angciic  choin 

And,  O  !  if  aught  we  know,  or  left  behind^ 
Can  wake  one  image  of  the  sainted  mind  ; 
If  yet  a  friend,  a  parent,  chiid,  can  move 
Departed  spirits  to  a  sense  of  love ; 
Still  shall  our  souls  a  kind  connection  fcci 
With  England's  senate,  and  with  England's  wcal ; 
And  drive  firom  all  its  shores,  with  watóhful  care, 
The  fiame  of  discord,  and  the  ragę  of  war. 

Perhaps,  when  these  sad  scenes  of  blood  aro 
o'er. 
And  Rome's  proud  tyrant  awes  the  soul  no  morę  j 
When  Anguisb  thrt>ws  off  all  the  veils  of  art, 
Bares  all  her  wuunds,  and  opens  all  her  heart; 
Our  hapless  love8  shall  grace  th'  historie  page. 
And  charm  the  nations  of  a  futurę  age : 
Perhaps  some  bard,  whose  tears  have  leamt  to 

flow 
For  injur'd  Naturo,  and  to  feel  for  woe, 
Shall  tell  the  tender  melancholy  tale 
To  the  soft  zephyrs  of  the  western  vale ; 
Fair  Tnith  shail  bl^^ss  him,  Yirtue  guard  hisc.usc. 
And  cvcry  widow'd  matron  weep  a^>plause. 
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SPOKCK  AT  THE  ASMirSRSARY  riSITATIOK  OF 
TUNBRIDOC  SCHOOŁ,  1756. 

Well — though  our  passlons  riot,  fret,  and  rave, 
Wild  and  capnoio.us  as  the  wind  and  wave, 
One  commnn  folly,  say  whate'cr  we  can, 
Has  f!x'd  at  last  thn  mcrcury  of  man  ; 
And  rułes,  as  sacred  as  his  fother's  creed, 
O^er  every  native  of  the  Thames  and  Tweed. 

Ask  ye  wbat  power  it  is  that  dares  to  claim 
So  vast  an  empire,  and  so  wide  a  famę  ? 
Wbat  cod  un8!irin'd  in  all  the  ages  past? 
I  'II  tcil  you,  friend!  in  one  short  word — 'tisTaste; 
Taste  tliat,  without  or  head,  or  ear,  or  heart, 
One  cift  of  Naturę,  or  one  grace  of  art, 
Ennobles  rrohes,  sanctifies  expense, 
Atid  takes  the  place  of  spirit,  wortb,  and  sense. 
In  elder  time,  ere  yet  our  fathers  knew 
Romc'9  idie  arts,  or  panted  for  Yirtii, 
Or  sat  whole  nights  Italiąn  songs  to  hear, 
Without  a  genius,  and  without  an  ear; 
£xalted  Scnse,  to  warmer  climes  unkno^i, 
And  manly  Wit  was  Nature'3,  and  our  own. 
But  when  our  virtues,  warp\l  by  wcalth  and  peace, 
Braran  to  slumber  in  the  lap  of  Ease — 
Włien  Charles  retumM  to  his  patcmal  reign, 
With  morę  than  fifty  tailors  in  histrain. 
We  felt  for  Taste — for  tben  obliging  France 
Taucłjt  the  rough  Briton  bow  to  dress  and  dancc, 
Polit  ly  toM  him  all  were  brutes  and  fools. 
But  the  gay  coxcombs  of  ber  happicr^scbools.; 
That  ali  peifei^tion  in  ber  languagc  lay, 
And  the  best  author  was  her  own  Kał)elais. 
Hence,  by  some  strange  malie^nity  of  Fatę,    > 
W^e  take  our  fashions  from  the  land  we  hate : 
Still  slaves  to  ber,  howe'er  her  ta^ste  inclines, 
We  wear  ber  ribbands,  and  we  drink  ber  wines; 
Eat  as  sbe  eats,  no  matter  which  or  wbat, 
A  roastcd  lobster,  or  a  poasted  cat ; 
And  Hll  our  bouses  with  an  bungry  tratn 
Of  tnore  than  half  the  scouudrels  of  the  Soine. 

Time  was,  a  wealthy  Englisbman  would  jola 
A  rich  pUimb-pudding  to  a  fat  sirloin; 
Or  bakę  a  pasty,  wbosc  enormons  wali 
Took  up  almost  the  area  of  bis  hall : 
But  now,  as  art  iroproves,  and  lifc  rcfines, 
Tbe  demon  Taste  atteuds  him  when  be  dines  ; 
Srrves  on  his  board  an  elegant  regale, 
Wbcre  three  stew*d  mushrooms   flank  a  larded 

quail; 
Where  infant  turkeys,  half  a  montb  rcsignM 
To  the  soft  brealblngs  of  a  southern  wind. 
And  smóther'd  in  a  rich  ragout  of  snalls, 
Outstink  a  lenten  supper  at  Yersaiiles. 
Is  tliere  a  saint  that  would  not  laugb  to  see 
The  good  nian  piddling  with  his  fricassee ; 
ForcM  by  the  luxury  of  taste  to  drain 
A  fla^k  of  po' son,  which  be  calls  champagne! 
Whilo  he,  ptH)r  ideot !  though  be  dare  not  speak, 
Pinos  all  tbe  wbile  for  porter  and  ox-cbec.k. 

Surę  'tis  euough  to  starve  for  pomp  and  show, 
To  drink,  and  curse  the  clarets  of  Bpurdeaux: 
Yet  such  our  bumour,  sucb  our  skill  to  hit 
Exoess  uf  tb!ły  tbrjugb  excess  of  wit, 
We  p'ant  rbe  f^arden,  and  we  bnild  the  seat, 
Just  as  absurdly  as  we  drink  and  eat. 


For  is  there  aught  that  Naiure'8  band  has  sown 
To  bloom  and  ripen  in  her  hnttcst  zonę  ? 
Is  tbere  a  sbrub  yibich,  ere  its  Yerdun>s  Wow, 
Asks  all  tbe  suns  that  bcam  upon  the  Po  ? 
Is  there  a  flowrct  whose  vcrniilion  hue 
(^n  only  catch  iLs  beauty  in  Peru  ? 
Is  there  a  portal,  colonnado,  or  domc, 
Tbe  pridc  of  Naples,  or  the  l)oast  of  Romę  ? 
We  raisT  it  here,  in  storms  of  wind  and  bail. 
On  tłie  bleak  bosom  of  a  sunless  vale ; 
Carelc5s  alikc  of  climate,  soi?,  and  place, 
'llłe  cast  of  Naturę,  and  the  smiles  of  Grace. 

Hence  all  our  stuccoM  walls,  Mo*^aic  doorSi 
PaMadian  windowg,  and  Yenetian  doors; 
Our  riothic  fronts,  whose  Att-c  wings  unfold 
Fluted  pilastcrs  tipp'd  with  leavcs  c*f  gold ; 
Our  massy  ceilings,  grac'd  with  gay  festoons, 
The  wee})ing  niarbles  of  our  damp  salooos, 
Lawns  friugM  witb  citrons,  amarantbine  bow^rs, 
Expiring  mjTtles,  and  unop'nlng  flow'rs. 
Hence  the  good  Scotsman  bids  th'  anaua  bknr 
In  rocks  of  ci  ystal,  or  in  AIps  of  snów ; 
On  Orcus'  steep  ext('nds  his  wide  arcade. 
And  ki  lis  his  scanty  stmshinf^  Jn  a  shadc 

One  migbt  expect  a  sanctity  of  style 
August  and  manly  in  an  holy  pile, 
And  think  an  architect  extremely  odd 
To  build  a  playbouse  for  tho  cburch  of  God ; 
Yet  half  our  churcbes,  soch  tbe  modę  that  rcigoj^ 
Are  Roman  theatres,  or  Grecian  faoes  j 
Where  broad-arch*d  windows  to  the  eye  conrcy 
The  keen  diffusion  of  too  strong  a  day ; 
Where,  in  the  lnxury,of  wanton  pride, 
Corintbian  columns  languish  side  by  sidc, 
Clos^d  by  an  altar  c\quisitely  fine, 
Lo(>:$e  and  lascivious  as  a  Cyprian  shrine. 

Of  latc,  'tis  true,  quite  sick  of  Romę  and  Grccc€^ 
We  fetch  our  models  from  the  wise  Chifiese: 
European  artists  are  tvK)  cool  and  cbaste. 
For  Mand>in  only  is  the  man  of  taste ; 
Whose  bolder  genius,  fondly  wild  to  sce 
His  grove  a  forest,  and  bis  pond  a  sea, 

Breaks  out and,  whimsically  great,  designs 

Without  the  shackles  or  of  niles  or  lines. 

Form'd  on  bis  plans,  our  farms  and  seats  begin 

To  matcb  the  boasted  villas  of  Pekin. 

On  cYcry  bill  a  «pire-crown'd  tempie  swełls, 

Ilung  round  with  seq>cnts,  and  a  fringe  of  belk: 

Junks  and  balon s  along  our  waters  sail, 

Witb  each  a  giłded  cock-boat  at  bis  taił ; 

Our  choice  exotics  to  the  breeze  exhale 

Within  th'  enclosure  of  a  zig-zag  raił ; 

In  Tartar  huts  our  cows  and  liorses  lie, 

Our  bogs  are  fattcd  in  an  Indian  stye  ; 

On  ev*ry  sbelf  a  Joss  div;nely  stares, 

Nymphs  laid  on  chintzes  sprawi  upon  our  chairs; 

Wbile  o*er  our  cabinets  Confucius  nods, 

Midst  porcelain  clepbants,  and  China  gods. 

Peace  to  all  such — ^but  you  whose  chaster  fira 
True  greatness  kindles,  and  tnie  sense  insjwres, 
Or  ere  you  lay  a  stone,  or  plant  a  shade, 
Bond  the  proud  arch,  or  roli  tbe  broad  cascade, 
Ere  all  your  wealth  in  mean  profusion  wast£, 
Examine  Natijre  with  the  eye  of  Taste; 
Mark  where  shespreads  the  lawa,  or  poun  tbe  rilJ, 
Falls  in  the  vale,  or  bi^eaks  upon  the  bill ; 
Plan  as  she  plans,  and  where  her  genius  calls, 
There  sink  your  grottos,  aud  there  raise  your  walls. 
^Vithout  this  Taste,  ben  eat  h  whose  magie  wand 
TruŁb  and  correctacss  ^uidc  tbe  artisfs  hand, 
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Wbods,  lakcf,  and  pałacem  are  idie  thmgs, 
The  shame  of  nations,  and  the  blnsh  of  kings. 
Eicppnde  and  Vanbmgh»  ranity  and  sbow, 
May  build  a  Bienheim,  but  not  make  a  Stowe. 

Bat  what  is  Taste,  you  ask,  this  heav'n-born  iir%» 
We  alł  pretend  to,  and  we  ałl  admire  ? 
Is  it  a  casuał  grace  ?  or  lucky  hit  ? 
Or  the  cool  eribrt  of  reflecting  wit  ? 
Has  it  no  law  but  merę  misg^idcd  will  ? 
No  just  criterion  fix*d  to  good  and  ill  ? 
It  bas — — True  Taste,  when  delicately  fine, 
Is  tbe  pure  sunshine  of  a  sou!  divine, 
The  fuli  perfection  of  each  mcntal  pow'r — 
Tis  seose,  Hih  Naturę,  and  'tis  somcthing  morę. 
Twin-bom  with  Genius  of  one  common  bed, 
One  parent  borę  them,  and  one  master  bred. 
U  fiws  the  lyre  with  happicr  sounds  to  flow, 
With  purer  blushes  bids  fair  fieauty  glow ; 
From  Raphaers  pencil  calls  a  nobler  lnie, 
Aod  warmft,  Corregio  !  every  touch  of  thine. 

And  yet,  thongh  apnmg  from  one  patemal  flame» 
Genius  and  Taste  are  different  as  their  name : 
Geoios,  atl  siinbeam,  where  he  throws  a  smile 
Iropregnates  Naturę  faster  than  the  Nile; 
Wild  and  impetuous,  high  as  Ueav'n  aspires, 
Ali  science  animates,  all  Tirtue  fires ; 
Creates  ideał  worlds,  and  there  cv>nvene8 
Aerial  forms,  and  visionary  scenes. 
But  Taste  corrects  by  one  ethereal  touch, 
^liat  seems  too  little,  and  what  seems  too  much ; 
Marks  the  fine  point  where  each  consenting  part 
Slides  into  bea;ity  with  the  oase  of  art ; 
Thts  bids  to  rise,  and  that  with  ęrrare  to  fali, 
And  bound^  uoites,  relioes,  and  hefghten?  all. 


LiFE  UMIAPPY, 

BECADSB  WE  USE  IT  IMPROPERŁY. 
A  MORAŁ  ESSAY. 

SrOKEN  ATTHB  TUNBRrDGR  SCHOOl^  ANNłYERSARlT, 

1760. 

9 

1 0W9  it,  BelmouT  !  say  whate'cr  we  can, 
The  lot  of  sorrow  seems  the  lot  of  man  j 
Affliction  feods  with  all  her  kecnest  ragę 
On  youth*s  fair  blossoms,  and  the  fruits  of  agc; 
And  wraps  alike  beneath  ber  harpy  wings 
The  cells  of  peasants,  and  the  courts  of  kings. 

Yet  surę  unjustly  we  ascribe  to  Fate 
Tboee  ilk,  those  mischiefś,  we  ourselres  create; 
Yaioly  lament  that  all  the  joys  we  know, 
Af8  morę  than  number^d  by  the  pangs  of  woe ; 
And  yet  those  joys  in  mean  profusion  waste, 
Without  reflpction,  and  without  a  taste : 
Careless  of  all  that  virtue  givcs  to  please, 
For  tbought  too  active,  and  too  mad  for  ease. 
We  gite  eacb  appetite  too  loose  a  rcin, 
Posh  cv'ry  pleasure  to  the  Terjjc  of  pain ; 
Impetuous  foUow  where  the  passions  cali, 
And  ljve  in  rapture,  or  not  live  at  all. 

Hence  half  the  plagues  that  fili  with  pain  and  strife 
Each  softer  moment  of  domestic  life ; 
Tbe  palsied  band,  tbe  vtsionary  brain, 
Th*  infccted  fluid,  and  the  torpid  vein  ; 
The  min^d  appetite  that  loathing  slights 
-  The  richest  olio  of  tłie  cook  at  White*s ; 
Tbe  aching  impotence  of  loose  Desire, 
A  nerveless  body  with  a  sonl  on  fire : 


Th*  etemal  blush  that  liglits  the  cheek  of  Shame 
For  wasted  riches,  and  unheeded  famę; 
lTnhallow'd  reveries,  low-thoughted  cares, 
Tłie  wisb  that  riots,  and  the  pang  that  tears  ; 
Each  awful  tear  that  weeps  the  night  away, 
Each  heartfelt  sigh  <ń  each  reflecting  day  j 
AU  that  around  the  low'ring  eye  of  Spleen 
Throws  the  pale  phantom,  and  terrific  scenę ; 
Or,  direr  still,  cftlls  from  th'  abyss  beiow 
D^]>air's  dread  genius  to  the  conch  of  woe, 
Where,  lost  to  hcalth,  and  hope*8  all-cheeńng  raf, 
As  the  dead  eyc-ball  to  the  orb  of  day. 
Pale  Riot  bleeds  for  all  his  mad  expcnse 
In  each  rack'd  organ,  or  acuter  sense ; 
Where  sad  Remorse  beholds  in  every  shade 
The  murder'd  firiend,  or  riolated  maid  ; 
And  stnng  to  madness  in  his  inmoiit  soul, 
Grasps  the  keen  dagger,  or  empotsonM  bowl. 
Impions  it  were  to  thiuk  th'  Etemal  Mind 
Itf  but  the  scourge  and  tyrant  of  mankind. 
8ure  he  wbo  gives  us  sunshioe,  dew,  and  8how*r, 
The  i^ine  ambrosral,  and  the  blooming  flow'^, 
Wbose  own  bright  intage  lives  on  man  imprest^ 
Meant  that  that  being  shou^d  be  wise  and  blest. 
And  taught  each  instinct  in  his  heart  enshrin*d 
To  feel  for  bliss,  to  scarch  it,  and  to  find. 

But  where  's  this  bliss,  you  ask,  this  heaF'n-boni 
We  all  pretend  to  and  we  all  admire  }  [fire 

Breathes  it  in  Ceylon^s  aromat io  isle  } 
Flows  it  along  the  waters  of  the  Nile  ? 
liyes  it  in  liMlia*s  animated  roould, 
In  rucks  of  crystal,  or  in  veins  of  gold  ? 
Not  there  alone,  but.  boin)'lle^<t,  uńc<mfm*d, 
Spreads  through  all  lite,  ahd  flows  to  all  mankind  ; 
Waits  on  tbe  winds  that  błow,  the  wanes  that  roli. 
And  warms  alike  the  Equator  and  the  Pole. 
For  as  kind  Naturę  through  the  globc  inspires 
Her  parent  warrnths,  and  elcn»ental  fires, 
Forms  the  bright  gem  in  Earth's  uufathomM  cares, 
Bids  the  rich  coral  blush  bcneaLh  ihe  wares. 
And  with  the  same  proliflc  virtge  gloirs 
In  the  rough  bramble,  as  the  dainask  rosę  ; 
So,  in  the  union  of  her  morał  plan, 
The  ray  of  bliss  shines  on  from  man  to  man, 
Whether  in  purples  or  in  skins  arcay^d, 
He  wields  the  sceptre,  or  he  plies  tlie  spade, 
Slayes  on  the  Ganges,  triumphs  on  the  Kłionei 
Hides  in  a  celi,  or  beams  upon  a  Ihrone. 

In  yain  the  man  whose  sotil  ambition  flres, 
Whom  birth  ennoblcs,  and  wfaom  wcaltb  inspires^ 
Insists  that  happiness  for  coinls  was  madę. 
And  laughs  at  every  genius  of  the  shade. 
As  much  mistakes  the  sagę,  who  iain  would  prora 
Fair  Pleasure  lires  bnt  in  his  grot  and  groTC. 
Each  scenę  of  life,  or  open  or  confinM, 
Alike  congenial  to  its  kindred  mhad, 
Alike  ordain'd  by  Heav'n  to  charm  or  pieaae 
The  man  of  spirit  and  t*.i#  man  of  ease  ^ 
Just  as  our  taste  is  better  or  is  worse, 
Becomcs  a  blessing,  or  bccomes  a  curse. 
When  Lust  and  Eovy  share  the  soul  by  tums, 
When  Fear  UDner\'cs  her,  or  mad  Vengeance  bums; 
When  Luxury  brutes  her  in  the  wanton  bow*r. 
And  Guiltsblack  phantomshaunther  midnighthour; 
Not  all  tbe  wcaltb  each  warmer  sun  prorides, 
All  earth  embosoms,  and  all  ocean  hidea, 
Not  all  the  pomps  that  ronnd  proud  Greatness  shin€^ 
When  suppliant  natinns  l)ow  before  her  shrine, 
Can  ease  the  heart,  or  ray  upon  the  breast 
Contenfs  fuli  sunshine,  aod  the  calm  of  rest. 
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>'c) — all  th«  blira  that  Naturę  feek,  or  knows, 
Of  hcaitfolt  rapture,  or  of  cool  reposc, 
Howe'er  improvM  by  wisdom,  and  by  aif , 
Lives  in  ourselves>  and  beams  but  from  the  heart. 
Quite  independent  of  those  alien  thingę, 
Applauding  bonatcs,  and  the  smiles  of  kings, 
Of  emplty  piiraes,  or  of  wealthy  bags, 
A  robę  of  ermincs,  or  a  coat  in  ra^s. 

Conclude  we  then  that  Hcav*n*s  supremę  decree 
Gives  ease  and  joy  to  monarchs  and  to  me: 
Yet,  su  eh  the  fate  of  all  that  man  obtains, 
Our  pleasures  must  be  purchasM  by  our  pains, 
AnĄ  cost  us  evpry  h<^ur  some  smali  expen9e, 
A  littie  labour,  and  a  little  sen^e. 
That  heav*n-bom  bliss,  that  soul-illuminM  joy, 
Which  mad  men  squander,  and  which  fools  destroy, 
To  half  tlie  nations  of  the  globe  unknown, 
Refleotins:  Wisdom  makes  it  alł  her  own ; 
Coolly  explores,  in  ever>'  scenę  and  sphere, 
What  Naturę  wants,  what  life  inherits  there ; 
What  Icnient  arte  can  teach  the  soul  to  know 
A  purer  rapture,  and  a  softer  woe ; 
What  mek  her  idle  vanities  away, 
And  make  to  morrow  happicr  than  to  day. 
Wlthout  this  cheap,  this  economic  art, 
This  C(X)l  philosophy  of  head  and  heart, 
A  peer^s  proud  bosom,  rack'd  by  pangs  and  cares, 
Feeis  not  the  splendour  of  the  star  hc  wears : 
With  it  the  wrctch  whom  Waitt  has  forc'd  to  dwell 
In  the  last  comer  of  her  cheerless  celi, 
In  spite  of  hunger,  labour,  cołd,  disea^e, 
Lica,  laughs,  and  siu m bers  on  the  couch  of  ease. 

A  coxcomb  ouce  in  HandePs  pariour  found 
A  Grecian  lyre,  and  tryM  to  make  it  sound  ; 
0'er  the  fine  stops  his  awkward  tist  he  flings, 
And  rudely  presses  on  th'  elastic  strlngs : 
AwakenM  Discord  shrieks,  and  scolds,  and  raves, 
Wild  as  the  dissonance  of  winds  aud  wave8, 
Loud  as  a  Wapping  mob  at  midnight  bawls, 
Harsh  as  ten  chariots  rolling  round  St.  Paufs, 
And  hoarscr  far  than  all  th'  ecstatic  raco 
Whose  drunken  orgies  stunn^d  the  wilds  of  Thrac^. 

"  Friend  !"  qaoth  the  sagę,  "  that  fiiie  machinę 
Exacte*r  numbers,  and  di  vi  ner  strains ;       [coutains 
Strains  such  as  once  could  build  the  Thcban  wali, 
And  stop  the  mountain  torrent  in  its  fali : 
But  yet  to  wake  them,  rouse  thrro,  and  inspire, 
Asks  a  fine  finger,  and  a  touch  of  fire, 
A  feeling  soul,  whose  all  expressive  pow*rs 
Can  copy  Naturę  as  she.sinks  or  scars  ; 
And,  just  alike  to  pasaion,  time,  and  place, 
Kefine  correctness  into  ease  and  grace." 
Ilłj  said— and,  flymg  o'er  each  quiv'ring  wire, 
Spread  his  light  hand,  and  swept  it  on  the  lyre. 
Quick  to  his  touch  the  lyre  began  to  i;\ovr, 
The  sound  to  kindle,  and  the  air  to  flow, . 
Deep  .as  the  murmurs  of  the  falling  floods, 
Sweet  as  the  warbles  of  the  vocal  \«chx1s  : 
The  list^iing  pnssions  hear,  aud  siuk,  and  rise, 
As  the  rich  harmony  or  swells  or  dies  j 
The  pulse  ©f  Avjh*ice  forgets  to  mrve, 
Ą  purer  rapture  fills  the  brea.st  of  Tawc  j 
I)cvotion  lifta  to  Heav'n  a  holier  cye, 
And  bleetling  Pity  heave8  a  soltcr  siiih. 
Life  has  its  ease,  amusement,  joy,  and  fire, 
Hid  in  itsełf,  as  musie  in  the  l5Me ; 
And,  like  the  lyre,  with  all  its  pow'i-s  impart, 
When  touch'd  and  managM  by  the  hand  of  Art. 
But  half  mankind,  like  Handers  fwl,  dcitroy, 
7l;roagh  ra^e  aqd  ignoraoce,  tlie  str^p  of  jov ; 


Irregularly  will  thcir  passions  roli 
TIn-ough  Nature*8  finest  instrument,  the  soul  i 
While  men  of  sensc,  with  IlandePs  happier  ^kill, 
Correct  the  taste,  aud  hannonize  the  will ; 
Teach  their  affections  like  his  notes  to  f.ow. 
Not  rais'd  too  high,  nor  ever  sunk  too  Iow  ; 
Till  every  virtue,  measurM  and  refin*d, 
As  fits  the  concert.of  the  master-mind, 
Melts  in  its  kindred  sounds,  and  pours  aloiig 
Tb*  according  musie  of  the  morał  song. 
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AwAKB,  Yoltaire  ^  with  warmth,  with  raptuir  raisc 
Th'  applauding  psan,  and  the  song  of  j^raise: 
Again  thy  Fred*ric  mounts  the  victor'8  car, 
Again  he  tkunders  in  the  front  of  war; 
Back  to  the  desert  flies  the  routed  Gaul, 
And  proud  Yienna  shakes  from  wali  to  wali. 

Hehears  me  not — thy  genius,  France!  preAaiK 
The  poet  feels  but  for  łiis  own  Yersaille^ ; 
With  becret  curses  eyes  the  hero'8  sword, 
Aud  hates  that  virtue  which  he  once  adoKd. 

And  shall  a  king  whose  triumphs  far  ncceed 
The  boasted  glories  of  tfie  (Jreek  and  Swede; 
Who  morę  than  Cssar,  with  a  brighter  ray 
Ascends,  and  shines  imperial  Borne  away — 
Shall  he  through  ages  spread  his  mighty  name 
Without  a  verse  to  wait  upon  his  faroe  ? 
Has  Britain  lost  her  spirit,  soul,  and  fire  ? 
Has  she  no  patriot  who  daie  touch  the  lyre  ? 

Yes while  I  live,  thy  virtues,  priiice !  &ha!!  be 

For  cver  sacred  to  the  Muse,  and  me. 

What  though  I  herd  but  with  the  vulgar  throog, 

The  last,  the  lowest  of  the  sons  of  simg, 

Thy  bold  exploits  shall  givc  u^y  soul  to  glow, 

My  pulse  to  kindle,  and  my  vcin  to  flow; 

Kxalt  my  spirit,  animatc  my  linę. 

And  lend  my  numbers  all  the  strength  of  thine* 

Now  had  pale  Fury  drove  her  iron  car 
From  fields  of  sla\ighter,  and  from  wastes  of  ^arj 
Rctuming  Pcace  led  on  tł.i*  ven)al  ycar, 
SheathM  the  keen  sword,  aud  broke  the  lifted  spcar, 
Wide  o»er  the  worid  her  oiive  branch  displayM, 
And  caird  the  nations  to  5ts  hal!ow'd  sbade. 
And  now  the  arts,  inflnniM  w.th  een*roiłs  sirife, 
Rosę  in  the  softness  of  donicstic  life; 
£xulting  Labour  tam'd  the  btubbom  plain, 
The  sail  of  Commerce  took  up  all  the  main, 
With  bolder  wings  th*  immortal  Muscs  fltw. 
And  Science  trinmi'd  her  fadc^  wreath  anew. 

Ambition  sighM — for  now  bhe  heard  no  morę 
The  war's  loud  thundor  break  from  słiorc-  to  %\  orc: 
No  morę  behcid  proud  monarchs,  meanly  vain, 
RankM  in  her  file«,  or  number'd  in  her  train ; 
Lost  to  the  glarc  of  life,  fhe  lay  unblest 
In  the  lone  celi  of  solitary  Rest,  fthrmr 

Where  Splcen*s  pale  rlsions  round  her  slumUri 
Et<Tnal  sadness,  and  a  pomp  of  woe. 
In  vain  kind  Naturc  pours  upon  her  eye 
A  softer  sunshine,  aud  a  richer  sky, 
Spreads  the  wild  forest,  heaves  the  cloud-topt  liill, 
Waves  iti  the  wood,  and  fliws  along  the  rill: 
WołK^s,  wihls,  and  waters,  to  her  sen^e  decay, 
The  warblers  lanpui^h  on  the  vocal  spray; 
Cnclouded  suns  iu  neAv'n's  elear  azure  fade, 
Aud  Night »  black  hgrroun*  wcar  ą  deef)er  shiidCf 
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At  length  arousM  she  fccls  hcr  tronted  flame, 
Revives,  and  opens  to  the  voice  of  Famę ; 
She  sees  new  triumphs  rising  to  ber  view, 
And  wingM  by  rapture,  to  Yienna'  flew. 
Twas  nijrht,  luHM  softly  by  the  westeni  brecze, 
Fair  Austria  slumber'd  on  the  coiich  of  Easc : 
When'as  of  old  the  flrst  infcrnal  pow'r 
Stole  ofi  the  swee^tó  of  FxleTi's  nuptial  bowV, 
And  skilPd  althe  to  flatter  and  deceive, 
Crept  in  a  reptile  to  tłic  ear  of  Eve  ; 
So  now  Ambition,  with  a  iiobler  mień, 
AppnoachM,  and  whisperM  thus  the  sieeping  queen. 

"Qinst  thou,  O  princess!  thou,  whose  glory  spńngs 
From  heav'n-boni  heroes,  and  a  race  of  kings, 
Resign'd  and  cool,  to  yonder  Pnissian  yield 
Siles'a'8  sceptre  and  her  fruitful  iield  ? 
Rise  to  thy  wrongs,  assert  thy  injnr'd  reign. 
And  bid  tbe  sword  of  vengeance  ragę  again  ; 
Tear  from  his  hand  the  empire  he  has  won, 
This  moment  crush  hiin,  or  thou  art  undone. 
Secret  and  strong,  beueath  his  native  fires, 
The  baughty  genius  of  his  soul  aspires ; 
His  rralms  eniarge,  his  sails  begin  to  fly 
Cer  ev'ry  ocean  of  the  polar  sky. 
Rjch  hanrests  rise  upon  his  barrcn  waste, 
His  cnnrded  cities  are  the  seats  of  taste ; 
Another  ycar*s  autumnal  siins  shall  see 
His  broad  dominions  stretch  from  sea  to  sea : 
Perhaps  shall  see  him  on  th*  imperial  throne, 
Enrope  ensla^^d,  and  half  the  world  his  own." 

Thus  spoke  the  fiond,  and,  with  delasive  art, 
BreathM  her  blark  spirit  through  Teresa^s  heart: 
Rapt  intp  futurę  scenes  she  minds  no  morę 
The  faith  she  plighted,  and  the  oath  she  swore ; 
Strong,  and  morę  strong,  the  vision  lives  imprest, 
Couquest's  dread  genius  takes  up  all  herbreast; 
Paiots  on  her  soul,  in  luxury  of  thought, 
Th'  ideał  glorie*  of  a  war  unfought, 
The  laurel-wreath,  the  military  show, 
The  car  of  triumph,  and  the  captive  fbe. 
And  now  the  qneen,  iinfeeling,  false,  and  vain, 
Plans  the  wide  ruin  of  a  bold  campaign ; 
Through  all  the  north  with  all  her  spirit  raves, 
And  wakes  the  nations  in  their  huts  and  caves ; 
With  wild  barbarians  crowds  her  wanton  war, 
The  savage  Croat,  and  the  6eTce  hussar ; 
Fires  the  proud  Saxf)n*s  sanguinary  vein. 
And  rouses  all  the  demon  of  the  Seine ; 
Leagues  kings  with  kings,  fills  Eqrope  with  alarms, 
Shakcs  Heav'n  and  Earth,  and  sets  the  world  in 

Ocurst  AmbitionI  to  each  vice  allied,      [arms. 
Be^t  by  Mischief  in  the  wonib  of  Pride, 
What  ills,  droad  fury  !  from  thy  genius  flow! 
What  awful  scenes  of  unimnginM  woe  ! 
Befor^  thy  footsteps,  wrappM  in  flanfes  of  fire, 
Sinks  the  tali  colunin,  and  mąjcstic  spire. 
(-lose  at  thy  side  her  sword  fell  Slaughtcr  waves, 
Midst  błeeding  pilcs,  and  cver-op'ning  grares ; 
The  Plague  behind  thee,  with  her  tainted  breath, 
Bwceps  through  the  nations  on  the  wing  of  Deatb ; 
Neglectcd  Cenius  in  his  celi  expires, 
To  other  worlds  fair  Liberty  retires  ; 
The  patriot  Muse  forsjets  her  voice  divine, 
Religion  leaves  her  vir)lated  shrine  ; 
And  6y'ry  meek-ey*d  virtue  piiies  and  moums, 
Midst  falling  temples  and  sopulchral  ums. 

The  Prussian  haw  at  one  keen  glance  from  far 
The  gath'ring  teropest  and  impending  war : 
He  saw,  and  instant  bids  his  armies  form, 
\k^s  tlie  bold  inarcb,  and  bears  upon  the  stomir 


In  Tain  the  fbrest  big  with  death  extend8, 
The  rampart  thunders,  and  the  flood  descendij 
In  vain  the  foe  each  open  field  declines, 
Hides  in  the  trcnch,  oi*  lurks  within  his  lines, 
He  storms  the  rampart,  fords  the  rapid  flood, 
Leaps  the  broad  trench,  and  clears  th'  enambush'd  . 
Now  presses  on,  now  reigns  his  dread  carcer,  [wood  j 
Pours  on  the  van,  or  steals  upon  the  rear; 
Marks  ev'ry  crisis,  sliiiies  in  cv'ry  scenę, 
And  is  at  once  a  Marlbro'  and  Eugene. 
At  length,  in  all  the  pomp  of  war,  advance 
Th'  imperial  eagles  with  tlie  arms  of  France ; 
A  mighty  host,  whose  awful  files  contain 
The  vet'ran  warriors  of  the  Mamo  and  Maioe« 
And  will  he  yet,  when  nations  round  him  close. 
And  his  thin  ranks  scarce  number  half  his  foes; 
Will  he,  ye  Heav'ns  !  th'  unequal  conflict  try. 
And  brave  his  fate  when  Glory  bids  him  tly  ? 
Ah  !  aught  avails  it  that  immortal  Fanie 
Fiird  her  fond  clarion  with  her  Frcd'ric's  name  ? 
Arails  it  aught  that  Jnstice  leamt  to  awe 
Misguided  Naturę  from  his  codę  of  law  ? 
That  warm'd  and  foster\l  by  his  genial  eye, 
Thansplanted  Science  own'd  the  ptjlar  sky  f 
That  Greece  and  Taste  upon  the  Baltic  smiFd, 
And  new  Lyceitms  openM  in  the  wild  ? 

Alas!  one  moment the  bright  scenę  is  o'er^— 

He  falls he  dies and  Prussia  is  no  morę. 

Yet  shall  not  France,  in  this  herblissful'  hour, 
Her  dream  of  empire,  and  her  pride  of  pow'r, 
An  easy,  cheaj),  unbleeding,conq\ie8t  know, 
Or  rear  htT  trophies  o'er  a  flying  foe  : 
For  now  the  monarch,  ere  hc  givcs  the  sign, 
Serenely  dreadful  moves  along  the  linę: 
The  le^ions,  far  as  each  kccn  glance  can  fly, 
Mark  his  firm  step,  and  hang  ui)on  his  eye ; 
lliat  eye  whose  lightning  terrour  round  him  fliniE^  ; 
That  step  wliich  seems  to  tread  on  thronesand  kings. 
At  every  look  through  all  th'  cinbattled  van 
The  pulse  of  glory  bcats  from  rnan  to  man : 
The  soldier  kmdling  at  his  prince  aspires, 
Si^ells  with  his  hopes,  and  bunis  with  all  his  fires; 
Yet,  midst  his  ardonrs,  owns  a  softer  flame. 
And  feels  for  Fred  nc  while  he  feels  for  famę. 

And  now  the  Sun,  whose  orb  shall  set  in  blood* 
Faints  on  the  uuibrage  of  the  westeni  wood  5 
The  distant  hills  in  each  horizon  fade. 
And  Night  coines  on  in  all  her  gloom  and  shade: 
And  now  the  trumpefs  animating  sound 
Peals  on  tho  ear,  and  shakes  the  field  around, 
When,  as  the  whirluind  tears  its  rapid  way, 
Roots  up  the  rock,  and  sweeps  the  plain  away; 
Fierce  on  his  foe  tir  intrepid  Prusaian  springs, 
l)rives  through  his  van,  and  breaks  into  his  win^r. ; 
Wraps  his  whole  war  in  one  tremcndous  fire. 
And  sees  the  prowess  of  his  host  expire. 
Th'  imperial  chiefs  no  morę  the  shock  sustain, 
Their  fainting  battle  bleeds  in  ev'rj'  vein ; 
France  flies  impetuous  on  the  wings  of  Fear, 
And  hungry  Slaughtcr  feeds  up«jn  his  rear. 

Yet,  stay  thee,  prince !  all-conqueror  as  thou  art, 
Indulge  the  miider  virtues  of  thy  heart ; 
Restrain  fierce  Yengeance  in  her  ragę  of  ire. 
And  le^  us  love  the  monarch  we  admire. 
All  that  on  Earth  proud  Conquest  gircs  to  shin^ 
All  the  dread  glorics  of  the  sword  are  thiue : 
The  victor-wreath  applauding  statcs  decree, 
The  sacred  pa^an  oniy  swells  for  thee. 
Another  toil  remains  ere  yet  thy  name 
Ęcars  the  fuli  splendour  of  unclouded  fame« 
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Enjoy  that  nobl^r  fame^bid  discord  cea^. 
And  lay  pale  Europę  in  the  łap  of  Peace  : 
Then  shall  the  Muse,  vrho  nom  thy  triumph  sings 
.0*er  routed  uations,  and  repenting  kings, 
With  rapture  wait  thee  to  thy  svlvan  bowV, 
And  watch  the  głories  of  thy  softer  howr, 
When  Rome's  fine  arts  beneath  thy  shield  shall  win 
A  fairer  laiirel  in  thy  own  Berlin ; 
There  fix  the  school  of  Beanty,  and  adom 
Worlds  anexpk>r'd,  and  empires  yet  unbom. 


NO  BI  LITY. 

A  MORAŁ  BSSAY' 


SPOKEM  AT  THE  YISITATTON  OF  TUNBE10GB  SCffOOŁy 

1752. 

Ti8  said  that  ere  fair  Virtnc  leamt  to  sigb, 
The  crest  to  libel,  and  the  star  to  Te, 
The  poet  giowM  with  all  his  sacred  fire, 
And  bade  each  virtue  live  alon&r  the  lyre; 
Led  humble  Scienc<^  to  the  blest  abode. 
And  raisM  the  hero  till  he  shone  a  god. 

Onr  modem  bards,  by  some  unhappy  fate, 
CondeninM  to  flattcr  cv'ry  fool  of  statc, 
Have  oft,  regardlcss  of  thcir  heav'n-bom  flame, 
EuthronM  proud  Greatness  in  the  shriac  of  Famę; 
BestowM  on  Vice  the  wreaths  that  Yirtue  wove, 
And  paid  to  Nero  what  was  due  to  Jove. 

Yet  hear,  ye  great!  whftm  birth  and  titles  crown 
With  al  i  en  worth,  and  głories  not  your  own ; 
Hear  me  affirm,  that  all  the  vain  can  show, 
All  Anstis  boa»ts  of»  and  ajl  \miss  bestow, 
All  Knvy  wislies,  all  Ambition  hails, 
All  that  supports  St  James'8  and  YerBailles, 
Can  nevcr  give  distinction  to  a  knave, 
Or  make  a  lord  whom  Vice  has  madę  a  8lave. 

In  elder  limes,  cre  hcralds  yet  iniroird 
The  bleeding  niby  in  a  field  of  gold, 
Or  infant  langtiage  painM  the  tender  ear 
With  fess,  bend,  argent,  chev'ron,  and  saltier ; 
'Twas  he  alone  the  bay'8  bright  verdure  wore, 
Whose  strength  subduM  the  lion  or  the  boar; 
Wbose  artfrom  it>cks  coułd  cali  the  mellowing  grain, 
And  give  the  vine  to  laugh  along  the  plain ; 
Or,  tracing  Naturę  in  her  morał  plan, 
ExpIor'd  the  savage  till  he  found  the  man. 
Fur  him  the  rustic  hiud,  andvijlage  maid, 
Stripp^d  the  gay  spring  of  half  its  bloom  and  shade; 
With  annual  dances  grac'd  the  Saisy-mead, 
And  sung  his  triumphs  on  the  oaten  recd; 
Or,  fond  to  think  him  sprung  from  youder  i^ky, 
Rcar'd  the  turf  fane,  and  bade  the  victim  die. 

In  Turkcy,  sacred  as  the  Koran^s  page, 
These  simple  maniiers  live  through  ev'ry  age: 
The  humblest  swaln,  if  virtue  warms  the  man, 
May  rise  the  genius  of  the  grave  Divan ; 
And  all  but  Othmau'«  mce,  tiie  only  proud, 
Fali  with  their  sires,  and  mingle  wiih  the  crowd. 

For  threc  campaigns  Caprouli\s  hand  display^d 
The  Turkish  crescent  on  thy  walls,  Belgrade  ! 
Imperial  Eg3rpt  own^d  him  for  her  lord. 
And  Austria  trcmbłed  if  he  touch'd  the  sword : 
Yet  all  his  glóries  set  within  bis  grave, 
One  son  a  jani^ary,  one  a  slave. 
Politer  cpurts,  ingtmious  to  cxteud 
The  father^s  gluries,  bid  his  poiujis  dcscend  ; 
With  strange  good-natiire  give  his  worthless  son 
The  very  laurds  that  his  virtue  won  i 


And  with  the  same  a|^pel]ative8  adoni 
A  Iiving  hero,  and  a  sot  unbom. 

Hence,  wit^tout  blushing  (say  whate*er  we  can) 
We  morę  regard  th'  escutcheon  thąn  tlie  man; 
Yet,  tnie  to  Naturę  and  her  instincts,  prize 
The  hound  or  spaniel  as  his  talent  lies : 
Careless  firom  what  pateraal  blood  he  rosę. 
We  value  Bowman  only  for  his  nose. 

Say,  should  you  see  a  generous  s^fed  outily 
The  swiftest  zephyr  of  th*  autumnal  sky, 
WouM  you  at  once  his  ardent  wishes  kill, 
Give  him  the  dogs,  or  chaio  him  to  a  mili,     ^ 
Because  his  humbler  fathers,  grave  and  slow, 
CleanM  half  the  jakes  of  Houndsditch  or  Sobo  ł 

In  spite  of  all  that  in  his  graodsire  shone, 
Ali  horse^s  worth  is,  like  a  kiog's,  his  own. 
If  in  the  race,  when  length^ning  shouts  iospire 
His  bold  compeers,  and  set  their  hearts  on  fire, 
He  seems  regardlcss  of  tli'  exulting  sound, 
And  scarcciy  drags  his  legs  along  the  ground ; 
What  will  *t  avail  that,  spiung  from  heav'nty  seed. 
His  great  forefathrrs  swept  tfa*  Arabian  mead; 
Or,  dressM  in  half  an  empipe*8  purpie,  borę 
The  wcight  of  Xerxcs  on  the  Caspiau  shore } 

I  grant,  my  lord  I  your  anceston*  outshuoe 
All  that  e'cr  grac'd  the  Ganges  or  tlie  Rbone; 
Bom  to  protect,  to  rouse  thosc  godlike  fires 
That  Genius  kindles,  or  fair  Famę  inspires; 
O^er  humble  life  to  spread  indulgent  rasę. 
To  give  the  veias  to  flow  withoiit  disease; 
From  proud  Oppression  injurM  Worth  to  screen. 
And  shake  alikc  the  senate  and  the  scenę. 

And  see,  to  save  thcm  from  the  wrocks  of  age^ 
Exultitig  Science  fills  her  every  page. 
Famę  grasps  her  tmmp,  the  Epic  Muse  attdids, 
The  lyre  re-echoes,  and  the  song  ascends, 
The  scuIptor*s  chissel  with  the  pcncil  vies,       * 
Rocks  leap,  and  animated  marbles  rise: 
AU  arts,  all  pow^rs,  the  virtuous  cbiefs  adom. 
And  spread  their  pomps  to  ages  yet  unborn. 

AU  this  we  own — but  if,  amid&t  the  shine, 
Th*  cnormous  blaze  that  beains  along  the  linę, 
Some  scounJnd  peer,  regardless  of  his  sircs, 
PuTSues  each  folly,  and  each  yice  admires ; 
Shall  we  enrol  liU  prustituted  name 
In  Honour*s  zeuith,  and  the  lists  of  Famę  ? 
-    £xaltcd  titles,  like  a  beaoon,  rise 
To  \A.A\  the  wretched  whcre  proteclioa  lies. 
He  then  who  hears  unmovM  Affliction*s  ery, 
HiS' birth  's  a  pbantom,  and  his  name  's  a  lie. 

'i^e  Egyptians  tfaus  on  Cairo's  sacred  plain, 
Saw  half  their  marbles  move  into  a  fane ; 
The  glorious  work  unnumber*d  artists  ply, 
Now  turo  the  domc,  now  lift  it  to  the  sky : 
But  when  they  enter^d  the  sublime  abod^ 
They  found  a  serpent  where  thcy  hop'd  a  god. 

Anstis  observe5,  that  when  a  thou5aud  ycan 
Roli  through  a  race  of  princes,  or  of  peers, 
Obliging  Virtue  sheds  her  cvery  beam 
From  son  to  son,  and  waits  upon  the  stream. 
Yet  say,  ye  great !  who  boast  another  s  scars, 
.\nd  think  your  lineage  ends  but  in  tłie  siars, 
What  is  this  boou  of  Heav''n?  Dependent  stiU 
On  woman^s  weakness,  and  on  woman^s  wiU  ; 
Dare  yc  affirm  that  no  exot  c  blcod 
iias  sŁaind  your  glories  ever  saice  the  flood? 
Might  not  some  brlwny  slavc,  from  Afric  fled, 
Stamp  Iiis  base  image  in  the  uuptial  bed  ? 
Mibiht  not,  in  pagan  days,  your  moŁhers  prove 
The  fire  of  Phoebus,  and  the  strengtli  of  Jovc } 
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Or,  morę  politely  to  their  tovs  untruc, 
Love,  and  elope,  as  modci*n  ladics  do } 

But  ^rant  that  aJI  your  gentle  grandames  shene 
Clear,  and  unsullied  as  the  noon-day  Sun ;. 
Thougb  Naturę  forinM  tbem  of  her  chasŁest  mould, 
Say,  was  tbeir  birth  illustrious  as  their  go  Ul  ? 
Fuli  many  a  lord,  we  know,  has  chose  to  rangę 
Among  the  wealthy  beauties  of  the  'Change ; 
Or  8igb*d,  still  humbler.  to  the  midnigbt  gale 
For  some  fair  )>casant  of  tb'  Arcadian  vale. 
ThcD  blamp  us  not,  if  backward  to  adore 
A  name  polluted  by  a  slave  or  whorc; 
5MUce  spite  of  patents,  and  of  king*s  decrces. 
And  blooming  coroncts  on  pan*hnient-tree8, 
Some  alien  stain  may  datkcn  atl  the  linę. 
And  Norfolk*s  blood  dcscend  as  mean  as  minc* 

You  boaat,  my  lord  !  a  raoe  witb  laurels  crown'd. 
By  scnates  hononrd,  and  in  war  renown*d ; 
Show  tHen  the  martial  soul  to  danger  bred, 
When  Poitiers  tbunderM,  and  iv  hen  Cressy  bied; 
Show  (18  thoee  deeds,  tho6«  hrav'n-directed  fire^ 
That  ages  past  saw  beaming  on  your  sires ; 
That  frecbom  Pride  no  ty  rant  dur>t'en<t]ave, 
That  godlike  Zeal  that  only  livM  to  save. 

Barę  you,  thougb  Faction  bawi  through  all  her 
tribe, 
Thoagh  monarchs  threaieo,  and  thougb  atatesmen 

bribe, 
Fecl  for  mankind,  and  gallantly  approve 
Atl  Vlrtue  teaches,  and  all  angel^  love  ? 
Know  you  the  tear  that  flows  o^er  worth  distrest, 
The  joy  that  rises  when  a  peoplc*s  blest  ? 
Tbcn,  if  you  please,  immortali/e  your  linę, 
W:th  all  that^s  grcat,  heroic,  and  divłne ; 
Kxplore  jrith  curious  cye  th^  historie  page, 
The  Totls  of  famc,  the  monuments  of  a*gc; 
Ad  ipt  cacb  chief  immortal. Homer  singa, 
All  GrccHre^s  hcroes,  and  all  Asia's  kings : 
If  Eartfa's  too  scanty,  search  the  blest  abode, 
Aud  make  your  first  progenitor  a  god : 
We  grant  your  claim,  whate'er  you  wish  to  prove, 
The  son  of  Priam,  or  the  son  of  Jove« 

Statesmen  and  patriots  thus  to  glory  rise,        « 
The  self-bom  Sun  that  gilda  thcm  ncver  dtes : 
While  he  ennobled  by  those  gewgaw  thinga, 
The  pride  of  patents,  and  the  breatb  of  kings, 
Glarcs  the  -pale  meteor  of  a  little  hour, 
Fed  by  court  sunsbine,  and  poettc  showV ; 
Then  sinks  at  once,  unpitied,  and  unblest, 
A  nation*s  scandal,  and  a  natiun*s  jest. 

Nobility  had  something  in  her  bloo8, 
When  to  be  grcat  was  only  to  be  good : 
Sublime  she  sat  in  Virtue*s  sacred  fane, 
With  all  the  sister  graces  in  her  train. 
She  still  exists,  'tis  tnie,  in  Grosrenor  Square, 

Aud  leads  a  lifc,  a  kind  of — as  it  a'ere 

And  see  !  seif -shelter^d  from  the  world^s  alarpis, 

The  dying  goddess  sleeps  in  Fortunc^s  arms; 

Fond  Luxury  attends  her  soft  retrcats, 

The  roodest  Frazi  warbles  while  she  cats; 

Arafoła's  sweets  distil  at  ev'ry  porc, 

Her  flatt^rers  sooihe  her,  and  her  slaTes  adore ; 

Indulg'd  by  all  our  scnatel  to  forget, 

Those  woRt  of  plagues,  a  promise  and  a  debt. 

Not  hut  there  are,  amid.st  the  titlod  crew, 
Unknown  tu  all  but  Collins  and  the  stew, 
Men  who  improvc  their  heav^n-descended  fires, 
Rise  on  theT  blood,  and  beam  upon  their  sirca  ; 
Men  who,  like  diamonds  from  Golconda^s  minę, 
CaJ  from  themsehes  the  ray  that  make^  tbciu  sbine. 


I      PleasM  let  me  view  a  CecH's  sou!  amy'd 
With  all  that  Pldto  gather'd  in  the  shade; 
ReflecTt  how  nobly  Raduor  can  descend 
To  lose  his  title  in  tłie  name  of  fricnd ; 
At  Dorset  look,  and  bid  Hibemia  own 
ller  vicoroy  form'd  to  sit  upon  a  throne ; 
Ad  mirę  how  innocence  can-  leiid  to  truth 
F^ch  grace  of  virtue,  and  cach  charm  of  ynuth. 
And  iheii  enrapturM  bend  the  suppliaot  knee 
To  HeavV8  hi.^Hi  throne,  O  Rockingbam  !  for  thee. 
Let  then  vain  fools  their  proud  escutcbeona  Yiew, 
Allied  tó  half  the  Yncas  of  Pem ;  ' 

With  every  vice  those  lineal  glories  stain 
That  rosę  in  Pharamond,  or  Charlemagne : 
But  ye,  dear  youths  !  whom  cbanceor  geniiu  callt 
To  court  pale  Wisdom  in  these  halloWd  walls, 
Scoru  ye  to  hang  upon  a  blasted  name 
Anothcr'8  virtue,  and  anotber^s  famę : 
In  two  short  precepts  all  your  business  lłe»~> 
Wou'd  you  be  great  ^ — Be  virtuous,  and  be  wlscw 
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arOKEH  AT  TBB  ANMIYEUSARY,  1760. 

Ik  eldcr  time  when  men  were  ckaste. 
And  women  had  not  got  a  taste, 
It  was  ordainM,  to  ease  their  carcs, 
The  scxcs  should  be  link'd  in  pairs. 
And  pass  the  various  sccnes  of  life 
Knoum  by  the  names  of  man  and  wife. 

To  aid  thi'!;  scheme,  so  just  and  wise, 
Tłie  małe  had  vigour,  stren^'^th,  and  size: 
Undaunted,  active,  bold,  an.l  brave. 
And  fearless  or  of  wind  or  wave, 
He  BcalM  tho  clifTs  enormous  stecp, 
He  plung'd  into  the  pathle<s  deep, 
And  dar^d  in  open  war  enga^e 
TheJion's  sanguinary  ragę. 

Woman,  aM  formM  to  charm  and  please^ 
Had  morę  of  clegance  and  ease; 
A  fi  ner  shape,  a  softer  mień, 
A  hcart  morę  gentle  and  serene. 
HcT  smile  was  sunshine — in  ber  face 
5>at  Sweetness  on  the  throne  of  Grace : 
The  accents  mclted  from. her  tongite 
In  all  the  harmony  of  song  $ 
And  every  glance  that  lefŁ  her  eye 
Was  mildcr.than  a  vema]  sky. 

As  Naturę  now  had  done  her  beat, 
She  lefl  to  acc^dent  the  rcst. 
"  To  accident  !'* — you  ery — ^\^'hy,  yefc 
Yet  think  not  that  she  acts  by  guess. 
F.vents  may  baffle  manH  endeavour. 
But  Naturę  is  extremely  clever. 
And  works  with  so  exact  a  care, 
She  ne>r  miscarries  in  a  hair. 
For  now,  when  on  a  festal  day 
The  sexes  met,  alert  and  gay. 
And,  in  their  pastimea,  sporta,  and  daBoe% 
Had  interchang'd  aome  tender  glances, . 
Tb*  impasston^d  heart  began  to  owa 
A  set  of  instincts  yi^t  unknown ; 
To  throb  with  momentary  fires, 
Aud  melt  away  ia  young  desiret. 
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In  sbort,  the  men  begran  to  bo  w. 
To  soothe,  to*ogle,  wliine,  and  vow  j 
To  haunt  the  solitary  shade, 
And  whisper  to  the  village  inaid. 
The  viłlaare  inaid,  wbo  knew  not  yet 
The  breeding  of  a  sly  coquette ; 
And  could  not,  with  an  artful  sigh, 
Like  modem  ladies,  smile  and  lie ; 
Indulgrent  heard  her  Iover*8  flamey 
Franjkiy  confest  she  felt  the  same. 
And  ero  the  rosy-fingerM  Mom 
Dried  up  the  pearłs  npon  tbe  thorn, 
Went  with  him,  midst  her  virg:in  train, 
In  flow'rets  drest,  to  Hvmen's  fane. 

This  mi  Id  dirinity,  so  sung 
By  half  the  poets  old  and  young, 
The  patron  of  connubial  truth, 
Was  now  in  all  the  bloom  of  yonth. 
Roses  frcsh  gather^d  from  the  ba8h| 
Sweet  emblems  of  the  female  blusbj 
Wove  in  a  wreath  snpremely  feir, 
S!it  gracefal  on  his  auburn  hair : 
One  hand  sustaiuM  a  torch  on  fir^ 
Significant  of  soft  dcsire; 
The  otber  hcld  in  mystic  shę^  • 

A  bruider'd  veil  of  salfron  hue : 
Majestic  flow'd  his  azurc  vest. 
And  nibies  bied  upon  his  breast. 

The  meek-ey'd  god  an  age  or  so 
Succcedcd,  and  had  much  to  do ; 
In  crowds  his  ea^ei*  vot'rie8  came. 
His  altars  never  cfas'd  to  flamc : 
Besides  an  off^ring,  frank  and  frec, 
Fir.>t  paid  him  as  the  marriagc  fet", 
Some  pretty  toys  uf  shella  and  corals, 
With  sprigs  of  ever-blooming  laurcls, 
And  bowis  of  consecrated  winę, 
Werę  yearly  plac'd  upon  his  slirine, 
The  gifts  of  many  a  grateful  pair 
Madę  happy  by  his  guardian  carc. 

It  chanc'd  tłirec  demons,  fiends,  or  witches, 
Ambition,  Yanity,  and  Ricbes, 
Waik'd  out  one  evening  bright  and  fair, 
To  breatbe  a  little  country  air ; 
And,  as  old  Nick  would  have  it,  foimd 
This  soul-enchąnting  spot  of  grouiid, 
Where  happy  husbands,  happy  uivc6, 
£njoy'd  the  most  delioions  lives ; 
And  resolv'd  to  buy,  or  hire, 
A  vacant  cottage  of  the  'squire. 

They  came,  they  settlcd  j  sooth'd,  carest, 
Politely  treatcd  every  guest, 
And,  with  a  world  of  pains  and  labours, 
Lectur'd  their  simple-mioded  noighbours. 
«»  My  worthy  friends  !"  says  Wealth,  "  behold 
The  splendour  of  almighty  gold  ! 
These  guincas  hcre,  thcse  brilliant  things^ 
Which  bear  the  images  of  kings, 
Within  their  little  orbs  contain 
Fair  Pleasure*s  ever-smiling  tmin. 
And  can  to  ev'ry  swain  dispensc 
Wit,  spirit,  yirtue,  taste,  and  sense. 
Who  but  a  fool  wou'd  wed  a  Phillis, 
Wliose  only  portion  is  her  lilies  ? '  « 

For  ever.doom'd,  in  life's  Iomj  shade,    ♦ 
To  ply  the  mercenary  spade, 
Till  some  disease,  whose  naturę  snch  '» 
To  set  us  on  a  pair  of  crutches, 
Force  you  to  plunder,  beg,  or  ^teal 
From  Cbarity  an  humbie  meai ; 
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And  send  your  age,  for  want  of  yfttl^ 
To  a  poor  alms-house,  or  the  spittle. 
Be  wise,  and,  when  you  mean  to  wed, 
Scorn  the  fair  forros  of  white  and  red  ; 
And  couTt  the  nymph  whose  genial  charms, 
Rich  as  the  fruits  upon  her  farms. 
Will  pour  upon  your  daily  toil 
Abundant  floods  of  winę  and  oil." 

He  said — Ambition  then  began 
About  the  dignity  of  manj 
He  rallied  ali  their  groves  and  springs, 
And  finely  talk'd  of  queens  and  kings : 
It  was,  he  thonght,  a  want  of  grace 
To  mingie  with  the  vulgar  race ; 
For  souls  madę  up  of  heav'nly  fire 
Are  form'd  by  Naturę  to  a!<pire. 
He  told  them  that  a  welt-bom  wifa 
Ennobled  ever>'  joy  of  life, 
Without  a  pattAit  gave  her  dear 
Th*  importance  of  a  British  peer ; 
Perhaps  might  to  a  prinee  ally  him. 
And  make  him  cousin  to  old  Priam. 

Whfle  thus  the  fiends,  with  wiły  art, 
Adroitly  stole  upon  the  heart. 
And  with  their  coraplaisance,  and  tales, 
I  lad  ruin*d  morę  than  half  the  faiales, 
Gay  Yanity,  with  smiles  and  kisses. 
Was  busy  mongst  the  maids  and  misses. 

"  My  dears  !"  says  she,  "  tfaose  pretty  faccs 
Speak  you  the  sisters  of  the  Graces :   , 
Immortal  Yenus  wou'd  be  vain 
To  have  you  in  her  court  and  train. 
But  surę,  methinks,  it  something  odd  is, 
That  bcautics  who  can  match  a  goddess 
ShouM  give  jthcir  mure  than  mortal  charms 
To  a  duli  rustic's  joyie.'«s  arms, 
A  merę  unanimat(xl  clod, 
As  much  a  lovcr  as  a  god. 
O  let  those  eyes,  which  far  outshine 
The  brightest  sappłiires  of  the  minf, 
Their  precioas  orbs  no  longer  roli 
On  fellows  without  wealth  or  soul : 
Hut  fly,  my  charmcrs !  fly  the  wrctchcs, 
Danie  Nature*s  first  mis*sliapen  sketches, 
Fly  to  the  world  whcre  lords  and  'sąuires 
Are  warm'd  with  morę  ethereal  fires ; 
AYTiere  pleasure  each  goy  moment  win( 
Where  the  divine  Mingotti  sings : 
Sc  shall  each  aU-cpmmanding  fair 
Have  her  twp  pages,  and  a  chair, 
Fine  Indian  tissues,  Mechlin  łaces, 
Rich  essences  in  China  vases. 
And  rise  on  life's  exalted  scenę 
With  all  the  splendwir  of  a  queen.' 

She  spoke,  and  in  a  trice  possest 
The  empire  of  the  female  breast : 
And  now  the  visionar}'^  maids 
Disdain*d  their  shepherds  and  their  shadesj 
In  every  dreaui  with  rapture  saw 
Three  footmen,  and  a  gilt  landau  ; 
Asstim*d  a  fine  majestic  air, 
Aud  leamt  to  ogle,  swim,  and  stare. 
No  longer  beamM  the  modest  eye. 
No  longer  łleav'd  the  melting  sigh. 
Ncglectod  Love,  whose  blunted  dart 
Scarce  once  a  year  could  wound  a  heart, 
Hung  up  his  quiver  on  a  yew, 
And,  sighing,  from  the  world  withdrcw. 

Howevt'r,  as  the  wheel  of  life  ' 

Subsisted  a^ii  iu  mąn  and  wife. 
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Th*  doresaid  fiendi,  for  reaflons  good, 

Coupled  the  sesies  as  Łhey  couM. 

For  instance — Wom^  madę  for  tbronea 

Werę  matcHM  wiŁb  ideoU,  sots,  and  drunes  ; 

And  wits  were  eyery  day  disgracM 

By  honeys  without  sense  or  taste : 

Gay  libeftines  of  sixty-five, 

\Vith  scarce  a  tinglc  limb  alive, 

Had  young  coquettcs  just  in  Łbeir  tecns^ 

As  wantOD  as  Circassia^s  queeQs ; 

And  yoatbs,  wbose  years  \rerc  scarce  a  score, 

Were  pair^d  with  oympłis  of  sixŁy-four. 

Matters,  in  short,  were  so  contiiv^d, 

The  men  were  most  divinely  wiv*d  ; 

The  women  too,  to  grace  their  houses, 

Were  blest  with  most  accomplish'd  spouses. 
In  two  s^ort  montlis,  perhaps  in  one, 

Both  sexe8  fbund  themseWes  undone, 

And  came  in  crowds,  with  each  an  balter. 

To  han^  poor  Hymen  on  his  altar. 

The  god,  though  arm^d  but  with  his  torch, 

Intrepid  met  them  in  the  porch  ; 

And,  while  they  heetor,  brawl,  and  buUy, 

Harangu'd^tbem  with  the  ease  of  Tally. 
**  Good  folks!"  says  be,  **  it  give6  me  pun 

To  hear  you  murmur  and  complain, 

When  evcry  barber  in  the  town 

Knows  that  the  faiilt  is  all  your  own. 

Seduc'd  by  show,  misłed  by  wealth. 

Regardless  of  your  peace  and  hcaltłi, 

Fanting  for  feather,  whlms,  and  fashions, 

Yoa  left  plain  Nature's  genuine  passions, 

And  gave  up  all  your  real  joys, 

As  Indians  sell  their  gold  for  toys. 

Yoa,  madam !  who  was  pleas'd  to  fis 

Your  wishes  on  a  coach  and  śix, 

CH>tain*d  your  end,  and  now  you  find 

Your  husband  ought  to  ride  bchind  ; 

Yott  might  have  had,  without  offence, 

A  man  of  spirit,  soul,  and  sense, 

Wott*d  you  have  stoopM  to  take  the  air 

In  a  pbun  chariot  and  pair. 

You  too,  my  yenerable  sagę  ! 

Had  you  reflected  on  your  age, 

WouM  scarce  have  took,  to  be  undone;, 

A  sprightly  girl  of  twenty-one. 

Your  ladyship  disdainM  to  hear 

Of  any  husbcuid  but  a  peer ; 

Was  pleas'd  yóur  angel-form  to  barter 

For  a  biue  ribbon  and  a  garter : 

And  now,  maguificently  great, 

Yon  feel  the  wretchedness  of  state ; 

Neglected,  injur*d,  spum'd,  and  poor, 

The  victim  of  an  opera  whore. 

Yfjur  neighbour  there,  the  wealthy  cit, 

IJke  you  is  miserably  bit : 

Too  proud  to  drag  the  nuptial  chain 

With  the  gi-ave  nymphs  of  Foster^Iane, 

He  married,  such  his  fata!  aim  was, 

A  lady  Charlotte,  from  St  James*6  j 

And  now  supports,  by  scores,  and  dozens, 

H:s  very  honourable  cousins, 

And  cntertains,  with  winę  and  cards, 

Half  the  gay  colonels  of  the  guards. 

Anay,  ye  triflers  !  bear,  endure 

AfHictions  which  ye  cannot  cure ; 

At  least  with  decency  conceal 

The  pangs  your  foUies  make  you  feel. 

Iii  hopes  that  some  obliging  fever 

Wtii  ease  you  of  your  dean  for  ercr/ 
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The  crowd  dismissM — ^the  god  began 
To  muse  upon  a  better  plan : 
He  saw  that  things  grew  worse  and  worse, 
Tliat  marriage  was  bec^ome  a  curse ; 
And  therefore  thought  it  just  and  wise  was 
To  rectify  this  fatal  bias. 
And  in  a  tasteless  world  excite 
Due  revVence  for  his  holy  rite. 
FuH  of  his  scheme  lie  went  one  day 
To  a  lone  cottage  in  a  shaw, 
Where  dwelt  a  nymph  of  slrong  and  shrcwd  senfte, 
Known  by  the  name  of  Gammer  Pnidencc, 
Whom  Hymen,  with  a  bow  and  buss, 
Addre^'d  most  cloquentIy  thus. 

"  Goody !  rve  ordeHd  Love  to  go 
This  evening  to  the  world  below  ; 
He  travels  in  a  coach  and  sparrows, 
With  a  new  set  of  bows  and  arrows :       } 
But  yot  the  rogue's  so  much  a  child, 
So  yery  whimsical,  and  wild, 
His  head  has  such  strange  fancies  in  ity 
I  cannot  trust  him  half  a  minutę. 
Were  I  to  let  the  little  wanton 
Rove  as  be  lists  through  every  canton, 
Without  a  check,  without  a  reln, 
The  world  would  be  undone  again— • 
We  soon  sbonM  see  the  lawns  and  grores 
Quite  filPd  with  zephyrs,  sighs,  and  do?es, 
With  am^rous  ditties,  fairy  dances, 
Such  as  we  read  of  in  romances ; 
Whcrc  princes  haunt  the  lonely  rocks. 
And  dijtchesses  are  feeding  flocks. 
Go  thehi  my  venerable  damę ! 
And  qilalify  his  idle  flame; 
Instruct  those  bcarts  his  arrows  hit. 
To  pausc,  and  have  a  little  wit: 
Bid  them  reflect,  amidst  their  heat, 
*Tis  neccssary  Love  8hoo)d  eat; 
That  in  his  most  ecstatic  billing 
He  possibly  may  want  a  shilling. 
Persnade  them,  ere  they  first  engage. 
To  study  temper,  rank,  and  age. 
To  march  beneath  my  holy  banners, 
Congenial  in  their  tastcs  and  manners, 
Completing  just  as  Heav'n  design^d, 
An  union  both  of  sex  and  miód." 

He  said — he  pre88'd— the  matron  maid, 
Benevolent  of  heart,  obey'd ; 
Forsook  her  soUtary  grove. 
And,  waiting  in  the  train  of  Love, 
WatchM  with  the  sober  eyc  of  Trutli 
llie  workings  of  misguided  youth : 
And  when  the  heart  began  to  sigh, 
To  melt,  to  heave,.  to  bjeed,  to  dic, 
She  whł8per'd  many  a  wise  remark 
With  all  the  dignity  of  Oark— 
She  hop'd  the  ladies,  in  their  choice, 
Would  listcn  to  her  awful  voice : 
She  beggM  the  men,  wbile  yet  their  li\es 
Were  free  from  ferers,  plagues,  and  wives, 
Ere  yet  the  chariot  was  bespoke. 
To  pause  bcfore  they  took  the  yoke. — 
In  sbort,  when  Cupid*s  lucky  darts 
Had  piercM  a  pair  of  kindred  hearts, . 
And  Goody  Pnidenoe  lik'd  the  houses, 
Estates,  and  minds,  of  both  the  spouses, 
And  found,  exact  to  form  and  law, 
The  settlement  without  a  flaw, 
She  frankly  gave  them  leave  to  wed , 
And  sanctified  the  nuptial  bed. 
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Th'  event  was  soch,  the  god  became 
Successful  in  Ms  trade  and  farae ; 
For  both  tbe  parties,  on  tlierr  marriagre, 
Improv'd  in  temper,  sense,  and  carriage ; 
Fair  fricndship  rayM  on  eifher  breast 
The  snnshine  of  content  and  rest. 
Studious  each  other^s  will  to  please, 
And  bless'd  with  affluencc  nnd  ease, 
Without  vexation,  words,  or  strife, 
They  calmly  walk'd  the  road  of  life; 
And,  happy  in  their  fondest  jojts, 
Lcft  a  fine  group  of  girls  and  boys, 
Peflecting,  lively,  cool,  and  sagę,     * 
To  shiue  npon  a  futurę  age. 


THE 
.     rANITY  OF  HUMAŃ  ENJOYMENTS:  * 

AN  ETHIC  CPISTŁE 

TO  THE  RIGHT  IION.  GBOEGE  LYTFELTOM,  ESQ.  AFT«R- 
WARDS  LORD  ŁYTTELT07(.  ONE  OF  THE  LORDfi  OF  HIS 
MAJESrr^S  TREASURY,   1749. 

I  GRANT  it,  Lyttelton !  that  ease,  or  joy, 
Forma  ev*ry  wish  that  głowa  beDCath>the  sky; 
That  when,  mid  Naturc'a  elemental  strife, 
Th'  Almighty  spoke  the  Chaos  into  life, 
He  meant  that  man,.  of  evVy  good  possest, 
ShoiiM,  like  his  seraphs,  Uve  bnt  to  be  blest. 

Yet,  spite  of  Heav'n,  and  Heav'n's  supremę  decree, 
We  fondly  wander,  Truth  !  from  bliss  and  thte; 
Tasteless  of  all  that  virtue  gires  to  please, 
For  thought  tou  actiye,  and  too  mad  fur  ease ; 
Of  feeling  cxqui8ite,  alivc  all  o'er, 
With  cv'ry  passion  wing'd  at  ev'ry  porc ; 
To  each  soft  breeze  or  vig*r6a8  blast  resign'd, 
That  sweeps  the  ocean  of  the  human  mind, 
We  slip  our  anchors,  spread  the  impatient  sail, 
Ply  all  our  oars,  and  drire  before  the  gale. 

Ht>noe,  as  opinion  wakes  our  hopes  or  fears, 
As  pride  inspirits,  or  as  anger  tears, 
These  on  the  wings  of  moonstruck  madness  fiy 
To  catch  the  meteors  of  ambition*s  sky  ; 
Tbose,  in  pale  Wisdom*8  humbler  garb  array*d, 
Conrt  the  soft  genius  of  the  m yrtle  shade ; 
While  othcrs,  as  the  plastlc  atoms  pour 
Morę  brilliant  risions  on  ^ach  killing  bour, 
From  scepter^d  life  and  all  its  pomps  retire* 
Or  set,  like  Phaeton,  the  world  on  fire. 

Oft  the  same  man,  in  one  reTohing  Sun, 
Ts  all  he  aims  at,  all  hc  longs  to  shun ; 
l^ach  gay  delnsion  shares  his  breast  bj'  turns, 
Witłi  av'rice  chills  him,  or  with  grandcur  burns: 
To  <lay  the  giłdcd  shriues  of  honour  move. 
To  morrow  yields  his  eyYy  pulse  to  love; 
Now  mad  ftyr  wisdom,  now  for  wit  and  sport, 
This  hour  at  Oxford,  and  the  next  at  court : 
Then,  all  for  purity,  he  bids  adieu 
To  each  loose  goddess  of  the  mśdnight  stew, 
EarapturM  hangs  oVr  Sherlock'H  labour^d  page, 
Drinks  all  his  sense,  and  glows  with  all  his  ragc, 
Till  some  enormous  crimes,  unknown  before, 
From  Romę  imported,  or  the  Ca!;pian  shore, 
NursM  by  thy  hand,  gr^t  Heidegger !  atteńd. 
And  sink  him  to  a  Mohock,  or  a  fiend. 
In  one  shisrt  space  thus  wanton,  sober,  grave, 
A  frieod  to  Yirtue,  yet  to  vice  a  tlaTe, 


From  wish  to  wish  in  life^s  mad  %*ortex  tost^ 
For  ever  struggiing,  yet  forevcr  lost, 
The  fickle  wand'rer  lives  in  ev'ry  scenc, 
A  Clark,  a  Chartres,  or  an  Aretine. 

There  are,  ^tis  tnie,  plebcian  souls  anayM 
In  one  thick  crust  of  apathy  and  shade, 
Whose  duli  sensoriums  feel  not  once  an  agc 
A  ^pirit  brighten,  or  a  passion  ragę- 
As  the  swift  arrow  skims  the  viewless  wind. 
No  path  indented,  and  no  mark  behind, 
So  these,  without  or  infamy  or  praise,    . 
Tread  the  duli  circle  of  a  length  of  days. 
To  some  poor  s<»pulchre  in  silence  glide,^ 
And  scarcely  tell  us  that  they  livM  or  died. 

Peace  to  all  auch— but  be  whose  warm  desires 
Or  genius  kindles,  or  arobition  (ires  ; 
Who.  Kke  a  comet,  sweeps  th*  aerial  vwd 
Of  wit  and  famę,  tof)  fine  to  be  eujoyM ; 
For  him  the  Muse  shafl  wake  her  eT'ry  art, 
Exhibit  tnith,  and  open  a!l  the  heart, 
Display  th*  UTinumber'd  ills  that  honrly  wait 
The  celis  of  wii^dom,  or  the  rooms  of  state : 
Then,  as  oV.r  IifeVunfolding  sccnes  we  fly. 
Bid  all  his  wishes  pant  but  for  the  sky. 

Heroic  Glory  in  tlie  martial  scenę, 
From  Rome*s  first  Caesar  to  the  grcat  Engene, 
Has  long  engrossM  the  poet's  heav'n-bom  flame, 
And  pour*d  heftriumphsthrough  the  trump  of  Faine: 
She  mounts  the  neighing  stred,  th*  imperial  car, 
Grasps  the  pale  spear,  and  rushes  to  the  war ; 
Beneath  her  steps  F^rth^s  trembling  orb  reoedes, 
A  Poitiers  thunders,  and  a  Cressy  bleeds : 

The  battle  raves around  her  sabre  flow 

Terrific  pleasures,  and  a  pomp  of  woe ; 
Pomps  ever  lost  in  peace,  and  but  ador*d 
When  half  a  nation  smokes  upon  her  sword. 

Fly  then,  ye  genii  I  from  the  tumult  fly. 
To  alt  that  opens  in  a  rural  sky : 
There,  as  the  vale,  the  grove,  the  zephyrs  pour 
F^ch  purer  rapture  on  the  gińltless  hour, 
From  ev*ry  shrub  contenfs  soft  foliage  gleao. 
And  risę  the  Platos  of  the  vemal  scenc. 

And  is  it  so  ?  Does  Science  then  posMSS 
Alone  the  godlike  privilege  to  błess  ? 
Will  Famę  her  wreaths  to  morał  wisdom  yield. 
And  give  the  pen  to  blaze  above  the  shield  ? 
Say,  does  fair  Bliss  delight  in  Maudlin^s  grore, 
In  Stanhope*8  \\\\a.,  or  in  Young^s  alcorc  ? 
Deigns  she  on  Serker's  mode^t  page  to  shine? 
Or  beams  the  goduess,  Lyltelton  !  on  thine  ? 

Ask  at  yon  tomb,  whereCudworth^s  mighty  name 
Wecps  o'er  the  niins  of  his  wit  and  famę ; 
Cudworth,  whose  spirit  flew,  vith  sails  unfuH*d, 
Throiigh  each  vast  empiie  of  th'  jdeal  worłd, 
Pierc'd  through  the  mystłc  shades  o'erNature  thrown, 
And  madę  the  soul  s  iirmi^nsity  his  own. 
Yet  thoujch  his  system  Wit  and  Science  fir'd, 
Though  Wilmot  trembłcd,  and  tbough  Hobbes  es- 
Mistakrn  Zcal,  mad  Bigotry  conśpire,  [pii'd, 

All  Tumors  dnllness,  and  a!l  OxfGrd's  fire, 
All  Envy*9  poisons,  all  a  nation's  ragę, 
And  all  HelKs  inips  to  blast  th*  nnflnish*d  page. 

Much-injur'd  shade,  to  Tnith,  to  Yirtue  d«u",— 
Be  calm,  ye  witlings!  and,  ye  zealots  !  hear:  ' 
And,  while  this  bright  intelligcnce  penradcs 
Th'  ideał  world,  and  rises  o'er  the  shades. 
His  mines  of  wisdom,  if  you  can,  explore, 
Then  shut  the  volume,  and  be  rain  no  more« 

Genius  and  laste,  alas  !  too  often  prove 
The  worst  of  mischieft  to  tbe  wretch  they  Iove$ 
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Born  bat  to  ^ez,  to  tortore,  to  destroy, 
Too  wild  for  use,  too  exqułsitc  for  joy ; 
By  some  mybterious  cui'se  ordain*d  to  know 
Each  wit  a  riTai,  and  each  fool  a  foe. 
For  tis  a  crime  too  great  to  be  forgivYi, 
A  ^iaiit  sin  that  bars  the  gate  of  Heav'ii. 
If  thcse  meridian  suns  but  dare  to  shine 
Ja  the  same  orb  with  Cibber^s  Musc  and  mtne. 
Vet,  spite  of  Enyy,  Science  might  be  great, 
Coald  Science  but  al  Iow  ber  sous  to  eat: 
Gould  be,  whose  name  along  the  strcam  of  time 
£xpanded  flies,  and  lires  in  eT'ry  clime, 
Exalt  his  spirits  witb  some  noblerfare 
Than  the  thin  breezes  of  St.  Jamcs'8  air. 
'  Imroortal  Halley  !  thy  unwearicd  soul 
On  Wisdom*8  pinion  flew  from  pole  to  pole, 
Th*  uncertain  compass  to  its  task  restorM, 
Each  ocean  fatbom'd,  and  each  wind  cxplor*d, 
Commanded  trade  with  ev'ry  breeze  to  fly, 
And  gave  to  Britain  balf  the  Zemblian  sky. 

And  see,  he  comes,  distinguishM,  lov'd,  carest^ 
Mark'd  by  each  eye,  and  hugg^d  to  evVy  breaat ; 
His  godlike  labotirs  wit  and  science  fire, 
AU  factious  cuurt  him,  and  all  sects  admire : 
Mliile  Britain,  with  a  gratitude  onknown 
To  eT*ry  age  bat  Nero's  and  onr  own, 
A  gratitude  that  will  for  ever  shame 
Ths  Spartan  giory,  and  th'  Atbenian  name-— 
Tell  it,  ye  winds  !  that  all  the  world  may  hear^- 
Blest  his  old  age  with — ninety  pounds  a  year. 
Are  these  our  triumphs  ?  these  the  suma  we  give 
To  ripeo  genius,  and  to  bid  it  \ive  ł 
Cau  Britain  in  ber  fits  of  maduess  pour 
One  half  ber  Indies  on  a  Roinan  whore. 
And  still  permlt  the  we^ing  Muse  to  tell 
How  poor  neglected  Oesaguliers  fell  ? 

<    How  be,  who  taaght  two  gracious  kings  to  Tiew 
Ali  Boyle  ennobled«  and  all  Bacon  knew, 
Diod  in  a  celi,  without  a  friend  to  sa^e,  - 
Witbout  a  guinea,  and  without  a  grave  ? 
Posterity,  perhaps,  may  pay  the  dcbt 
That  senates  canccl,  aud  that  courts  forget : 
Yet,  ah !  what  boots  it  when  our  bards  expke 
That  Earth  s  last  ages  hang  upon  the  lyre  ? 
Can  Mlddleton  the  dust  of  Tnliy  raise? 
l)oes  Pompey  listeu  in  his  urn  to  praise } 
Tdl  me  if  Pbilip'8  son  enjoy  to  day 
Th*  apptauding  psnui,  or  the  loiid  huzza, 
That  sbook  pale  Asia  through  ber  ev'ry  shore 
When  Porus  fell,  an<I  Freedoin  was  no  morę  ? 
Yet  though  Content*s  fantastic  image  flies 
From  the  briglit  mirrws  of  the  leaniM  aud  wise, 
Perhaps  the  fair,  too  partial  to  the  great, 
L-res  but  amidst  the  luxurics  of  state: 
Pond  to  instruct  Ambitiou  how  to  piease, 
She  joins  the  pomps  of  majesty  with  ease, 
Forsakes  the  cottAge  to  adorn  the  court, 

•    Aiike  at  Romę,  Yienna,  or  the  Porte. ' 
Tell  me,  O  visier  !  if  th'  imperial  robę 
Tiat  gives  a  slare  to  nod  o*er  half  the  globe, 
Say,  if  yon  cresceut,  by  each  Turk  ador^d,    . 
The  plume*s  proud  sablcs,  and  the  hallowM  sword, 
F.\-pand  the  beart,  the  gleams  of  bliss  refine, 
And  make  the  virtues  of  the  bosom  thi§e  ? 
lU-fated  wretah !  to  ey'ry  storm  a  slave 
Tłiat  caprice  wings,  of  madness  bidę  to  rave ; 
Ęor  ever  jealous  of  a  womau*8  pow*r. 
For  ęvtr  trembling  at  the  midnight  boiir, 
Through  life*8  wild  eddies  toss'd  by  hope  and  fear, 
Kaisd  by  a  snule,  aad  vorder*d  by  a  tear  1 


At  length,  each  wish  de«itroy'd,  each  Tisioa  fled, 
The  black  seraglio  steals  upon  his  bed : 
And  he,  whoBe  głońes  mingled  with  the  skies,    , 
Adorcs  the  bowstring,  licks  the  dust,  and  dies. 

O  !  eon  Id  a  king  in  Heav*n's  bright  pomps  ap- 
And  make  an  angel  as  he  makes  a  peer ;       [peaCr 
Could  hc  command  tbc  heart  to  beam  as  far 
As  the  Foft  radiaoce  of  the  ducal  star; 
Forbid  ono  sad  anxiety  to  glow. 
One  pansę  to  torturę,  and  one  tear  to  flow : 
Fly  then  on  all  the  whirlwind^s  rapid  wing. 
To  steal  a  title,  or  to  bribe  a  string  ; 
In  the  fuli  blazc  of  glory  be  displayM, 
And  leave  AlBiction  to  the  va1e  and  shndew 
Yet,  ere  you  go,  cre  proud  Ambition  cali 
Each  yielding  wish  to  Marli,  or  Whitehall, 
O  pauso — Icst  rirtue  ev*Ty  guard  resign. 
And  tiie  sad  fate  of  Ripperda  be  thine. 

This  glorious  wretch,  indulg*d  at  oncc  to  morę 
A  nation*s  wondcr,  and  a  monarch's  Iove, 
Blest  with  each  charm  politcr  courts  admire, 
The  grace  to  soften,  and  the  soul  to  fire, 
Forsook  his  native  bogs  with  proud  dlsdain. 
And,  though  a  Dutchman,  rosę  the  pride  of  Spain. 
This  hour  the  pageant  waves  th*  imperial  rod, 
Ali  PhHip^s  empire  trembling  at  his  nod  $ 
The  next  disgrac'd  he  flies  to  Britain's  isle. 
And  courts  the  sunsbine  of  a  Walpole*8  smile : 
Unhcard,  despis'd,  to  southem  climes  he  steers^ 
And  shines  again  at  Salle  and  Algiers, 
Bids  pale  Morocco  all  his  schcmes  adore. 
And  pours  her  thunder  od  th'  Hesperian  shore : 
All  Naturc'8  tles,  all  Virtue's  creeds  belicd, 
Each  church  abandon'd,  and  each  God  denied, 
Without  a  friend,  a  sepulchre  to  shieid 
His  carcass.from  the  vultures  of  the  field* 
He  dies,  of  all  Ambition^s  sous  the  worst, 
By  Afric  bated,  and  by  Europę  curst.  ' 

"  Hc  eams  his  fate  who  will  for  phantoms  toil,** 
Exclaims  the  goddess  of  the  mirthful  smile. 
"  From  wild  ambition,  with  her  every  care, 
The  scenes  of  grandeur,  and  the  pomps  of  war, 
From  all  a  courfs  proud  pageantry  admires^ 
All  science  wishes,  and  all  glory  fires, 
Fly  to  my  arms,  from  famę,  from  anguish  free. 
And  taste  a  luxury  of  bliss  with  me. 
For  me  the  genial  spring,  the  vemal  show^, 
Wake  the  bright  verdure,  and  th*  unfoldiDgflow*r; 
Arabia*8  sweets  in  all  my  moments  fly, 
The  zephyr's  plumage,  and  Ihe  wing  of  joy» 
Each  richer  viand  that  the  air  provide8, 
That  earth  unbosoms,  or  that  ocean  btdes, 
All  that  ran  Nature's  finer  organs  roove, 
The  pow^rs  of  musie,  and  the  folds  uf  love. 
To  my  keen  scnses  are  indulgent  g»v'n, 
In  one  wild  ecstasy  of  Kfc  aiłd  Heav*n. 

"  Yet,yet,dearyouth !  thefuirenchantrcsssbun. 
To  yield  a  moment  19  to  be  uudone : 
All  Etna*s  poisons  mingle  with  her  breath, 
The  seeds  of  sickncss,  and  the  gales  of  death, 
She  aims  to  niln,  live8  but  to  beguile. 
And  all  HclPs  horrors  brood  bencath  ber  smile.^ 

.TIs  thus,  my  Lyttelton  1  that  men  pursue 
Each  varied  modę  of  pleasurc  but  the  tru«; 
To  ev'ry  vice,  each  Iiucury  a  prey, 
That  murders  bliss,  and  hurries  life  away, 
Thcir  headstrong  passions  after  pbantoms  nm, 
And  still  mistake  a  meteor  for  a  sun. 

Yet  hear,  ye  wand'rers !  hear,  while  we  impalt 
A  iight  that  shedk  fair  peace  oo  eY^ry  beart; 
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Which,  AństMes!  beamM  on  thy  exile. 
And  madę  a  Regulus  mid  tortures  spiiie. 

Vlrtue,  immortal  Virtue  !  bom  to  please, 
The  child  of  Heaven,  and  tbe  source  of  ea&e, 
Bids  ev'iy  bliss  on  hujnan  life  attend, 
To  ev'ry  rank  a  kind,  a  faithful  friend  ; 
Inspirits  Naturę  midst  the  scenes  of  toil, 
Smoothes  Languor's  cheek,  atid  bids  fell  Want  re- 

coil^ 
Sbinesfrom  the  mitrę  with  unsullied  rays, 
Glares  on  the  crcst,  and  gives  tbe  star  its  blaze ; 
Supports  Distinction,  spreads  Ambition'.s  wings, 
Forms  saints  of  qnecn8,  and  demigods  of  kings  ; 
Cer  grief,  oppression,  eiivy,  scorn  prevails, 
And  makes  a  cottage  greater  than  Yersaiłles. 


Wrr  AyT>  LEARNING: 

AN  AŁLEGOHY. 
SPOKBN  AT  THK  ANNI7BRSARr,  1757. 

Whokvcr  looks  on  life  will  see 
How  strangely  mortals  disacree : 
This  reprobates  what  that  approves, 
And  Tom  dislikes  what  Harry  Iove8  j 
The  soldier  's  witty  on  the  sailor, 
The  barber  droUs  upon  the  tailor ; 
And  be  who  makes  the  nation's  willa, 
Laughs  at  the  doctor  and  bis  pills. 

Yet  this  antipathy  we  flnd 
Not  to  the  sons  of  £arth  confin*d ; 
Kach  schoolboy  sees,  with  half  an  eye, 
The  qaarrels  of  the  Pagan  sky  : 
For  all  the  poets  fairly  tell  us, 
That  gods  themseWes  are  prond  and  jealous ; 
And  wili,  like  mortals,  swear  and  hector, 
When  mellowM  with  a  cup  of  ncctar. 

But  waving  these,  and  such  like  fancies, 
We  meet  with  in  the  Greek  romances, 
5Sav,  shall  th'  historie  Muse  retail 
A  iittle  allegoric  tale  ? 
Nor  stole  from  Plato's  mvstic  tome,  nor 
Trans' ated  from  the  verse  of  Homer, 
But  copied,  in  a  modem  age, 
From  Natura,  and  ber  fairest  pajre. 

Olympian  Jove,  whose  idic  trade  is 
F.mp1oy'd  too  much  among  tbe  ladies, 
Though  not  of  manncrs  mighty  cliast«y 
Was  certunly  a  god  of  taste  ; 
Would  often  to  his  feasts  ad  mit 
A  deity,  whose  name  was  Wit ; 
And,  to  amuse  Ihe  morę  disceming, 
Would  a>k  the  company  of  Leaniing. 

Learaing  was  bom,  as  all  agree, 
Of  Trath's  half  sistcr,  Memory; 
A  nymph  wbo  ronndcd  in  her  shape  was 
By  that  great  artist  Escnlapitis. 

Euphrosine,  the  yonnger  grace, 
Matchless  in  feature,  mień,  and  face, 
Who,  like  the  beauties  of  these  late  dayi, 
Was  fond  of  operas  and  cantatas, 
Would  often  to  a  grot  retire     ' 
To  listen  to  Apolło*s  lyre ; 
And  thence  became,.so  Ovid  writ, 
A  mother  to  the  gdd  of  wit. 

Wit  n^as  a  strange  uniocky  cbild, 
Ezceeding  sly,  and  Tery  wild ; 


Too  volatile  for  trutb  or  UW, 
He  minded  but  his  top  or  taw  ; 
And,  ere  be  reach'd  the  age  of  six, 
Had  piayM  a  thousand  waggish  tricks.-^ 
He  driird  a  hole  in  Vulcan's  kettles, 
He  strew*d  M inerva'8  bed  witłi  nettles, 
ClimbM  up  the  solar  car  to  ride  in  't, 
Broke  off  a  prong  from  Neptune's  trident. 
Stole  Amphitrite's  fav'nte  sea-knot. 
And  urin'd  in  Astrea*s  tea-pot. 

Leaming,  a  lad  of  sober  mień, 
And  half  a  pedant  at  fifteen, 
Had  early  throwd  ąway  his  corals. 
To  study  Natdre,  and  her  morals  ; 
Was  always,  let  who  would  oppose  it, 
Fa«t  by  Minenra  in  her  ck)set; 
And  while  gay  Wit,  as  black  as  soot  all. 
Was  kicking  up  and  down  a  foot^ball, 
Leaming,  with  pbilosophic  eye, 
RangM  ev*ry  comer  of  the  sky ; 
Spent  many  a  play-day  to  unriddle 
liłe  musie  of  Apollo's  fiddle ; 
And,  if  be  ever  chancM  to  meet 
His  uncle  Merc'ry  in  the  street, 
Or  on  his  flight,  th'  audacious  brat  . 

Stopp'd  him  to  ask  of  this  or  that: 
As  how  the  Moon  was  eranescent. 
Was  uow  an  orb,  and  now  a  cresceut? 
Why  of  the  Graces  each  undrest  was  ? 
Why  Pallas  never  wore  a  cestus  ? 
Why  Ceres  reignM  u'er  com  and  sallads  ? 
And  why  tłie  Muses  dealt  in  ballads  ? 

With  these  discordant  tastes  and  manners. 
And  listed  under  difTrent  banners, 

Leaming  and  Wit,  as  says  the  fable, 

AppearM  at  Jo^e'8  imperial  table. 

And  thnsw  out  all  their  force  and  fire, 

Obedient  to  th'  etbereal  sire. 
Wit,  with  his  sly  satiric  vein, 

Was  always  surę  to  entertain : 

He  rallied  with  a  tongue  as  keea 

As  Rab^lais,  or  tbe  Trish  dean ; 

And  told  his  tale  with  such  a  grace, 

With  such  an  eye,  and  such  a  face, 

As  madę  the  nectar  ilow  each  cap  o'er. 

And  set  the  synod  in  an  uproar. 
Leaming  had  not  the  skill  to  hit 

The  comic  cast,  and  life  of  Wit : 

With  look  morcK;(N  and  awkward  air, 

He  sat  ungraceful  in  his  chair; 

With  diffidence  and  blushes  spoke, 

And  had  no  relish  for  a  joke ; 

So  that  the  Iittle  urchin  Cupid 

lliought  him  inscnsible  and  stupid ; 

And  Hebe,  though  a  wcll-bred  laas, 

W^oułd  scarcely  offer  him  his  glass. 
However,  when  the  sprightly  bowl 

Had  thaw^d  the  ice  about  his  soul, 

He  then,  with  majesty,  began 

To  talk  of  letters,  and  of  man ; 

Correct,  sententious,  cool,  severe, 

He  gain'd  upon  tbe  attentjve  ear, 

CharmM  all  the  gods,  but  Wit  and  ComuSj 

And  that  abiisive  cynie,  Momus.    * 
In  length  of  time,  as  oft  the  case  is 

In  many  sublunary  places, 

These  demigods  with  jealous  eye 

Began  to  look  a  Iittle  shy ; 

And  oft,  to  wonnd  each  other^s  breast, 

Let  off  a  keen  sarcastic  jest 
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Letning,  trith  many  a  stroke,  ironld  hit 
The  pert  Tiyacity  of  Wit ; 
And  Wit  threw  all  his  keenest  satire 
On  Łeanung^s  sloir,  pedaottc  naturę. 

It  happen*d  once  when  J<yve  had  madę 
A  feast  in  Ida^s  holy  shade. 
And  all  the  gods>  whoae  heads  could  bear  it» 
Had  emptied  each  a  fiask  of  claret ; 
Wit,  who  from  his  celestial  liąnor 
WaggM  his  free  toogue  a  little  ąmcker, 
Began,  with  maoy  a  bstter  scofT, 
To  play  his  brother  Learning  off ; 
Ask'(]  him  if  yet  his  pains  and  care 
Ilad  leamt  to  make  the  circle  8qaare  ? 
If  all  his  Tislonary  rayings 
CouM  weaTC  brocade  from  walnut  ihaTmgs  ? 
If  his  mechanic  skill  cou'd  catch 
Petpetual  motion  in  a  vatch  ? 
Ot  forge  a  pendulum  endoed 
With  power  to  tell  the  longitude  ? 

Leaming  had  much  ado  to  sit. 
And  hear  the  petulance  of  Wit: 
A  g^hastly  paleness  spread  his  look, 
Hi«  nen^es  with  quick  conrulsions  shook : 
At  lengthy  in  accents  loud  and  high, 
Ve«łvius  flaming  in  his  eye, 

He  borst **  And  dai^st  thou,  wayward  cbit ! 

Thoa  ideot  god  of  ideot  Wit ! 

Uotaught  as  yet  to  know  thy  letters, 

Affipoot,  thou  insolent !  thy  betters  ? 

Here,puppy!  with  this  pemiy  get 

A  hom-book,  or  an  alphabet ; 

Aod  see  if  tfańat  iicentious  eye 

(^  tell  a  great  A  from  an  I  ? 

Throw  but  another  jest  on  me, 

1 11  lay  thee,  miscreaDt !  on  my  kne<*, 

Aad  print  snch  we])cs  thy  naked  seat  on, 

As  iiever  truant  felt  at  Eton." 

Wit,  with  resentipent  raTing  wiid, 
ITras  caird  ao  ideot  and  a  child, 
Withottt  preambles  or  ezcuses, 
8eiz'd  upon  Mercury'8  caduceos. 
And  with  sach  force  the  weapon  tbrows, 
It  flatted  half  his  riTaPs  nose : 
While  he,  Minerva'8  boast  and  care, 
PlockM  a  large  bodkia  from  her  hair, 
Aod  aim'd  the  steely  pointed  dart 
With  such  dexterity  of  art, 
Hiat,  had  not  beauty*s  lovely  queen. 
Fair  Yenas,  spread  her  hn  between. 
And  taagfat  the  flying  death  to  fia 
iSailtless  among  the  iv*iy  sticks, 
Wifs  futurę  triumphs  had  been  oW, 
And  Earope  heard  his  name  no  morę. 

Jore,  who  had  no  supremę  delight  m   ' 
Domestic  brawls,  or  civil  fightmg, 
Sbce  first  he  heard  the  nuptial  tune  flow 
Sd  sweetly  from  the  tongue  of  Juoo, 
Vex'd  thatthese  two  illiberal  guesta 
ShocUd  dare  to  vioiate  his  feasts, 
lo  a  trem'7ndoa6  fit  of  choler, 
SozM  both  their  worships  by  the  collar. 
And,  minding  not  their  meek  submtttłng, 
KickM  them  from  Ida  down  to  Britain. 

Poor  Leaniing  had  the  łuck  to  fali 
Plomp  in  tlie  area  of  Clare-hall, 
Juft  as  old  Wilcox,  from  a  slope. 
Was  gazing  through  his  teiescope, 
Tofind  a  comet  whosc  bright  taił  is 
Ccoentric  irom  the  time  of  Tbales. 
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PleasM  with  his  scientific  look, 
He  sent  him  first  to  Sam  the  oook; 
And  having  fillM  his  Tempty  belly 
With  mution  brotb  and  meagre  jelly, 
Gave  him  a  robę  of  sleek  prunella. 
And  Tery  wisely  madę  him  fellow. 

Wit,  as  his  destiny  decreesj 
Dropp'd  in  the  court  of  Gommon-Pleai, 
Upon  a  truss  of  briefs  and  bills. 
And  took  the  shape  of  jnstice  Wtlles: 
But  Boon  obserring  round  the  colnmns 
Reports  in  half  a  thoasand  Tolumes ; 
And,  finding  all  those  earth-worm  soals 
Who  hołd  th>  £xchequer,  or  the  Rolls, 
He  left  the  law,  and  all  its  drudges, 
With  curses,  to  my  lords  the  judges, 
CalPd  for  a  coach,  and  went  to  dwell 
At  Robin  Dodsłey*s  in  Pall-Małl. 

Twas  right — ^for  now  where'er  he  came 
He  busied  all  the  toogues  of  Famę } 
Was  welcome  to  the  festał  board, 
And  had  hi^  fbotman,  and  his  lord; 
Would  often  visit  in  a  chair 
The  noble  Stanhope  in  May-fiaiir ; 
Or  dme,  when  business  would  permit, 
With  tbat  great  statesman  William  Pitt, 
Tis  said  too  he  was  sometimes  seen 
On  Oarrick's  visionary  scenę ; 
But  Garrick,  who  preifiers  a  guinea 
To  all  the  doquence  of  Pliny, 
Obsenring  this  unlucky  raiter 
Was  neitber  mechanist  nor  tailor ; 
That  half  the  audience  of  the  day 
Came  not  to  hear,  but  see,  a  play ; 
That  many  a  'squire,  and  many  a  cit, 
Werę  pleas*d  with  any  thing  but  Wit ; 
Shut  out,  with  much  indecent  ragę, 
The  genius  of  the  comic  stage. 
And  open'd  his  theatric  inn 
To  Scaramouch  and  Harleąnin. 

Learning  would  sometimes  drop  his  gown, 
And  take  a  winter-jaunt  to  town ; 
Often  caird  in  at  Hitchis  shop, 
And  din*d  at  Dolly^s  on  a  chop ; 
On  Thursday  met  the  grave  resort 
Of  spider  merchants  in  Crane^KX>urt, 
To  tack  a  cobkle,  or  to  see 
The  nice  dissection  of  a  flea : 
But  haring  pever  chanc*d  to  wear 
A  bag-wig  or  a  solitaire, 
And  dressing  in  a  kersey,  thtcker 
Than  that  which  ćlothes  a  Comish  Ticar, 
He  seldom  had  the  łuck  to  eat 
In  Berkeley  Square,  or  Grosrenor  Street. 

'Twas  written  in  the  book  of  Fate, 
These  rival8  should  each  other  hate  i 
No  wonder  then  that  each  proud  imp  was 
As  wayward  here  as  on  Oljrmpus. 
Wit  look*d  on  Learning,  as  he  grew  great, 
Just  as  a  felon  loolcs  on  Newgate: 
While  Learning,  who  could  never  hide 
His  liaoghty  academic  pride, 
Had  such  a  keen  contempt  for  Wit, 
He  calPd  him  nothing  but  the  chit ; 
And,  if  he  met  him  at  noon-day, 
Would  tum  his  face  another  way. 

Howerer,  on  some  festał  nights 
By  chance  they  both  droppM  in  at  White^s 
With  łeamed  lords,  and  noble  hnids, 
Who  had  no  appetite  for  eards, 
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And  could  decide  whene^er  they  met 
•Momentous  truths  witbout  a  bet 
Wit  with  vivacity  of  toti^e 
First  Icd  th'  adminng  ear  along; 
His  fancy  active,  wild,  and  free  as 
Conception  when  «he  breeds  ideas, 
Fłew  o'er  each  undiscoyer^d  part 
Of  Natare,  and  the  worlds  of  art» 
And  brotł^ht  with  such  a  nioe  decorum 
A  group  of  images  before  him, 
So  gennine,  yet  so  nncommon, 
With  such  a  glow  of  tints  upon  'em, 
That  alt  was  spirit,  force,  and  sense, 
Loose  as  the  zonę  of  negligence, 
Simple  as  Truth*8  fiair  handrnaid.  Naturę^ 
And  deadly  as  the  sting  of  satire.    , 
I>ejected  Leaming  sat  oppreflsM ; 
Around  him  flew  the  taunt  and  jesl : 
Whatever  just  remarks  he  madę, 
Or  to  demonstrate,  or  persuade, 
Wit,  by  some  sly  mdlicious  oomment, 
Took  off,  or  touted  io  a  moment. 
However,  when  a  pauae  appear'd. 
And  sober  reason  could  be  heard, 
He  then  in  all  his  thunder  rises, 
Strips  ofF  his  rival*s  thin  disguises ; 
Shows  where  his  misconceiviug  sense 
Led  to  a  groiiodless  conseąueuce, 
Mistook  an  errour  for  a  wonder,  , 

A  demonstration  for  a  blunder, 
Or,  haring  a  delusive  scent  got^ 
AliirmM  the  v€ry  thing  he  meant  not% 

Yet,  after  all,  sińce  mirth  and  drinking 
Are  priz*d  above  sedater  thinking, 
Though  I^eaming  got  a  wodd  of  praise. 
And  added  spłendour  to  his  basrs, 
Their  lordships,  firightenM  at  th'  espense 
Of  lisfning  to  exalted  sense, 
And  deeming  that  the  taint  of  knowledge 
Would  make  the  coffee-house  a  college, 
I>etermin'd,  in  a  fuU  committee, 
That  man*8  great  eud  was  to  be  witty : 
And  tberefore  order'd,  every  soul, 
Wit  should  be  enter^d  on  the  roli. 
And  be  allowM,  to  raise  his  vein, 
A  weekly  present  of  champaigne; 
That  if  proud  Leaming  should  presume 
To  set  his  foot  within  Uie  room, 
Arthur  should  show  bim  to  the  door. 
And  bid  the  pedant  come  no  morę. 

Leaming,  thus  kick'd  from  ey^rj  palące. 
And  left  a  yictim  to  the  gallows, 
Began  to  see  that  skill  in  letters 
Would  ne'er  adyance  him  with  his  betters ; 
That  though  he  led  them  through  the  dark 
With  all  the  ligbts  of  Locke  and  Ciarkę, 
And  madę  his  heart,  and  head,  and  eyes  ach 
With  reading  Naturę,  and  sir  Isaac, 
Yet  all  that  wisdom  could  not  be 
Pnz'd  like  a  tively  lepartee ; 
He  therefore,  in  a  gloomy  fit, 
Ee8olv'd  to  set  up  for  a  wit ; 
But  found,  alas !  howe'er  he  drest  her, 
That  Science  was  a  wretched  jester  ; 
'  That  though  he  jok*d  from  moon  to  mooDy 
He  madę  a  very  duli  bufToon  ; 
For  all  his  jocular  narratious 
Smelt  of  his  algebra  equatioD8, 
And  came  upon  the  tortur^d  ear 
Stiff  as  the  penodfi  of  Dacier. 


Wit,  too,  wlMse  excftUeńoe  and  merit 
Was  merę  vivacity  of  spirit, 
Obserring  that  your  gnver  folk 
Had  little  value  for  a  joke, 
Would  needs,  in  Nature's  bold  defiance, 
Mount  the  tremendous  ehair  of  Science ; 
And  darM  to  argue  pro  and  eon 
As.gravely  as  the  grave  Sorbonnc: 
But  wanting  all  that  fine  disceroing 
Which  marks  the  character  of  Leaming, 
And  all  the  elemental  rules 
Of  enidition,  and  the  schools, 
The  gay  professor  ofl  mistook 
Alike  his  questton  and  bis  book ; 
Dropp'd  a  conundrum  out  of  season. 
And  jested  when  he  ought  to  reason. 

Thus  on  the  worU'8  wild  billows  Łóbt, 
And  haif  their  moments  idly  lost, 
TirM  of  applause,  and  sick  of  strife, 
They  each  reaoIvM  to  t^e  a  wife. 
I.«araing,  who  often  went  to  see 
I«dy  Amie  Bentinck  at  her  tea. 
Met  there  a  maid  as  fair  as  chaste^ 
In  life's  fuil  bloom,  whose  name  was  Taste. 
'Twas  then  his  heart  began  to  morę 
With  the  first  tender  throb  of  love. 
And  often  heav*d,  he  knew  not  why, 
With  something  softer  than  a  sigh. 
He  gaz'd,  be  biushM,  he  courted,  prest. 
And  was  at  length  completely  btest: 
For  she,  who  had  not  leamt  to  doat 
Oli  Folly  in  a  scarlet  ooat. 
To  Iiearuing*8  blissful  arms  resign*d 
Her  gracefiil  ibrm  and  loTely  mind> 
Wit  too,  when  past  the  fire  of  youtb. 
Was  married  to  the  vestal,  Truth : 
A  n3rmph  whose  awful  air  and  mień 
DisplayM  the  beauty,  and  the  queen. 

Tradition  tells  us,  Hjrmen  swore 
That,  tłli  this  bright  auspiciouś  hour, 
There  nerer  in  his  boly  house  was 
So  fine  a  group  of  noble  spouses;  ^ 
For  both  the  bridegrooms,  ou  Uieif  marrtagr, 
]mprov'd  in  temper,  sense,  and  carriagc. 
Leaming,  his  charming  wife  to  please, 
A8Bum'd  her  elegance  and  ease; 
And  Wtt,  to  hnmour  Truth,  agreed 
To  pause,  to  doubt,  reflect,  and  read. 
In  short,  they  led  delicious  lives, 
Belov'd,  and  honourM  by  their  wives; 
And,  hi^ppy  in  their  nuptial  duties, 
Each  had  a  progeny  of  beauties, 
Matchless  in  feature,  form,  and  partia 
Dietinguish^d  by  the  name  of  Arts. 


FATHEICS  EXTEMPORE  CONSOLJTloy 

ON  THE  DBATH  OF  TWQ  DAUGHTERS', 
«UO  UYIO  OMŁY  TWO  OATS. 

Lbt  yulgar  souls  endure  tlie  bodyfs  chain, 
Till  life^s  duli  current  ebbs  in  every  vein, 
Dream  out  a  tedious  age,  erc,  wide  dtsplayM, 
Death^s  blackest  pinion  wraps  them  in  the  sbad& 

>  The  author's  twin-^nghters,  Amieand  Maiy.  C 
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These  Mppy  mfants,  ettrlj  taught  to  shiui 
Ali  tfaat  the  world  admirei  beneath  the  Sun, 
SoornM  the  weak  banda  mortality  coold  tle. 
And  fled  impatient  to  their  native  sky« 

Dear  precious  babes ! — Alsis !  when,  foodly  wild, 
A  mother*s  lieart  hung  mefting  o*er  ber  child, 
Wbea  my  chann'd  eye  a  flood  of  joy  caąnressM, 
And  all  the  father  kindled  in  my  breast, 
A  soddeo  pałeness  seiz*d  each  goiltless  face^ 
And  Death,  though  smiling,  crept  o'er  er^ry  graee« 

Naturo!  be  calm^ieave  not  th*  impassion'd  sigb, 
Nor  teach  one  tear  to  tremble  in  my  eye. 
A  few  uDspc^ted  moments  passM  between 
Their  dawu  of  beiug,  and  their  closing  sceno  i 
And  sare  no  nobler  blessing  can  be  giv*n, 
Wheo  one  sbort  aoguish  b  the  prlce  of  Heay*n« 


TirŹ  ANTISŁUARIANS. 

ATAŁB. 

Som  antiquar;aTi8,  grave,  and  loyal, 
lororporate  by  charter  royal, 
Lwt  vinter,  on  a  Thurvlay  night,  were 
Met  in  fuli  senate  at  the  Mitrę. 
The  president,  like  Mr.  Mayor, 
Maj<^c  took  tbe  elbow  chair,  - 
And  grayely  sat  in  due  decorum 
Witfa  a  fine  gilded  mace  before  him. 
Upon  the  table  were  displayM 
A  Britisb  knife  without  a  blade, 
A  comb  of  Aog]o-Saxon  seal, 
A  patent  with  king  Alft-ed's  seal, 
T«o  nisŁed  mutilated  prongs, 
Soppos^d  to  be  St  Duurtan's  tongi, 
Wi^  whłch  be,  as  the  story  goes, 
Once  took  the  Devi1  by  tbe  nose. 

Awhile  they  talk'd  of  ancient  modes, 
Of  manoscripts,  and  Oothic  codes, 
Of  Roman  altars,  camps,  and  uma^ 
Of  Caledoaian  shields  and  churm: 
Whether  the  Druid  slipt^r  broke 
The  mistletoe  upon  the  oak  ? 
If  Hector's  spear  was  madę  of  aah  ? 
Or  Agamemnon  wore  a  sash  ? 
If  Cteopatra  dress^d  in  b!ue, 
Aod  wore  ber  tresses  in  a  queue? 

At  length  a  dean,  who  understood 
All  that  had  pass*d  befbre  the  flood. 
And  Gould  in  half  a  minutę  show  ye 
A  pedigree  as  high  as  Noah, 
Got  Qp,  and  with  a  solemn  air, 
(Kret  humbly  bowing  to  the  chair) 
•'  If  aaght,"  says  he,  "  deserres  a*  name 
Immortal  as  the  roli  of  Famę, 
This  Teoerable  group  of  sages 
Shall  ikmńsh  in  the  latest  ages, 
And  wear  an  amaranthine  crown 
When  kiogs  and  empires  are  unknowo. 
Perhaps  e^en  I,  whoae  humbler  knowledge 
Raoks  me  the  lowest  of  your  college, 
May  catch  from  your  meridian  day 
At  least  a  traository  ray : 
For  1,  Hke  you,  througb  ev»ry  cliroe, 
Hire  trac'd  the  step  of  hoary  Time, 
Aod  gather^d  op  his  sacred  spoib 
With  morę  than  half  k  ccnfiy^s  toils. 
Whatcrer  virtue,  deed,  or  name, 
A&tiqaity  bas  łeft  to  famę, 


In  every  age,  aod  every  zonę, 

In  copper,  marble,  wood,  or  stone^ 

In  Tases,  flow'r-pots,  lamps,  and  scoDces, 

Intaglios,  cameos,  gems,  and  bronzes, 

These  eyes  bave  read  through  many  a  crust 

Of  lacker,  ranush,  grease,  and  dust ; 

And  now,  as  glory  fondly  draws 

My  soul  to  win  your  just  applause, 

I  here  exhibit  to  your  view 

A  medal  iairly  worth  Peru, 

Found,  as  traditioo  says,  at  Romę, 

Near  the  Qutrina]  Catacomb." 

He  isatd,  and  from  a  purse  of  sattin, 
Wrapp'd  in  a  leaf  of  monkish  Latin, 
And  taught  by  many  a  clasp  to  join, 
Drew  out  a  dirty  copper  coin. 
Still  as  pale  Midnight  when  ahe  tiirows 
On  Heav*n  and  Fnrth  a  deep  repose, 
Lost  in  a  trance  too  big  to  speak, 
The  synod  ey*d  the  fine  antique ; 
Examin'd  ev*ry  point  and  part, 
With  all  the  critic  skill  of  art; 
Rung  it  alternate  on  the  ground 
In  hopes  to  know  it  by  the  sound ; 
Applied  the  tongue^s  acuter  sense 
To  taste  its  genuine  exceilence. 
And  with  an  animated  gust 
LickM  up  the  consecrated  rust : 
Nor  yet  content  with  what  the  eye 
By  its  own  sun-beams  could  desery, 
To  ev*ry  comer  of  the  brass 
They  clapp'd  a  microscopic  glass; 
And  riewM  in  raptures  o'er  and  o'er 
The  ruins  of  the  leamed  ore. 

Pythagoras,  the  leamed  sagę, 
As  you  may  read  in  Pliny's  page, 
With  much  of  thought,  and  pains,  and  care, 
Found  the  proportions  of  a  sqaare, 
Which  threw  him  in  such  frantic  fits 
As  almost  robb'd  him  of  his  wits. 
And  madę  him,  awful  as  his  name  was. 
Run  naked  through  the  streets  of  Samos. 
With  the  same  spirits  doctor  Romans, 
A  keen  ci  vi  lian  of  the  Commons, 
Fond  as  Pythagoras  to  claim 
The  wreath  of  literary  famę, 
Sprung  in  a  frenzy  from  his  place 
Across  tbe  table  and  the  mace. 
And  swore  by  Varro*s  shade  that  he 
GmceiyM  the  medal  to  a  T. 
"  It  rings,*'  says  he,  **  so  pure  and  chaste, 
Ahd  has  so  classical  a  taste, 
That  we  may  fix  its  native  borne 
Securely  in  imperial  Romę. 
Tliat  rascal,  Time,  whose  hand  purloins 
From  Science  half  ber  kings  and  coins, 
Has  eat,  you  see,  one  half  the  taił, 
And  hid  the  other  in  a  veil: 
But  if,  through  cankers,  rust,  and  fcttcrs, 
Misshapen  forms,  and  broken  letters, 
The  criUc^s  eye  may  dare  to  tracę 
An  cyanescent  name  and  face, 
This  injur^d  medal  will  appear, 
As  mid-day  sunshine,  bright  and  elear. 
The  female  figurę  on  a  throne 
OC  rustic  work  in  Tibur'  stone, 
Withoot  a  sandał,  zonę,  or  boddicc, 
Is  Iiberty*s  immortal  goddess  ; 
Whose  sacred  flngers  seem  to  bold 
I  A  taper  wand,  perhaps  of  gold : 
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Which  has,  if  J  mktake  not,  on  it 
tlie  Pileus,  or  Roman  bonnet : 
By  Ihis  the  medallist  would  mean 
To  paint  that  ftne  domestic  scenę, 
When  the  first  Brutus  nobly  gave 
His  freedom  to  the  worthy  slavc." 

When  a  spectator  'as  got  the  jaundice, 
Each  object,  or  b}'  sca  or  land,  is 
Diseolonr^d  by  a  yellow  hue, 
Though  naturally  red  or  hluć. 
TKit  was  the  case  with  ^uire  Thynne, 
A  barrister  of  Lincoln*8  Inn, 
Who  never  lonrM  to  tbink  or  speak 
Of  any  thnig  bot  ancient  Groek. 
fnall  disputes  his  sacred  guide  was 
The  Tery  Tenerable  Snidas; 
And  though  he  never  dcignM  to  look 
In  Salkeia,  littelton,  or  Coke, 
And  liyM  a  stranger  to  the  fees 
And  practice  of  the  Common-Pleas ; 
He  studied  with  such  warmth  and  awe, 
The  Tcdumes  of  Athenian  law, 
That  Soloo^ś  self  not  better  knew 
The  legisUtrre  plan  he  drew ; 
Nor  couM  Demosthenes  withstand 
The  rhet^rie  of  his  wig  and  band: 
When,  fuli  of  zeal  and  Aristotle, 
And  fluster'd  by  a  second  bottle» 
He  taught  the  orator  to  speak 
His  periods  in  eorrecter  Greek. 

'*  Methinks,"  c|uoth  he,  "  tliis  little  {jiece 
Is  certainly  a  child  of  Greece : 
Th'  Rntgo  has  a  tinge  of  blue 
£xactly  of  the  Attic  hue; 
And,  if  the  taste^s  acuter  feel 
May  judge  of  medals  as  of  veal, 
I  Ul  take  my  oath  the  mould  and  nist 
Are  madę  of  Attic  dew  and  dust 
Critics  may  talk,  and  ra^re,  and  Ibam, 
Of  Brutus  and  imperial  Romę; 
But  Romę,  in  all  her  pomp  and  Miss, 
Ne^r  struck  so  fine  a  coin  as  this« 
Besidee,  though  Time,  as  is  his  way, 
Has  eat  th'  inscription  quiie  away. 
My  eye  can  tracę,  dł^inely  true, 
In  this  dark  curve  a  little  Mn : 
And  berę,  you  see,  tbere  seems  to  lie 
The  niins  of  a  Doric  Xi. 
Perhaps,  as  Athens  thought,  and  writ 
With  all  the  pow'rs  of  style  and  wit. 
The  nymph  upon  a  couch  of  mallows 
Was  m^nt  to  represent  a  Pallas  ; 
And  the  baton  upon  the  ore 
Is  but  the  oUve-branch  she  borę.'* 

He  said — bnt  Swinton,  fuli  of  fire, 
Asserted  that  it  came  from  Tyre: 
A  most  dłrine  antiąue  he  though t  i  t, 
And  with  an  empire  would  have  bought  it* 
He  swope  the  head  in  fuli  profile  was 
Undoubtedly  tl)e  head  of  Belus  ; 
And  the  rererse,  though  hid  in  shadc, 
Appear'd  a  young  Sidonian  maid, 
Whose  tresses,  buskins,  shape,  and  mień, 
Mark'd  her  for  Dido  at  sixteen  ; 
Perhaps  the  very  year  when  she  was 
First  married  to  the  rich  Sichsus. 
The  pod,  as  be  eould  make  it  elear, 
Was  nothing  but  a  hunting-spear, 
Which  all  the  Tyrian  ladies  borę, 
To  guanl  them  when  they  chas'd  the  boar. 


A  leamed  friend,  he  oonld  oonSde  on, 

Who  liv*d  filii  thirty  years  at  Sidon, 

Oiu!e  show'd  him,  midst  the  seals  and  ringi 

Of  morę  than  thirty  Syrian  kings, 

A  copper  piece,  in  shape  and  size 

Fbcactly  thaf  befbre  thei««eyes. 

On  which,  in  high  relief,  was  seen 

The  image  of  a  Tyrian  queen ; 

Which  madę  him* tbink  this  other  damę 

A  tnie  Phoenician,  and  the  same. 

The  Qext,  a  critic,  grave  and  big, 
Hid  in  a  most  enormous  wig, 
Who  m  his  manner,  mień,  and  shape  wat 
A  genuine  son  of  Esculapius, 
WonderM  that  men  of  such  disceming 
In  all  th'  abstruser  parts  of  leaming, 
Cou'd  err,  through  want  of  wit  or  grace, 
So  strangely  in  so  plain  a  case. 

"  It  canic,»'  6ays  he,  «'or  I  will  be  whip^ 
Prom  Memphis  in  the  Lower  Egypt. 
Soon  as  the  Nile*8  prolific  flood 
Has  tillM  the  plains  with  sltme  and  mud, 
All  Egypt  in  a  moment  swarms 
With  myriads  of  abortire  worros, 
Whose  appetites  would  soon  devour 
Each  cabbage,  artichoke,  and  flow*r, 
0td  not  some  birds,  with  active  zeaJ, 
Eat  op  whde  duIHchis  at  a  meal, 
And  check  the  pest  while  yet  the  year 
Is  ripening  into  stalk  and  ear. 
This  blessing,  Yisibly  divine, 
Is  flnely  portrayM  on  the  coin ; 
For  here  this  linę,  so  faint  and  weak» 
Is  cartainiy  a  bill  or  beak ; 
Which  bill,  or  beak,  upon  my  Word, 
In^hieroglyphics  means  a  bird, 
The  very  bird  whose  num*rous  tribc  is 
Distingni8h*d  by  the  name  of  ibis. 
Besides  the  fignre  with  the  wand, 
Mark'd  by  a  sistrum  in  her  band, 
Appeazs,  the  moment  she  is  seen, 
An  Ists,  Egypt*fi  boasted  queen. 
Sir,  I  *m  as  surę,  as  if  my  eye 
Had  seen  the  artist  cut  the  die, 
That  these  two  curves  which  waTC  and  float  thui, 
Are  but  the  tendrils  of  the  lotus, 
Which,  as  Herodotus  has  said, 
Th'  Egyptians  always  eat  for  brcad." 

He  spoke,  and  heard,  without  a  paose, 
The  rising  murmur  of  applause ; 
The  voice  of  adrairatiou  rung 
On  erYy  ear  from  ev>y  tongue : 
AKtoniiihM  at  the  lucky  hit, 
Thcy  star'd,  they  deify'd  his  wit. 

But  ab !  wbat  art»  by  Fate  are  tricd 
To  vex  and  humblc  huroan  pride  ! 
To  puli  dpwn  poets  from  Pamassus, 
And  tum  grave  doctors  into  asses ! 
For  whilst  the  band  their  Totces  raise 
To  celebrate  the  8age's  praise. 
And  Echo  through  the  house  contey*d 
Their  paeans  loud  to  man  and  maid ; 
Tom,  a  pert  waiter,  smart  and  clevcr, 
A  droit  pretence  who  wanted  never, 
Curious  to  see  what  caus'd  this  rout. 
And  what  the  doctors  were  about, 
Slyly  stepp'd  in  to  snuff  the  candles, 
And  ask  whate'er  they  pleas'd  to  want  else. 
Soon  as  the  synod  he  came  near, 
Loud  dissonance  assailM  his  ear; 
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^tnnge  mmgled  wands,  in  pompous  style, 
Of  has,  Vm,  Lotus,  Nile ; 
And  8oon  iu  Romans'  haod  he  spies 
The  coin,  the  cause  of  all  their  noise. 
Qaick  to  his  side  be  flies  amain, 
Aod  peeps,  and  snuffi^  and  peepe  agaiik 
Aod  tbough  antiques  he  had  no  skill  ii^  • 
He  knew  a  sispence  irom  a  shilitng; 
And,  spite  of  nist  or  rnls  cou*d  tracę 
Od  bombie  brass  Britanma*s  face^ 
Soon  ber  fair  image  he^escries. 
And,  big  with  laoghter  and  surprise, 
He  bont — *'  And  is  this  group  ojp  leaming 
So  short  of  scnse  and  plain  disceming, 
That  a  merę  halfpenny  can  be 
To  thera  a  cunosity  ? 


If  this  is  yoiir  best  proof  of  science, 
With  wisdom  Tom  claims  no  alliance  ; 
Content  with  Natui^s  artless  knowledge^ 
He  scoms  alike  boih  school  and  college.'* 

Morę  had  he  said— but,  lo !  around 
A  storm  in  evVy  &ce  he  found : 
On  Romans'  brow  black  thunders  hung, 
And  whiriwinds  rush*d  from  Swinton's  tongue; 
Thynne  lightning  flash'd  from  er^iy  porę. 
And  Reason's  Toice  was  heard  no  morę. 

The  tempest  ey^d,  Tom  speeds  his  fligfat. 
And,  sneering,  bids  'em  all  good  nigbt; 
CooTim^d  that  Pedantry'8  allies 
May  be  too  leamcd  to  be  wise^ 
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Charles  Churchill  was  boni  in  Vine  Sti€et,  m  the  parish  of  St.  John  tfae  £van- 
ge&t,  Westmioster,  some  fime  in  February  1731.  His  father  was  for  many  yea» 
cmate  and  lecturer  of  that  parish,  and  rector  of  Rainbam,  near  Grays  in  £s8ex '.  Ile 
pbced  his  son,  when  about  eight  years  of  age,  at  Westiuinster  school,  which  was  then 
wperintended  by  Dr.  Nichols  and  Dr.  Piersou  Lloyd.  His  proficiency  at  school, 
sithoogh  not  inconsiderabk,  was  less  remariiable  than  his  irregulańties.  On  entering 
his  nmeteenth  year,  he  applied  for  matriculation  at  the  uniyersity  of  Oxford,  where,  it  is 
leported  by  some,  he  was  rejected  on  account  of  hisdeficiency  in  the  leamed  languages, 
and  by  others,  that  he  was  hurt  at  the  trifliiig  and  childish  questions  put  to  him,  and 
SDSwered  the  examiner  with  a  contempt  which  was  mistaken  for  ignorance.  It  is  not 
easy  to  reconcile  these  accounts,  and  perhaps  not  of  great  importance.  The  examina« 
tions  at  that  time  were  not  very  strict,  for  Gibbon  was  admitted  of  Magdalen  College 
with  probably  less  clas^cal  knowledge  than  Churchill,  and  would  not  have  thought  his 
ezamiuation  trifling,  ii^he  had  been  unaMe  to  answer  it.  Churchill,  however,  was  aAer- 
wards  admitted  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  but  immediately  returned  to  London, 
and  ne¥er  Yisited  the  uniyersity  any  morę. 

The  reason  of  his  abandoning  the  university,  niay  have  been  an  attachment  which  hc 
formed  while  at  Westminster  school,  and  which  ended  in  a  clandestine  marriage  at  the 
Fleet.  This  was  a  severe  disappointment  to  his  fkther^s  hopes ;  but  he  wisely  became 
reconciled^to  what  was  unayoidabk,  and  entertained  the  young  couplc  in  his  house 
abont  a  year,  during  which  hb  son's  conduct  was  irreproachable.  In  1751,  he  retired 
to  Sunderland  io  the  north  of  England,  where  he  applied  himself  to  su  eh  studies  as 
wighi  qualify  him  for  the  church.  Why  he  could  not  have  done  this  under  the  eye  of 
bis  iather,  we  knew  not ;  but  at  the  customary  age,  he  received  deacons  orders  at  the 
hands  of  Dr.  Willes,  bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells,  and  m  1756  was  oidained  priest  by 
Dr.  Sherlock,  bishop  of  London. 

He  exercised  his  clerical  ńuictitHis  at  Cadbury  in  Somersetshire,  and  at  Rainham,  liis 
(iithe^s  living,  but  in  what  manner,  or  with  what  dbplay  of  abilities,  b  Ciot  remembered. 

•  m 

^  His  moUier  was  a  Scotch  womaii.    Calc's  SIS&  in  Brit  Mu^ 
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A  stoiy  was  current  some  time  after  his  death  that  he  received  a  ciiracy  of  30/.  a  ye« 
in  Wales,  and  kept  a  public  liouse,  to  supply  his  deficiences,  but  for  this  there  appears 
to  have  been  oo  other  foundation  tban  what  the  irregularities  of  his  morę  adnmced  Jife 
supplied.  So  regardless  was  he  of  character,  that  hb  enemies  found  leady  credit  for 
aoy  fictioD  at  his  ezpense. 

While  at  Rarnham^  he  endeaTOured  to  proyide  for  his  hnuly,  by  teaching  the  youth  of 
the  neighbourhood,  an  occupation  which  necessity  rendered  eligible,  and  habit  mi^ 
have  madę  pleasing,  but  in  1758  his  father's  death  opened  a  morę  flatteriog  prospect  to 
him  in  the  metropolis,  wliere  he  was  chosen  his  successor  in  the  curacy  and  leclureship 
of  St  John's.  For  some  time  he  performed  the  duties  of  these  offices  with  eztemal  de- 
cency  at  least,  aud  employed  his  leisure  hours  in  the  instniction  of  some  pupib  in  tfac 
leamed  huiguages,  and  was  also  engaged  as  a  teacher  at  a  hidiea'  boarding  school. 

He  was  in  his  twenty-seventh  year,  wh^  be  began  to  re]ax  from  tbe  obligations  of 
virtue,  and  morę  openly  to  enter  into  those  di»ipations  whidi,  whiie  they  ruined  his  cht- 
racter  and  impaired  his  health,  were,  not  indirectly«  the  precursors  to  his  cekbiity  io 
public  life.  He  was  immoderately  fond  of  pleasure^  a  constant  attender  at  the  theatres» 
and  the  assodate  of  men  who  united  wit  and  profligacy,  and  qualified  themsdves  for 
morał  teachers  by  practiaing  the  vices  they  cenrared  in  others.  Lloyda  the  poe^  had 
been  one  of  his  school-ftllows  at  Westminster,  and  their  btimacy^  renewed  afiresh,  became 
now  a  close  partnersUp  in  debt  and  disaipati<Ni.  In  one  respect  this  profed  bencficiał  to 
Churchill.  Dr.  Lloyd,  hb  companion'8  father,  persuaded  ChurchCrs  crąditois  to  aecept 
of  five  shiUings  in  tbe  pound,  and  to  grant  rdeases;  nor  ougbt  it  to  be  concealed,  tlnt 
there  is  some  reason  for  belieTing  that  Churchill,  as  soon  as  he  had  acąuired  money  by 
his  publications,  voluntarily  paid  the  fuli  amount  of  the  origiual  debts. 

At  what  period  he  madę  the  first  experiment  of  his  poeticai  talents  is  not  known.  He 
had,  m  coąjunction  with  Lloyd,  the  care  of  the  poeticai  department  m  Ule  Libiaiy,  a 
kind  of  magazine  of  which  Dr.  Kippis  was  editor,  and  he  probably  wrote,  as  Lloyd  oer- 
tamly  did,  some  smali  pieces  in  that  work,  but  they  cannot  now  be  distinguislied.  Aboot 
the  year  1759  or  176O,  he  wrote  a  poem  of  some  lengtli,  entitled  The  Bard,  which  was 
rejected  by  an  eminent  bookseller,  imd  perhaps  justly,  as  the  author  did  not  publiA  it 
afterwardsy  whcn  it  might  have  had  the  protection  of  his  nane.  He  wrote  also  Tbe 
Conclare,  a  satire  levelled  at  tbe  deau  and  chapter  of  Westminater,  which  his  fnendspte- 
▼ailed  upon  him  to  suppress.  Thus  disappointed  in  his  first  two  prpductioiis,  his  con- 
stant attendance  at  the  theatres  suggested  a  third,  levelled  at  a  class  of  men  who  sddon 
have  the  means  of  public  resentment.  This  was  his  celebrated  Roscbd,  in  which  tbe 
Professional  characters  of  the  performers  of  Druiy  Lane  and  Covent  Garden  theatres 
were  eiamined  with  a  severity,  yet  with  an  acuteness  of  criticism^  and  easy  flow  of  Im- 
mour  and  sarcasm,  which  rendered  what  he  probably  considered  as  a  temporaiy  trifle, 
apublication  of  uncommonpopularity.  He  had,  however,  so  little  encouragenient  in 
bringmg  this  poem  forward,  that  five  guincas  were  refiiaed  as  the  price  be  valiied  it  at ; 
and  he  printed  it  at  his  own  risk  when  he  had  scarcely  ready  money  enough  to  pay  lor 
the  necessary  advert]sements.  It  was  published  in  March  1761,  and  its  sak  eiceeded 
all  expectatiou. 

His  name  did  not  appear  to  the  first  edition,  and  Lloyd  having  not  long  before  pnb- 
lished  The  Actor,  a  poem  on  the  same  snbject,  if  not  with  the  same  intentiona^  tbe 
Rosciad  was  generally  supposed  to  be  the  production  of  the  same  writer,  while,  by 
others,  it  was  attiibuted  to  those  confederate  wits,  Colman  and  Thomton.    Churchill, 
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boweTer,  soob  avowed  a  poem  which  promised  so  mnch  famę  and  profit,  and  as  it  had 
been  not  only  severely  handled  in  the  Critical  Review,  but  po8itively  attributcd  to  ano- 
tber  pai,  he  published  The  Apology,  addressed  to  the  Critical  Reviewers,  1761.  In 
tbis  be  relaliated  with  tbat  bittemess  of  personal  sature  which  he  displayed  with  addi- 
tional  maliguity  in  his  subseąuent  productions. 

The  snccess  of  The  Rosciad  and  of  The  Apology,  opened  new  prospeds  to  their 
author.  He  saw,  in  his  genius,  a  source  of  plentiful  emolument,  but  unfortunately  also 
be  contempiated  it  as  an  object  of  terrour,  which  might  be  employed  against  the  friends 
of  ^irtue  with  wbom  he  no  łongcr  thought  it  necessary  to  keep  any  terras.  While  in- 
snhing  public  decency  by  the  grossest  inunorality,  he  aimed  his  vengeance  on  those  who 
censured  liim,  witb  a  sprightliness  of  małignity  and  force  of  ridicule  which  he  deemed 
irresistłble.  H»  conduct,  as  a  clergyman,  bad  long  shocked  bis  paiishioners,  and  to- 
cnrred  at  length  the  displeasure  of  Dr.  Pearce,  the  dean  of  Westnimster,  who  remon- 
strated  as  became  his  station.  But  Churchill  was  now  too  fyr  gone  in  profiigacy,  and 
being,  as  his  inends  bave  been  pleased  to  say,  too  honest  to  dissemble,  he  resigned  his 
curacy  and  lecturesbip',  and  with  tbis  acknowledged  sacrifice  to  depravity,  threw  off  all 
the  eatemai  restiaints  which  his  former  character  might  be  thou^t  to  impose.  Tbat 
his  contempl  for  the  clerical  dress  might  be  morę  notorious,  he  was  seen  at  all  public 
places,  habited  in  a  blue  coat  with  metal  buttons,  a  gold  laced  waistcoat,  a  gold  kured 
bat,  and  ruffles.  It  is  singular  that  one  who  knew  satire  so  well,  should  have  thus  in- 
consdously  stript  himself  of  a  dress  he  was  no  longer  worthy  to  wear,  and  put  on  one 
wfakji  madę  himself  rkliculous. 

In  Febniary  \76l9  a  separation  took  place  between  him  and  his  wife,  whose  im- 
pnidence  is  said  to  have  kept  pace  ^vith  his  own '.  But  from  a  licentious  p&ssage  in  one 
of  his  letters  to  Wilkes,  it  appears  that  he  was  tired  of  ber  person,  and  probably  neg- 
lected  ber  in  pursuit  of  vagrant  amours.  As  his  conduct  in  tliis  and  other  matters  was 
too  notorious  to  pass  without  animadversion,  he  endeavoured  to  vindicate  it  in  a  poem, 
eatitled  Night,  addressed  to  his  wretciied  partner  Lloyd.  The  poetical  beauties  of  tbis 
poem,  which  are  very  striking,  can  never  atone  for  the  absurdity  as  wdl  as  immorality 
of  his  main  argomenti  that  ayowed  vice  is  morę  harmless  tban  ccmcealed,  and  dki  not 
|irevent  his  readers  fi^mi  perceivmg,  tbat  he  who  maintains  it,  must  have  lost  shame  as 
wdl  as  virtne. 

His  next  pnblication  was  The  Ghost,  176^,  extended,  at  irregular  mtervals,  to  four 
books.  Tbis  was  founded  on  tbe  well-known  imposture  of  a  ghost  having  disturbed  a 
fcmfly  inCock  Lane;  but  oiur  poet  contrived  to  render  it  the  vehicłe  of  many  charac- 
teristic  sketches,  and  desultory  thoughts  on  Tarious  subjects  unconnected  with  its  title. 
About  this  time  he  appears  to  ha^e  formed  a  connection  with  'the  celebrated  John 
Wilkesy  an  impostor  of  morę  ingenuity,  who  encouraged  hun  to  add  faction  to  pro- 
%acy,  and  increase  the  number  of  his  enemies  by  reviling  every  person  of  rank  or  dis- 
tinction  with  wbom  WDkes  chose  to  be  at  varianoe.  His  pen  is  said  to  have  becu  also 
employed  in  Wilke8's  Nonh  Briton,  and  The  Frophecy  of  Faniine.  Churcblll*8  next 
production  was  originally  sketched  in  prose  for  that  paper,  What  other  contribu- 
tioDS  he  madę  cannot  now  be  ascertained,  but  it  may  be  suspected  that  his  satiricał 

'  See  a  letter  from  him  od  this  rabject,  in  the  Oentleman^s  Magazine,  yol.  slyiii,  p.  471,    C 

>  This  has  been  denied.  Sbe  surviTed  him,  bowerer,  and  he  beąueathed  to  her  an  annuity  of  60/.  a 
jear.    C, 
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talent  would  iii  submit  to  tlie  tameness  of  prose,  nor  indeed  was  such  aa  empląyincnt 
worthy  of  tlic  author  of  Tlie  Rosciad  and  The  Apology.  Wilkes  suggested  Tlic  Pto- 
phecy  of  Famine,  as  a  morę  suitable  rehiclę  for  the  bittemess  of  national  scuirility,  aud 
be  was  not  mistaken. 

The  Epistle  to  Hogarth,  wbich  followed,  was  occosioned  by  that  artist*s  having  taken 
8ome  liberties,  in  his  political  engrayings^  with  tlie  cbaracters  of  the  earb  Tempie  and 
Chątbam^  The  only  revenge  be  took  was  a  paltry  print  rępresenting  Churchfli  as  a 
Ru&sian  bear,  but  whether  this  preceded  or  followed  the  Epistle  is  not  qaite  ciear.  The 
parties  had  been  once  intimate,  and  Churchill  paid  due  reverence  to  the  talents  of 
Hogarth,  but  in  bis  present  humour  be  stuck  at  nothing  wbich  could  vex  and  inritate. 
Ilogarth  died  soou  after,  and  some  of  Cburcfałll's  fńends  asserted,  with  malicious  satit* 
faction,  that  the  poem  had  aocelerated  that  eyent.  Mf .  Ńichok^  in  his  copions  iife  of 
Hogarth,  starts  some  reasonable  doubfes  on  this  subject. 

In  1763,  Churchill  formed  an  intimacy  with  the  daughter  of  a  tradesman^  in  West^ 
minster,  and  prevailed  with  ber  to  live  with  him,  but  within  a  fortnight  his  passion  was 
satiated,  and  she  had  leisure  to  repent.  Her  fiitłier  received  ber  back,  and  she  mig^t 
pirobably  have  been  reformed,  had  she  not  been  insidted  by  a  sister,  and  ber  sitoatkn 
rendered  so  disagreeable  that  she  preferred  the  company  of  ber  seducer.  Churchill 
thought  hiniself  bound  in  bouour  and  gratitude  to  receive  ber,  and  peq)etuate  ber 
wretchedness  by  a  morę  lengtbened  connection.  While  this  affiiir  was  the  geneial  sub- 
ject of  public  indignatiouy  be  wrote  The  Conference,  in  wbich  be  assumes  the  buigaage 
of  repentance  and  atonemeiit  with  such  pathetic  effect,  that  every  reader  must  h<^  be 
was  smcere. 

The  duel  wbich  took  place  between  Wilkes  and  Martin  gave  rise  to  The  Duellist^ 
1763,  wbich  be  extended  to  three  books,  and  dlversified»  as  usual,  by  much  perscmai 
satire.  In  The  Author,  published  about  the  end  of  the  same  year,  be  gave  morę  generał 
satisiaction,  as  the  topics  were  of  a  morę  generał  naturę.  Hb  first  publication  in  I764 
was  Gotbam,  wbich,  without  a  defiuite  object,  or  much  connection  of  parts^  opntainsnnnj 
passages  of  sterling  merit.  The  Candidate  was  written  soon  after»  to  ezpose  lord  Sond- 
wichy  who  was  a  caudidate  for  the  office  of  b^h  steward  of  the  university  of  Camł»idge. 
His  lordsbip^s  deiiciencies  in  morał  conduct  were  perbaps  no  unfiur  objects  for  satire, 
but  this  from  the  pen  of  a  man  now  debilitated  by  habitufd  ejceas,  served  only  to  piove 
that  Churchill  was  a  profligate  in  contempt  of  knowledge  and  reason« 

The  FareweU^  The  Times»  and  Independence  were  hasty  compositions  that  added  littk 
to  his  famę,  and,  exc^t  perbaps  The  Times,  announced  the  decline  of  his  powera. 
Independence  appeared  in  September,  17^4,  and  was  tlie  last  of  bis  productions  pub- 
lished in  his  lifetirae,  The  Jouraey  and  The  Fragment  of  a  Dedication  to  Dr.  War- 
burton  were  brought  to  ligbt  by  bis  friends  soon  after  his  death. 

Towards  the  end  of  October,  1764,  be  accompanied  Humphrey  Cotes,  one  of  WHkeaTs 
dupes,  to  visit  thb  patriot  in  his  yoluntary  exile  in  France.  The  party  met  at  Boukgae, 
where  Churchill,  immediately  on  his  arrival,  was  attacked  by  a  miliauy  fevtf,  wbich  ter- 
minated  his  Iife,  Nov.  4,  m  the  tbirty-fourtb  year  of  his  age.  It  was  reported,  that  hb 
last  words  were,  *'  What  a  fool  bave  I  been !"  but  Wilkes,  who  was  present,  thought  it 

4  Of  a  celebrated  statuaiy,  says  Mr.  G>le,  who  was  knighted  by  his  majesty  some  yean  before. 
Mr.  Cole  adds  the  name,  but  it  is  not  the  name  oT  a  "  spinster*  mentioDfid  in  Cburchtll't  wUl,  and  who 
was,  if  I  am  not  mistakeiiy  the  lady  he  seduced.    C 
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ius  duty  on  all  occasions  to  contradict  this.  He  considered  it  as  a  calumny  on  a  man 
wfaose  ^  firmness  of  philosophy/'  he  gravely  infoims  us,  '^  slione  in  fuli  lustre  duiing 
tfae  whole  time  of  his  very  sevcre  illness." 

His  body  tnis  brought  from  Boulogne  for  interment  at  Dover,  where  it  was  deposited 
in  tlie  old  churcb-yard,  fonnerly  belongin^  to  thc  collcgiate  churcli  of  St.  IMartio.  A 
stone  was.  ai%envards  placed  on  his  grdve,  oii  which  are  inscribed  his  agc,  the  time  of 
his  deathy  and  this  linę  from  liis  works: 

life  to  the  last  eujoy^d,  here  Churchill  lies. 

Of  the  natnre  of  his  life  and  its  enjoyments,  enough  has  beeu  said.    He  left  two 
sona,  Charles  and  John»  the  charge  of  whose  education  was  generously  undertaken  by  . 
tir  Richard  Jebb,  but  they  soon  died^  like  tłieir  fatlier,  victinis  to  imprudence  and  in- 
temperance. 

Tlie  year  after  his  deatb,  a  volume  of  sermons  was  published,  which  he  is  said  to 
faaTe  prepared  for  the  press»  but  this  seems  whoUy  improbable.  They  bear  no  marks 
of  his  coraposition ;  and  it  has  been  conjectured  by  the  editor  of  the  Biographia,  that 
they  were  some  of  h^  fóther*s,  which  he  had  copied  for  his  own  use.  Churchill  was  not 
t  hypocrite»  and  would  not  have  published  sermons  for  a  serious  puipose,  nor  could  he 
be  tempted  by  necessity  to  avail  himself  of  public  curiosity.  His  poetry  supplied  all  his 
wantSy  and,  if  we  may  credit  his  will,  he  left  behind  him  a  considerable  sum  of  raoney. 

The  merit  of  Churchill,  as  a  poet,  has  but  lately  been  appredated  with  impartiality. 
Doring  his  life,  his  works  were  popular  beyond  all  competition.  While  he  continued  to 
supply  that  species  of  entertainment  which  is  morc  generally  gratifying  tlian  a  good 
nind  can  conceive,  or  a  bad  one  will  acknowledge,  he  was  morę  eagerly  and  morę  fre* 
qnently  read  than  any  of  his  contemporaries.  Dr.  Waiton  seems  to  complain  that  there 
was  a  time  when  Churchill  was  morę  in  vogue  than  Gray.  This  is  not  wonderfiil ;  a 
personal  satirist  b  surę  to  engross  public  attention,  and  as  a  supporter  of  factious  defa- 
nation,  Churchill  was  admirably  suited  to  the  time  in  which  he  lived.  But  if  his  poems 
were  popular  with  those  who  love  to  see  worth  depreciated  and  distinctions  leyelled, 
widi  the  vnlgar,  the  envions,  and  the  maliguant ;  they  were  no  less  held  in  abhorrence 
by  those  who  were  as  much  hurt  at  the  prostitution  as  charmed  by  the  excellence  of  his 
taients,  and  who  were  afraid  to  praise  his  genius,  lest  they  should  propagate  his  ^vritings. 
Few  men,  therefore,  madę  so  much  noise  during  their  lives,  or  so  Itttle  afler  their  deaths. 
Hb  partners  in  yice  and  iaction  shrunk  from  the  task  of  perpetuating  his  memory,  either 
from  the  fear  of  an  alliance  with  a  character  so  obnosious  as  tó  injure  their  party,  or 
from  the  neglect  with  which  bad  men  usually  treat  their  assodates  when  they  can  be  no 
fei^er  useful.  Uoyd,  to  wfaom  he  had  been  morę  kind  tlian  Colman  or  Thomton,  did 
Dotjsnrvivehimaboveamonth.  Colman  and  Thomton  preserved  a  ciuitious  siience 
aboaf  a  man  whom  to  praise  was  to  engage  with  the  many  enemics  he  had  created ;  and 
WSkes,  to  wliom  he  beąueathed  the  editorship  and  illustration  of  his  poems  by  notes, 
&€.  neglectcd  tłic  task,  until  he  had  succeeded  in  his  ambitious  manoeuyres,  became 
ashamed  of  the  agents  who  had  supported  him,  and  lefl  his  poorer  partizans  to  shift  for 
tkemseWes.  £ven  when  Dr.  Kippis  applied  to  him  for  such  Information  as  might  supply 
a  life  of  Churchill  for  the  Biographia,  he  seemed  unwilling  or  unable  to  contribute 
much ;  and  a  comparison  of  that  life  with  the  scattered^accounts  previously  published, 
isay  convince  the  reader  that  Dr.  Kippis,  who  was  a  good-natured  and  a  grateful  man, 

tbanked  him  for  morę  assistance  than  he  received. 

»•>  •    •  • 

,-'    ^^'       '►  -        '••'     \ 
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Whfle  the  friends  of  Churchfll  were  thus  negligent  of  his  fiime,  it  was  not  to  be 
eipected  that  his  enemies  woułd  be  very  eager  to  perpetuate  the  memory  of  a  man  by 
whom  they  liad  suffered  so  severe]y.  Perbaps  no  writer  ever  madę  so  many  enemies^ 
or  carried  his  hostiUties  iuto  so  many  ąuarters,  without  provoeatłon.  If  we  except  tbe 
case  of  Hogarth,  I  do  not  recollect  that  be  bas  attacked  the  character  of  one  individual 
who  ever  did  him  an  injury,  or  stood  in  his  way.  Such  wantonness  of  detraction  must 
have  natorally  led  to  a  generał  wish  that  his  name  and  works  might  be  speedfly  consigned 
to  obliyion. 

The  time,  however,  is  now  come,  when,  although  his  character  cannot  be  rescued 
from  the  contempt  into  which  it  fell,  his  writmgs  may  be  read  with  morę  calmness,  and 
hi^rank  as  a  |>oet  assigned  with  the  regards  due  to  real  genius,  however  misapplied. 
If  those  passages  in  which  his  genius  shines  most  conspicuously  were  to  be  selecled  from 
the  mass  of  defamatioń  by  which  they  are  surrounded^  be  might,  I  think,  be  allowed  to 
approach  to  Pope  in  every  thtng  but  correctness,  and  even  of  his  failure  in  thb  reąpect, 
it  may  be  justiy  said  that  be  erinoes  carelessness  rather  than  want  of  taste.  But  he 
despised  regularity  in  every  thing ;  and  whatever  was  within  rules,  borę  an  airof  resfraint 
to  which  his  proud  spirit  could  not  submit.  From  the  evidence  of  his  writings,  as  well 
as  of  hb  friends,  it  appears  that  he  thought  so  meanty  of  Pope  as  to  suppose  it  no 
difficult  matter  to  exce]  iiim.  Dryden  was  his  acknowledged  model,  and  he  leit  ineqiia- 
lities  m  his  writings  that  he  might  resembie  Dryden,  and  shun  Pope*s  ''  unvaned 
excellence." 

Such  caprice  is  unaccountable,  but  it  is  certain  that  Churchill  pefsisted  in  despisiog 
that  correctness  which  he  might  have  attained  with  very  little  care.  The  opinion  of 
Cowper  upon  thb  subiect  b  too  \'aluable  to  be  omitted.  Churchill  **  b  a  careless  writer 
for  the  most  part,  but  where  shall  we  find  in  any  of  those  authors,  who  finish  tbeir 
works  with  the  exactness  of  a  Flemish  pencil,  those  bold  and  daring  strokes  of  lancy, 
those  numbers  so  hazardously  veutured  upon,  and  so  happily  finish^,  the  matter  so 
eompressed,  and  yet  so  elear,  and  the  colouring  so  sparingly  laid  on,  and  yet  with  such 
a  beautiful  eifect  ?  In  short  it  is  not  hb  least  praise,  that  he  b  never  guUty  of  those 
fitults  as  a  writ^  whkh  he  lays  to  the  charge  of  others.  A  proof  that  he  did  not  jodge 
by  a  borrowed  standard,  or  from  rules  laid  down  by  critics,  but  that  he  was  qualified 
to  do  it  by  his  own  natjve  powecs,  and  his  great  superiority  of  genius '." 

The  superiority  of  hb  genius,  indeed,  is  so  obviou8  from  even  a  slight  perusal  of  his 
works,  that  it  must  ever  be  regretted  that  hb  subjects  were  temporary,  and  hb  maimer 
irritadng,  and  that  hc  should  have  given  to  party  and  to  passion  what  might  have  so 
boldly  chastised  vici.,  promoted  tlie  dignity  of  Tirtue,  aud  advanced  tlm  honours  of 
poetry.  Hb  fertility  was  astoni«hing,  for  tbe  whole  of  hb  poems  were  Hesigned  and 
finished  within  the  &bort  space  of  three  years  and  a  half.  Whatever  he  undertook  be 
accomplbhed  with  rapidity,  although  such  was  the  redundancy  of  hb  imagination,  aod 
such  the  facility  with  which  he  conimitted  his  tboughts  to  paper,  that  he  has  not  always 
executed  what  he  began,  and  perhaps  deiights  too  much  in  excursion8  from  hb  principai 

>  Hayley's  Life  of  Cowper,  voL  iii.  p.  27,  8vo.  edit  Cowper  had  been  the  anociateof  Colmaneod 
Thomtoo,  and  wrote  a  few  papers  in  the  Connoi«eur.  Wbether  he  was  equally  intimate  with  CbttrchiJl 
does  not  appear,  but  he  was  among  the  first  to'  revive  tbe  memory  of  his  talents,  by  some  beautilol 
lines  in  his  Table  Talk,  which  are  preńxed  to  this  edition  of  ChurcbilPs  poems.  Between  Cowper  and 
Charchill,  in  point  of  morał  character,  the  dbtance  is  so  great,  that  it  u  impossible  to  sappose  then 
oottld  erer  have  been  any  cordiality.    C 
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sabject  Of  this,  The  Prophecy  of  Funuie,  wliich  for  origmal,  creadve  power,  I  should 
be  indined  to  prefer  to  all  his  other  writings,  appears  to  be  a  striking  example.  It  coo' 
sists  of  a  loug  introductioii  which  might  suit  any  other  subject^  and  detached  parta 
whidi  have  no  oatiiial  connectioD,  and  of  which  the  order  might  be  changed  without 
injary. 

But  it  is  unneoessary  to  make  a  paradę  of  criticism  by  pohiting  out  the  indi^idual 
beauties  that  ptesent  themselyes  in  all  bb  writings^  with  the  exceptk»  of  the  Rosdad, 
wfakh  seems  to  faave  owed  its  popularity  morę  to  its  subject,  and  the  damour  of  the 
pbyen  and  their  friends,  than  to  its  poetry.  In  his  other  woiks,  there  arefew  of  the 
essential  ąualities  of  a  poet  which  he  bas  not  so  freąuently  exemplified,  as  to  induce 
ereiy  reader  to  believe  that  with  caxe»  leisure,  and  a  happier  disposition  of  mind,  he 
might  )iave  execated  works  that  would  have  enlitled  him  to  unmixed  and  uninterrupted 
fkme.  He  has  fuliy  proved  that  he  was  not  incapable  of  the  higher  spedes  of  poetry : 
be  has  given  spedmens  of  tłie  sublime  and  the  pathetic,  *^  the  two  chief  nei*ves  of  all 
geauine  poesy."  In  personification  he  is  peculiarly  happy,  and  sometimes  displays  the 
fine  fancy  of  Spenser,  uuiled  with  great  strength  of  colouring  and  force  of  espression. 
His  borsts  of  indignation  are  wonderfully  eloąuenty  and  with  a  love  of  virtue,  he  might 
bave  been  her  inesistible  advocate,  and  the  iin>t  of  ethic  writers.  Where  he  does  pat 
oa  tbe  character  of  a  morał  satiiist,  he  is  perhaps  inierior  to  nonę  of  the  moderus,  and 
the  modems  certainly  excel  the  andents  in  this  spedes  of  poetry.  But  uufortunately 
his  genios  was  biassed  by  iiersonal .  animosity,  aud  where  he  surpasses  all  other  writers, 
it  is  m  tbe  keenness»  not  of  legitimate  satire,  but  of  deiamation.  His  object  is  joot  to 
rdbrm,  but  to  reyenge,  and  tliat  the  greatness  of  his  revenge  may  be  justified,  he 
eiaggerates  the  offences  of  his  objects  beyoud  all  bounds  of  truth  and  decency. 

From  Heli  itself  his  charactere  he  drew, 

And  christen*d  tbem  by  every  namc  hc  koew  ^ 

In  some  cases,  the  poet  may  be  considered  separate  from  the  man,  and  indeed  of 
many  eminent  poets  we  know  too  little  to  be  able  to  determine  what  influence  their 
character  had  on  their  writings.  But  ChurchilFs  productions  are  so  connected  with  his 
turbulent  and  irregular  life,  that  they  must  necessarily  be  bróught  in  contact  He 
freąuently  alłades  to  bis  character  and  situation,  and  takes  every  opportunity  to  vindicate 
what  ^eem  to  pedound  most  to  his  discredit,  his  yices  and  his  associates :  and  as  bis 
works  will  probably  long  be  read,  with  admiration  as  works  of  genius,  or  from  curiosity 
as  spedmens  of  obloąuy,  it  is  uecessary  to  be  told  that  he  had  very  little  Teneiatioa 
for  tmthy  that  lie  drew  his  characters  in  extravagant  disproportion,  and  that  he  was 
regardless  of  any  means  by  which  he  could  bnng  temporary  or  lasting  disgrace  on  the 
persoosy  whom  either  iaction  or  revenge  madę  him  consider  as  enemies^. 

*  Fragment,  by  W.  Whitebead,  m  Maaon*8  Life  of  that  poet  A  few  Imes  from  tbe  same  pen  are 
prefised  to  tbe  present  edition.     C. 

T  Mr.  Tooke,  of  Gray'9  Inn,  latcly  poblished  an  edltioo  of  ChurcbilPs  works»  illiistrated  by  moch 
cootempoiary  łustory.  I  owe  0OIB8  particnlars  of  Cburahil)'s  life  to  the  weil-mrittai  memoirs  prefixed 
lotkiswork.    C 
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BY  WM,  COWPER,  ESa 

CoNTEMPOitAiTEs  all  surpassM,  see  one  c 
Short  his  career,  indeed,  but  ably  run : 
Cborcriłł  :  hinuelf  unconscious  of  his  pomen, 
In  peDary  ooiisuni'd  his  idle  hours : 
And  like  a  scatter*d  seed  at  random  sown 
Was  left  to  spring  by  vigour  of  his  own. 
lifted,  at  length,  by  dignity  of  thoaght 
And  dint  of  genius,  to  an  aifiuent  lot, 
He  laid  his  bead  in  Liixury's  soft  lap. 
And  took,  too  often,  there  his  easy  nap. 
If  bright«r  beams  than  all  he  threw  not  forth, 
Twas  negligence  in  him,  not  want  of  worth. 
Surły  and  sloTenly,  and  bold  and  ooarse, 
Too  proud  for  art,  and  trusting  in  merę  ibrcei 
Spendthrift  alike  of  inoncy  and  of  wit, 
Always  at  speed,  and  uever  drawing  bit, 
lic  stmck  his  lyre  in  such  a  careless  mood. 
And  so  disdainM  the  rules  he  understood* 
The  laurel  seemM  to  wait  on  his  command, 
Ile  snatchM  it  rudcly  from  the  Muse's  band. 


BY  WILLIA^f  WHITEHEAD,  ESQ. 

That  i  *m  his  fbe,  CT*n  Churchill  can't  pretend. 

But— tbank  my  stars — ^he  prores  I  am  no  friend : 

Yet,  Churchill,  could  an  honest  wish  succeed, 

I  'd  proTe  myself  to  thee  a  friend  indeed : 

For  had  I  power  like  that  which  bends  the  spheres 

To  musie  nevcr  heard  by  mortal  ears, 

Where,  in  his  system,  sits  the  central  Sun, 

And  dra^  reluctant  planets  into  tunc, 

So  would  I  bridle  thy  eccentric  souł, 

In  Reason's  sober  orbit  bid  it  roli : 

Spite  of  thysclf,  would  make  thy  ranoour  ceaM, 

Presenre  thy  present  famo  and  futurę  peace, 

And  teach  thy  Muse  no  yijlgar  place  to  find 

In  the  fuli  morał  choruj  of  mankind. 
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THE  nosa  AD. 

ROSCrUS  deceas^d,  eacb  high  aspiring  pli^'r 
PushM  a II  his  int'rest  for  the  vacant  chair. 
The  buskin'd  heroes  of  the  mimie  stage 
No  longer  whine  in  love,  and  rant  in  ragę ; 
Hic  monarch  qaits  his  thronc,  and  condescends 
Unmbly  to  court  the  favour  of  his  friends  ; 
For  pity's  sake  tells  undesenrM  mishaps, 
And,  their  applatise  to  gain,  recoants  his  claps.  t 
Thos  the  Tictorious  chiefs  of  ancient  Romę, . 
7\>  win  the  mob,  a  sappliant^s  form  assume, 
In  pompons  strain  fight  o*er  th*  extingiiish  d  wśr, 
iind  show  where  bonour  bied  in  ev'ry  scar. 

Bat  though  bare  merit  might  in  Romę  appear 
The  stroDgest  ptea  ibr  favour,  'tis  not  herej 
We  form  out  judgment  in  another  way ; 
And  they  will  best  succerd,  who  best  can  pay  : 
Those,  who would  gainthe  votes  of  British tribes. 
Most  add  to  force  of  merit,  force  of  bribes. 

What  can  an  actor-gi^e  ?  In  ev'ry  age 
Cash  hath  been  radely  bantsh*d  fiom  the  stage; 
Monarchs  themselTes,  to  grief  of  eT^  play  V, 
Appear  as  often  as  their  image  there : 
Tbey  cant,  Hke  candidate  for  other  seat, 
Foar  9eas  of  winę,  and  rooontains  raise  of  meat 
Winel  they  eoald  bribe  you  with  the  worłd  as  soon, 
And  of  roast  beef,  they  oniy  know  the  tune: 
Bot  what  they  bare  they  gtve ;  could  Clive  do  morę, 
Though  for  each  miiiion  he  had  broaght  home  fonr  ? 

Shuter  keeps  open  house  at  Southwark  fiiir. 
And  bopes  the  friends  of  humotir  will  be  there; 
Ib  Smithfiełd,  Yates  prepares  the  riyal  treat 
For  those  who  laoghter  love,  instead  of  meat ; 
Foote,  at  Otd  House,  for  even  Foote  will  be, 
In  sełf-cooceit,  an  actor,  bribes  with  tea ; 
Wbjeh  Wilkinson  at  secoud-hand  receiyes. 
And  at  the  New,  pours  water  on  the  leaves. 

Thą  town  dirkled,  each  runs  sev'ral  waysy 
A>  passion,  humoar,  infreit,  party  sways^ 

VOŁ.  XIV. 


Things  of  nO  moment,  colour  of  the  hair, 
Shape  of  a  leg,  complexion  brown  or  fair, 
A  dress  well  chosen,  or  a  patch  mi8plac'd, 
Conciliate  favour,  or  crcate  distaste. 

From  galleries  loud  peals  of  laughter  roli. 
And  thunder  Shuter^s  praises — he^s  so  dnM. 
Embox*d,  the  ladies  must  bave  sometbing  smait; 
Palmer!  Oh!  Palmer  tops the  janty  part. 
Seated  in  pit,  the  dwarf,  with  aching  eyes, 
Łooks  up,  and  tows  that  Barry*8  out  of  size  ; 
Whiist  to  six  feet  the  vig'rous  stripling  grown, 
Declares  that  Garrick  is  another  Coan '. 

When  place  of  judgment  is  by  wbim  sappl/d. 
And  onr  opinions  ba^e  their  rise  in  pride ; 
When,  in  discoursing  on  each  minoJc  elf. 
We  praise  and  censure  with  an  eye  to  self ; 
Ali  mnst  meet  friends,  and  Ackman  bids  as  fair 
In  such  a  court,  as  Garrick,  for  the  chair. 

At  length  agreed,  all  8quabbles  to  decide. 
By  some  one  judge  the  cause  was  to  be  try'd  ; 
But  this  their  8quabb1es  did  afresh  renew, 
Who  should  be  judge  in  such  a  trial: — Who? 

For  Johnson  some,  but  Johnson,  it  was  fear^d, 
Would  be  too  gra^e ;  and  Steme  too  gay  appear'd« 
Othcrs  for  Francklin  TOted;  but  >twas  known, 
He  sicken'd  at  all  triumphs  but  his  own : 
For  Colman  many,  but  the  peevish  tongue 
Of  prudent  Age  found  out  tbat  he  was  young: 
For  Murphy  some  few  piłpring  wits  declar'd, 
Whiist  Folly dappM  her  hands,  and  Wisdom  starM. 
To  mischief  train*di  e*en  from  h-s  mother*s  womb, 
Grown  ołd  in  firaud,  though  yet  in  manbood's  bluom, 
Adopting  arts,  by  which  gay  villains  rise, 
And  reach  the  heights  which  honest  men  despise; 
Mnte  at  the  bar,  and  in  the  scnate  loud. 
Duli  *mongst  the  dułlest,  proudes*:  of  the  proud ; 
A  pert,  prim,  prater  of  tłie  northem  race, 
Guilt  in  bis  beart,  and  famine  in  his  face, 

Stood  forth ; — and  thrice  he  way^d  his  lily  band 

And  thrice  he  twirrd  histye— thricestrokM  his  band— 


'  John  CoMi,  a  dirarf,  who  died  ja  ;7(i4. 
T 
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At  Frtctidship^s  cali,''  (Łhus  oft  with  trairrous  aim 
Men,  Yoid  of  faith,  usurp  Falth's  sacred  name) 
"  At  Fnendship^s  cali  I  come,  by  Murphy  sent, 
Who  thus  by  me  dnelapes  his  intent 
But  lest,  tranąfus^df  the  spirit  should  be  lost, 
That  spirit  which  in  storms  of  rhcCńc  tost, 
Bouiices  about,  and  flies  like  bottled  beer, 
In  his  own  words  his  owa  intentions  hear. 

*'  Thanks  to  my  friends. — But  to  vile  fortuDesbon, 
No  robes  uf  fur  these  shouldcrs  must  adorn. 
Vain  your  applause,  no  aid  from  thence  I  draw; 
Vain  all  my  wit,  for  what  is  wit  in  Ww  ? 
lVicc  (cursM  remembrance ! )  twice  I  strove  to  gain 
Admittancc  'mongst  the  law-instructcd  train, 
Who,  in  the  Tempie  and  Gray*s  Inn,  prepare 
For  clients*  wretched  fect  the  legał  snare ; 
Dead  to  those  arts,  wbich  polish  and  refine, 
Deaf  to  all  worth,  beoause  that  worth  was  mme, 
Twice  did  those  bldckheads  startle  at  my  name. 
And  ibul  rejection  gave  me  iip  to  shame. 
To  laws  and  lawyers  then  t  bad  adieu, 
And  plans  of  far  morę  lib*ral  notę  pursue. 
Who  will  may  be  a  judge — my  kindling  breast 
Bams  for  that  chair  whicb  Roscius  once  possessM. 
Jiere  give  your  Yotes,  your  intrest  here  exerty 
And  let  success  for  once  attend  desert.*' 

With  sleek  appearance,  and  with  ambiing  pace, 
And,  type  of  vacant  head,  with  vacant  face, 
The  Proteus  Hili  put  m  his  modest  plea, — 
**  Let  Favour  speak  for  others,  Worth  for  me."— 
For  who,  like  htm,  his  various  powers  could  cali 
Into  90  many  shapes,  and  shine  in  all  ? 
Who  could  80  ttobly  grace  the  motley  list, 
Actoff  inspecior,  doctor,  botanist  9 
Knows  any  one  so  well — surę  no  one  knows,— 
At  once  to  play,  prescńhe,  compound,  compose  9 
Whocan — ButWoodwanl  came, — Hillslipp^d  away, 
Melting,  like  ghosts,  b«fore  the  rising  day. 

'  With  that  hw  cunning,  which  in  foolś  supplies, 
And  amply  too,  the  place  of  being  wisc, 
Which  Naturę,  kind,  indulgeut  parent,  gave 
To  qualify  the  biockhead  for  a  knave;      [charms, 
With  that  smooth  falsehood,   whose    appearanoe 
And  reason  of  each  wholesome  doubt  disarms, 
Which  to  the  lowest  dopths  of  guile  descends. 
By  vilost  meaiis  pursues  the  vile8t  cnds, 
Wears  Friendship^s  mask  for  purposes  of  spite, 
FawDS  in  the  day,  and  butchers  in  the  n':ght; 
With  that  maUgnani  cnvy,  which  turns  pale. 
And  sickens,  even  if  a  firiend  pre%'ail, 
Wbich  merit  and  sucćess  parsues  with'  hate, 
And  damns  the  worth  it  cannot  imitate; 
With  the  cold  caution  of  a  cowani*s  spleen, 
Wliich  fears  not  guilt,  but  always  sceks  a  skreen, 
Which  keeps  this  maum  ever  in  her  view — 
What*B  hoiely  doue,  should  be  donc  safely  too ; 
With  that  dtUl,  rootedy  callous  impuóencc, 
Whicb,  dead  to  shame,  and  evVy  nicer  sense, 
Ne'er  blush'd,  unłess,  in  spreading  Vice's  snares, 
She  blttnder*d  on  some  virtue  wumaret; 
With  all  these  biessings,  wbich  we  seldom  flnd  / 
Iiavi8h'd  by  Naturę  on  one  happy  mind, 
A  motley  figurę,  of  the  Fribbie  tribe, 
Which  heart  can  scarce  conceive,  or  pen  describe, 

'  This  seyere  character  was  intended  for  Mr. 
Fitzpatrick,  a  perAm  who  had  fendered  himself  re- 
markable  by  his  actirity  in  the  playhouie  riots  of 
1763,  relative  to  the  taking  half  prices,  He  was 
tbe.iieroafQanick'snibbleriad.   £. 


Came  ttmp*ring  on ;  to  ascertain  whose  ses 
Twelve  sagę,  impanneWd  matrons  would  per^l< 
Nor  mole,  nor  female  ;  neither,  and  yet  bolb  ; 
Of  nśułer  gender,  tbough  of  Irish  growtb; 
A  six-foot  suckling,  mincing  in  its  gait; 
Aifected,  peerish,  prim,  and  delicate; 
Fearful  it  seem'd,  though  of  athletic  make, 
Lest  ifrułal  breezes  should  too  roughly  shakc 
Its  tender  form,  and  sanage  motion  spread, 
0'er  iłs  pale  cheeks,  the  horrid  manly  red* 

Much  did  it  talk,  in  its  own  preUy  phrase, 
Of  genius  and  of  taste,  of  playera  and  plays ; 
Much  too  of  writings,  which  iitelf  bad  wrote^ 
Of  special  merit,  though  of  little  notę; 
For  Fate,  in  a  strange  humoiur,  had  decreKl 
Tliat  what  ił  wrote,  nonę  but  t<«e(r  should  read; 
Much  too  it  chattei^d  ofdramatic  laws, 
Misjudging  critics,  and  misplac*d  ąpplanae, 
Then,  with  a  self-complacent  juttińg  air, 
//  iml%  itjmirk^dy  ił  mggled  to  łhe  chmr  ; 
And,  with  an  awkward  briskness  not  its  own, 
Looking  around,  and  perking  on  the  throoe, 
Triumphant  seem*d,  when  that  strange  saTagedam^ 
Known  but  to  few,  or  only  known  by  name, 
Plain  Commoo-Sense  appear^d,  by  Naturę  tbere 
Appointed,  with  plain  Truth,  to  guard  tbe  cbais. 
The  pageant  saw,  and  blaated  with  her  frown. 
To  iłi  first  State  of  nothing  melted  down. 

Nor  shall  the  Muse  (for  e^en  there  the  pride 
Of  this  vain  nothing  shall  be  ii;koitified) 
Nor  shall  the  Muse  (should  Fate  ordain  her  ihymci^ 
Foiid,  pleasing  thought !  to  liye  in  after-times) 
Withauch  a  trifler*s  name  her  pages  bkt ; 
Known  be  the  character,  tbe  łlting  forgot  { 
Let  t/,  to  di&appoint  each  futurę,  aim, 
Live  wiłhauł  <ex,  and  die  mthouł  a  name! 

CoId-bkx>ded  critics,  by  enerrate  sirea 
Scarce  hammer'd  out,  when  Natore^s  fe^le  fires 
GlimmerM  their  last;  whose  sluggish  U-Kid,  half 

froee, 
Creeps  ]ab'ring  through  the  Teins;    whose  beirt 

ne*ęr  glows 
With  fancy-kindled  heat ; — a  serrile  race, 
Who  in  merę  want  of  foult^  all  merit  place; 
Who  błind  obedience  pay  to  ancient  schools, 
Bisi^ts  to  Greece,  and  slayes  to  musty  rulcs; 
With  solemn  conseqneace  declar*d  that  nona 
Could  judge  that  cause  but  Sophocies  alone. 
Dapes  to  their  fancied  excellence,  the  crowd, 
Obsequiou6  to  the  sacred  dictalie,  bow'd« 

When,  from  amidst  tbe  throng,  a  youth  stood  furtb. 
Unknowu  his  person,  not  unknown  his  worth; 
His  Igok  bespoke  applause ;  alone  he  stood, 
Alone  he  stemm*d  the  mighty  critic  flood. 
He  ta!kM  of  ancients,  as  the  man  became 
Who  priz'd  our  own,  but  ettvied  not  their  £iine; 
With  noble  rev*rence  spoke  of  Greece  and  Rotn^ 
And  scom'd  to  tear  the  laurel  from  the  tomb. 

"  But  moro.  than  just  to  other  countries  growi^ 
Must  we  tum  base  apostatcs  to  our  own  ł 
Whcre  do  these  words  of  Greece  aod  Romę  escd, 
That  England  may  not  please  the  ear  as  wcU  ? 
What  mighty  magic*s  in  the  place  or  air, 
That  all  perfection  needs  must  oentre  there  ? 
In  States,  let  strangers  blindly  bepreferHd; 
In  State  of  letters,  merit  should  be  heard. 
Genius  is  of  no  country,  ber  pure  ray 
Spreads  all  abroad,  as  genhral  as  the  day ; 
Foe  to  restraint,  from  place  to  place  she  flie% 
And  may  hereałter  e^en  in  Bolland 
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llaf  not  (to  j^ire  a  pleasrng  fiincy  acope, 

Aod  cbeer  a  patriot  heart  with  patriot  hope) 

May  not  same  great  extensive  genius  raise 

The  name  of  Britain  l>ove  Atheuian  praise ; 

And,  whilst  brave  thint  of  fanie  his  bosom  warms, 

llake  Eogland  great  in  Ictters  as  in  arms  ? 

tŁere  may — Łhere  hatb — and  Shakspeare*s  Mtue 

aspires 
Beyond  the  reach  of  Greece  :  with  native  fires 
Hounting  akrfl,  he  wink^s  his  daring  fiight, 
Wbilst  Sophocles  below  stands^  trembling  at  his 
heighU 

"  Wby  sbould  we  then  abroad  for  judges  roam, 
Ifheii  abler  judges  ve  may  find  atbooie? 
Happy  in  tragic  and  in  comic  pow*rs, 
bre  we  not  Shakspeare  ? — Is  not  Jonson  ours  ? 
For  them,  yowr  nat'ral  judges,  firitons,  vote  ; 
Ih^l]  judge  like  Britons,  who  like  Britons  wrote.*' 
^.  He said,  and  coiiquer*d-— Sense  resuraM  her  6way, 
jtod  disappointed  pedants  stalk'd  away. 
ij^akspeare  and  Jonsou,  with  de8erv'd  applau^e^ 
Mot-judges  were  ordain'd  to  try  the  cause. 
Jleautime  the  stranger  evVy  Toice  employ^d. 
To  a«k  or  tell  his  namc — Who  is  it  ? — Lhyd. 
\  Thtis,  when  the  aged  frieods  of  Job  stood  mnte, 
Jiiadf  tamely  prudent,  gaTe  up  the  dispute, 
Bihu,  with  the  decent  warmth  of  youth, 
Bołdly  stood  forth  the  advocate  of  Truth  ; 
Confuted  Falsehood,  and  disabled  Pride, 
Whilst  baffled  Age  stood  snarling  at  his  8ide« 

The  day  of  trial^s  fixM,  nor  any  fear 
lest  day  of  trial  shonld  be  put  off  here, 
Gtoses  but  seldom  for  delay  can  cali 
•in  eoarts  where  forms  are  few,  fees  nonę  at  alL 

The  moming  came,  nor  find  I  that  the  Sun^ 
As  he  on  ot  ber  great  events  hath  done. 
Pot  on  a  brighter  robę  thau  what  he  wore 
Ib  go  bis  joumey  in  the  day  bcfore. 

FttU  in  the  centrę  of  a  spacious  plain, 
On  plan  entirely  new,  where  nothing  Tain^ 
Kothiag  maguificcnt  appear'd,  but  Art 
With  decent  modesty  perform'd  her  party 
Bose  a  tribuoal :  from  no  other  court 
It  bonow^d  ornament,  or  sought  support : 
Ko  juńes  here  were  packM  to  kill  or  elear. 
Ho  bribes  were  taken,  nor  oaths  broken  here  ^ 
7io  goNrnsmeu,  partial  to  a  clienfs  cause, 
To  thdr  own  purpose  tun'd  the  pliant  laws, 
Esch  judge  was  tnie  and  steady  to  his  trust, 
As  Mansfield  wise,  and  as  old  Foster  '  just. 

fal  the  first  seaty  in  robę  of  various  dyes^ 
A  Doble  wildness  flashing  from  his  eycs, 
Sat  Shakspeare. — In  one  band  a  wand  he  bore^ 
For  mighty  woódcrs  fam'd  in  days  of  yore  ; 
Tbe  other  held  a  globe,  which  to  his  will 
Dbedient  tum*d,  and  own*d  the  master's  skill ) 
lliings  of  the  noblest  kind  his  genius  drew, 
Aod  kx)k'd  thrbugh  Naturę  at  a  single  view» 
Aloose  he  gave  to  his  unbounded  soul, 
And  taught  new  lands  to  rise,  new  seas  to  roli ; 
Call'd  into  being  sceues  unknown  before, 
Aod,  paasing  Nature's  bounds,  was  something  morę. 

KexŁ  Jonson  sat,  in  ancient  learning  train'd. 
Bit  rigid  judgment  Fancy's  flights  restrainM, 
Cofrectly  pnjn'd  each  wild  luKuriant  thought, 
HarkM  out  her  course,  wr  spar^d  a  glorious  faalt 


*  Sr  Michael  Fgtter,  cnt  of  the  jndgei  of  the 


The  book  of  man  he  read  with  niceat  art. 

And  ransack*d  all  the  secrets  of  the  heart ; 

Kxerted  penetration'8  ntmost  force. 

And  trac'd  each  passion  to  its  proper  sourcc;. 

Then  strongly  mark'd,  in  liveliest  colours  drew. 

And  brought  each  foible  forth  to  public  view. 

Tbe  coxcomb  fj^lt  a  lash  in  ev'ry  word. 

And  fools,  hung  ont,  their  brother  fools  deterr^d* 

His  comic  humour  kept  the  world  in  awe, 

And  Laughter  frigbtenM  FoUy  morę  thau  Law. 

But,  hark!— The  trumpet  sounds,  thecrowd  give» 
And  the  procession  comes  in  just  §rray.         L^'7« 

Now  shonld  I,  in  some  sweet  poetic  tin«» 
OSfSr  up  incense  at  ApoUo*s  shrine ; 
Invoke  the  Muse  to  quit  her  calm  abode,  * 
And  waken  mem*ry  with  a  sleeping  ode. 
For  howshóuld  mortaLman,  in  mortal  verM^ 
Their  titles,  merits,  or  their  names  rehearsa? 
But  gire,  kind  Dullness,  mcmory  and  rhyme, 
We1l  put  off  Genius  till  another  time* 

First,  Order  came, — with  solemn  step,  and  slow^ 
In  measur*d  time  his  feet  were  taught  to  go. 
Behind,  from  time  to  time,  he  cast  his  eye, 
Lest  this  sbould  ąult  his  place,  that  step  awry« 
Appearances  to  save  his  onły  care ; 
So  things  seem  óght,  no  matter  what  they  arc 
In  him  his  parents  saw  themselves  renew'd» 
BegoŁten  by  sir  Critic  on  saint  Prude. 

Then  came  drum,  trumpet,  hautboy,JiddU!,fiute; 
Next  inuffer,  sweeper,  ihifter,  soldier,  mułe : 
Legions  of  angels  all  in  wkite  advance ; 
Furies,  all^r«>  come  forward  in  a  dance ; 
Pantomimę  figures  then  are  brought  to  v]ew, 
Fools,  band  in  hand  with  fools»  go  two  by  two^ 
Next  came  the  treasurer  of  either  house ; 
One  with  fuli  purse*  t'other  with  not  a  souSą 
Behind,  a  group  of  figures  awe  create, 
Set  off  with  all  tb^  impcrtinence  of  state  i 
By  lace  and  feather  consecrate  to  famę, 
£xplethe  kings,  and  queens  without  a  name^ 

Here  Harard,  all  serene,  in  the  same  stralns, 
Loyes,  hates,  and  rages,  triumphs,  and  complain*  j 
His  easy  Tacant  face  proclaim*d  a  heart 
Which  could  not  feel  emotions,  nor  impart. 
With  him  came  mighty  Daries.    On  my  life. 
That  Dayies  hath  a  very  pretty  wifc: — 
Statcsman  all  over !— In  plots  ftunous  grown  !— 
He  mouths  a  senicnce,  as  curs  ihouth  a  bonę. 

Ncxt  Holland  came. — With  truły  tragic  stall^ 
He  creeps,  he  flies. — A  bero  should  not  walk. 
As  if  with  Heav'n  he  warr'd,  his  eager  eyes 
Plantcd  tbeir  batteries  against  the  skies ; 
Attitude,  action,  air,  pauśe,  start,  sigh,  groan, 
He  bonrowM,  and  madę  use  of  as  his  own. 
By  fortunę  thrown  on  any  other  siage, 
He  might,  perkaps,  haye  pleas*d  an  easy  age; 
But  now  appears  a  copy,  and  no  morę, 
Of  something  better  we  have  seen  before. 
The  actor  who  would  build  a  solid  famę, 
Must  Imitation*s  seririle  arts  disclaim ; 
Act  firom  himself,  on  his  own  bottom  stand; 
I  hate  e'en  Garrick  thus  at  secood-hand. 

Behind  came  King.— Bred  up  in  modest  lore^ 
Bashful  and  young  he  sought  Hibemia*8  ahore^ 
Hłbemia,  iam'd,  'bove  eY'ry  other  grace. 
For  matchleas  intrepidity  of  iace. 
From  her  his  features  caught  the.gen'roiis  flaune^ 
And  bid  defiance  to  all  sense  of  shame. 
Tutor*d  by  her  aU  ńrals  to  surpass, 
'Moiifit  I>nuy'»  soos  h«  comei^  aod  sbiaesią  Biwak 
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Lo  Yates  I— Withoot  the  Irast  finp«»se  of  art 
He  gets  applausc— I  wish  lie'd  gct  his  part 
Wbeii  hot  Impaticnce  is  in  fuli  career, 
How  vilely  "  Hark*e!  HarkV!"  prates  the  ear  ? 
Whfen  active  Faucy  from  the  bra'n  is  sent, 
And  stands  on  lip-toe  for  sonie  wishM  event, 
I  hatc  thosc  carele^s  bluiiders  which  rccall 
Suspended  sense,  and  provc  ii  fiction  a:l. 

In  charaoteis  of  Iow  and  vu1gar  mouJd, 
Whcre  Nature'8  conrscst  foatures  we  behold, 
Wiere,  destitute  of  ev'ry  decent  grace, 
Vnmanner'd  jests  are  blurted  in  your  face, 
Tliere  Yates  with  justic^  strict  attention  draws, 
Acts  truły  from  himself,  artd  gains  applause. 
Bnt  wlicn  to  )>lcase  himfcif  or  charm  bis  wife, 
He  aims  at  soniething  in  politer  life, 
When;  bitndty  thwarting  N4tiire's  stubbom  plan, 
He  treads  the  stage,  by  way  of  gentlcrosm, 
The  ćIoxvn,  who  uo  one  touch  of  brecding  knows, 
Looks  like  Tom  Krrand  dress^d  in  CIincber*s  clothes. 
Foiid  of  his  dress,  fond  of  his  person  grown, 
Laugh'd  at  by  all,  and  to  himself  imkoovn, 
i^rom  side  to  side  he  struts,  he  smiles,  hc  prates, 
And'8ecQi8  to  wondcr  whafs  become  of  Yates. 

Woodward,  endowM  with  Tarious  tricks  of  fade, 
Grekt  master  in  the  science  of  grimace, 
From  Ireland  ventures,  fav*rite  of  the  town, 
Lur*d  by  the  pleasing  prospect  of  renown; 
A  speaking  Hariequin,  madę  up  of  whim, 
Jle  twista,  he  twines,  he  tortures  evVy  li 
IPlays  to  the  eye  with  a  merę  monkey 
And  leares  to  sense  the  conquest  of  Ó^.  heart. 
We  laugh  indeed,  but  od  reflectioiyj  birth. 
We  wonder  at  ourseWes,  and  curać  our  mjrth. 
His  walk  of  parts  he  fatally  mi^ac'd,     " 
And  inclination  fondly  took  for  taste  ; 
Hence  hath  the  town  so  ofteoTseen  display*d 
Beau  iD  burle8que,  high  life  in  n)asquerade. 

But  when  bold  wits,  not  «uch  as  patch  up  plays, 
Cold  and  correct,  in  thesc  insipid  days, 
Some  comic  charactcr,  strong  featur*d,  urge 
To  ppobability^s  extremest  verge, 
Where  modest  Judgment  ber  decree  suspends, 
And  for  a  time,  nor  ccnsures,  nor  commcnds, 
li^Tiere  critics  can't  dctermine  on  the  spot, 
"UTiethiir  it  is  in  Naturę  found  or  not, 
There  Woodward  Saftly  shail  his  pow^rs  exert. 
Nor  fail  of  feyour  where  he  shows  dcsert, 
Hence  he  in  robadii  such  praises  bor«>, 
Such  worthy  praises,  Kitely  scarce  had  morę. 

By  tnms  transforinM  into  all  kind  of  shapes, 
CoDStant  to  nonę,  Foote  laughs,  cries,  struts,  and 
Now  in  the  centro,  now  in  van  or  rtrar,      [scrapes: 
The  Proteus  shift**,  baufd,  parson,  attctioneer. 
His  strokes  of  humour,  and  his  bursts  of  sport, 
Are  all  contain'd  in  this  one  word,  Dislort. 

Doth  a  man  sttitf er,  look  a-sqnint,  or  halt  ł 
Mimics  draw  humour  ont  of  Naturc's  fault, 
Wjth  pcrsonal  defects  their  mirth  adom. 
And  hang  misfbrtunes  out  to  public  scorn. 
£*en  I,  whom  Naturę  cast  in  hideous  ntotild, 
Whom,  having  madę,  she  trcmbied  to  behold, 
Beneath  the  load  of  mimicry  niay  groan. 
And  find  that  Nature*fl  errours  are  my  own. 

Shadows  behind  of  Foote  and  A\'oodward  came; 
Wilkinson  this,  Obrien  was  that  name. 
Strange  to  relate,  but  wooderfully  true, 
That  even  sfaadows  bave  their  shadows  too  ! 
With  not  a  single  tomie  pow'r  enda'd, 
The  fint  a  merę  merę  mimic^a  minuc  stood;. 


'llie  last  by  Naturę  formM  to  please,  who  showf, 
In  Jonson'8  Stephen,  which  way  Genius  grow*; 
Self  quitG  put  off,  afTccts,  \iith  too  much  art, 
1  o  put  on  Woodward  in  cach  mangled  part ; 
AdoptR  his  shrug,  his  wink,  his  stare ;  uay,  morę, 
His  voice,  and  cruaks ;  for  Woodward  croak*d  befon 
When  a  duli  copier  simple  grace  neglects. 
And  rests  his  imitation  in  defects. 
We  readily  forgive ;  but  such  ^ile  aits 
Are  double  guilt  in  men  of  real  parts. 

By  Naturę  fonn'din  ber  perversest  mood, 
With  no  one  requisite  of  art  endu*d, 
Next  Jackson  came.—Obserye  that  settled  glare, 
Which  better  speaks  a  puppet  than  a  player: 
List  to  that  voice— did  eyer  Discord  hear 
Sounds  so  well  fitted  to  her  uutun'd  ear  ? 
When,  to  enforce  some  yery  tender  part, 
The  right-hand  sleeps  by  instinct  on  the  heart, 
His  soul,  of  every  other  thought  bereft, 
Is  anxiou8  only  wheje  to  place  the  left; 
He  sobs  and  pants  to  soothe  bis  weeping  sponse; 
To  soothe  his  weeping  mother,  tums  and  bowi. 
Awkward,  embarrassM,  stiflT,  without  the  skill 
Of  moving  gracefully,  or  standing  still. 
One  leg,  as  if  suspicious  of  his  brotber, 
Desirotts  seems  to  run  away  from  t'  oUier. 

Some  errours,  handed  Hown  from  age  to  age, 
Płead  cii8tom's  force,  and  still  po8a$e»  the  stag& 
lliat*s  Tile — Should  we  a  parenfs  faults  adon:. 
And  err  bccause  our  fathers  crPd  before  ? 
If,  inattentive  to  the  author'8  mind, 
Some  actors  madę  the  jest  they  coald  not  find, 
If  by  Iow  tricks  they  marr'd  fair  Nature^s  mie^ 
And  blurrM  the  graces  of  the  simple  scence 
Shall  we,  if  reason  rightly  is  employ'd. 
Not  see  their  faults,  pr  seeing  not  avoid  ? 
When  Falstaff  stands  detected  in  a  He, 
Why,  without  meaning,  roUs  IxiTe*s  glasry  eyeł 
Why? — Tbere*s  do  canse — at  least  no  causea 
It  was  the  fashion  twenty  years  ago.  [know- 

Fashiuti,  a  word  which  knares  and  Ibola  may  uat 
Their  knarery  and  folly  to  excu9e. 
To  copy  beauties,  forfeits  all  pretence 
To  famę — to  copy  faults,  is  want  of  sense. 

Yet  (though  in  some  particulars  he  ikib, 
Some  few  particulars,  where  modę  pre^ails) 
If  in  these  haIlow'd  times,  when  sober,  sad, 
All  gentlemen  are  melancholy  mad, 
When  His  not  deera'd  so  great  a  crime  by  half 
To  TJolate  a  vestal,  as  to  laugh. 
Rude  Mirth  may  hope  presumptuous  to  engag^ 
An  act  of  toieration  i<)t  the  stage, 
^Vnd  courtiers  will,  like  reasonable  creatnres, 
Suiipend  Tain  fashion,  and  unscrew  their  fcatureą 
Old  Falstaff,  play'd  by  Loyc,  shall  please odccido^ 
And  humour  set  the  audience  in  a  roar. 

Actors  Vve  seen,  and  of  no  Tulgar  name, 
Who,  being  from  one  part  x)Osse8s'd  ofiarne, 
Whcther  they  are  to  laugh,  ery,  whine,  or  baw)^ 
Still  introduce  that  fav*rite  part  in  all. 
Herę,  Ijoyc,  be  cautious— ne'er  be  thoa  betray^d 
To  cali  in  that  wag  FalstafTs  dangYous  aid ; 
Like  Goths  of  old,  howe^er  he  seems  a  fnend, 
He^Il  seize  that  throne,  you  wish  him  to  defM» 
In  a  peculiar  mould  by  Humonr  cast. 
For  FalstafTframM— Himself,  the  first  and  lasl^ 
He  stands  aloof  ttom  all — maintains  his  stąte, 
And  scoms,  like  Scoismen^  to  assimilate. 
Yain  all  disguise — iioo  plain  we  tee  the  trick, 
Thongh  th«  Knight  wean  the  weeds  of  Doaiue^  ' 
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Aad  Bonifiice,  disgracM,  betrays  the  smack, 

la  Anno  Domini,  oif  Falstaff's  sack.  [ing  slow, 

Anns  crossM,  brows  bent,  eyea  fix*d,  feet  march* 
A  band  of  malecontents  with  spleen  o*erflow ; 
Wrapt  in  Gonceifs  impenetrabłe.fog, 
Whtch  Pride,  like  Phoebus,  draws  firom  ev'ry  bog, 
Thcy  curse  the  managers,  and  curse  the  town, 
'  Whoae  partial  &vour  kceps  such  merit  down. 

But  if  some  man,  morę  hardy  than  the  rest, 
Shonid  dare  attack  these  gnaUings  in  their  nest; 
At  coce  tbey  rise  with  impotence  of  ragę, 
Whet  their  smali  stings,  and  bnzz  about  the  stage. 
"  Tb  breach  of  privilege !— Shall  aiiy  dare 
To  arm  satjric  truth  against  a  player  ? 
Preicripti^e  hghts  we  plead  time  out  of  mind  ; 
Actors,  unlash*d  theaist:Ives,  may  łash  mankind.'' 

What!  shall  Opinion  then,  of  naturę  free 
.  And  liberał  as  the  vagrant  air,  agrce 
To  mstin  chaius  like  these,  impos'd  by  things 
Whicb,  less  than  nothing,  ai>e  the  pridc  of  kings  ? 
Ko— though  half-pocts  with  half-players  join 
To  curse  the  frecdom  of  eaoh  honest  linę ; 
Though  ragę  and  maliec  dim  their  faded  cheek; 
What  the  Muse  free|y  tbinks,  she  Ml  freely  speak. 
With  jost  disdain  of  ev'ry  jialtry  sneer, 
Sbfanger  alike  to  flattery  and  fear, 
h  purpose  fix'd,  and  to  herself  a  nile, 
Public  contempt  shall  wait  the  piiblic  fool. 

Aostm  would  aiwaj^s  glisten  in  French  silks, 
Ackman  woukl  Norris  be,  and  Packer  Wilks. 
For  vh0i  like  Ackuian,  can  with  bumour  please  ? 
Who  can,  like  Packer,  charm  with  sprightly  case  ? 
Higher  than  a  U  the  rest,  see  Bransby  strut: 
A  mi^hty  GaHiver  in  lilliput ! 
lodicious  Katnre  !  wbich  at  once  could  show 
A  man  so  very  high,  so  very  Iow. 

If  I  forget  thee,  Blakes,  or  if  I  say 
Aq^  hurtful,  may  1  never  <tee  tliee  play. 
t  Lct  critics,  with  a  supercilioiis  air, 
Deciy  thy  various  merit,  and  declare 
Frenchinan  is  still  at  top  y — but  scom  that  ragę 
Which,  in  attacking  thee,  attacks  the  age. 
French  follies,  universally  eaabrac'd, 
At  oooe  provoke  oiir  mirth,  and  form  our  taste. 

I/)og,  firom  a  nation  ever  hardly  us'd, 
At  random  censur*d,  waotonly  abus*d, 
Havc  firitons  drawn  their  sport,  with  partial  vjcw 
FomiM  gen*ral  notions  from  the  rascal  few ; 
C>ndemn'd  a  people,  as  for  vice8  known, 
Which,  from  their  country  banisbM,  seek  our  own. 
At  len^h,  howe*er,  the  slavish  chain  is  brokc. 
And  Sense  awakcn*d,  scorns  ber  ancient  yokc : 
Taagbt  by  thee,  Moody,  we  now  learn  to  raise 
Minh  from  their  fbibles;  froin  their  virtucs,  praise. 
!    Next  came  the  legion,  which  our  Summer  Bayes, 
From  alleys,  here  and  there,  contriv*d  to  raise, 
llusb'd  with  vast  hopes,  and  cenain  to  succeod 
Withwils  who  cannot  write,  and  scarce  can  read. 
VetVaii8  no  morę  support  the  rotten  cause, 
Ko  morę  firom  Elliofs  worth  tbey  reap  applause ; 
Ełch  OD  himself  determines  to  rely, 
Be  Yates  disbanded,  and  let  Elliot  fly, 
K«?er  dłd  playera  so  well  an  author  fit. 
To  Naturę  dcad,  and  focs  declar'd  to  Wit 
So  kmd  each  tongue,  so  empty  was  each  head, 
So  much  tbey  talk'd,  so  very  little  said, 
So  woodrous  duli,  and  yet  so  wondrous  vain, 
At  ooce  to  willing,  and  unfit  to  reign, 
That  Reason  swore,  nor  would  the  oath  recall, 
nar  mighty  mjttter'8  soul  informM  tbem  all. 


As  one  with  vark>n9  disappointmonts  sad, 
Whom  Dullness  only  kppt  from  being  mad, 
Apart  from  all  the  rest  great  Miirphy  canio — 
Common  to  fools  and  wits,  the  ragę  of  fanu*. 
What  though  the  sons  of  Nonscnsc  hail  hi^)  sins, 

AUDITOR,  AUTHOn,  MANAGER,  and  8QUIRE, 

His  restless  soui^s  ambition  stops  not  therc, 
To  make  his  triuinphs  pcrfoct,  dub  him  player. 

In  person  tali,  a  figurę  foruiM  to  please ; 
Tfsym metry  could  charm,  depriv'dof  case; 
When  motioniess  he  stands,  we  all  approve ; 
What  pity  'tis  the  thing  was  madę  to  raove. 

His  Yoicc,  in  one  duli,  dt^cp,  unvaried  sound, 
Scems  to  break  forth  from  cavem8  under  ground. 
From  hol  Iow  chest  the  Iow  sepulchral  notę 
Un willing  heuves,  and  strugsrlcs  in  his  throat. 

Could  authors  butcher'd  give  an  actor  grace, 
Ali  must  to  him  rciign  the  forcmost  place. 
When  he  attempts,  i  u  some  one  fav'rite  part. 
To  ape  the  feelings  of  a  manly  hcart. 
His  honest  features  the  disgiiiso  defy. 
And  his  face  loudly  give8  his  tongue  the  lie. 

Still  in  estrcmes,  be  knows  no  happy  mean, 
Or  ra^ing  mad,  or  stupidly  seierte. 
In  cold-uTOUght  scenes  the  lifeless  actor  flags, 
In  passion,  tcai-s  the  passion  into  rags. 
Can  nonę  remember  ? — Ycs — I  know  all  must— 
When  in  the  Moor  he  ground  his  teeth  to  dui»t, 
When  o'er  the  stage.  he  Folly'8  standard  boce, 
Whilst  Common-Sense  stood  trembling  at  the  door. 

How  few  are  found  with  real  talents  bless^d, 
Fewer  with  Nature's  gifts  contented  rest 
Man  from  his  spherc  cccentric  starts  ajttray ; 
All  hunt  for  iamc ;  but  most  uiistake  the  wuy. 
Bred  at  St  Omer's  to  the  sbufHing  trade, 
The  bopeful  yooth  a  Jesuit  might  have  madc, 
With  various  readings  stor*d  his  empty  skuli, 
Learn^d  without  sense,  and  venerably  duli ; 
Or,  at  some  banker^s  dcsk,  like  many  morę, 
Content  to  tell  that  two  and  two  make  four, 
His  name  had  stood  in  ciit  annałs  fair. 
And  prudenł  Dullness  mark*d  him  lor  a  mayor^     . 

What  then  could  tempt  thee,  in  a  critic  agc, 
Such  blooming  hopes  to  forfeit  on  a  stage  ? 
Could  it  be  worth  thy  wondrous  waste  of  pains 
To  publisb  to  the  world  thy  lack  of  braias  ? 
Or  mi.u:ht  not  Reason  e*en  to  thee  have  shovn 
Thy  greatest  praise  had  been  to  live  unknown  f 
Yet  let  not  vanity,  like  thine,  despair : 
Fortune  mak'^  FoUy  her  |)eculiar  care. 

A  vacant  throne  high  plac'd  in  Smithficld  vlcw. 
To  sacred  Dullness  and  Yter  Jirsl-born  due, 
Thithcr  with  hastę  in  happy  hour  rcpair, 
Thy  birthright  claim,  nor  fear  a  rival  there. 
Shuter  himself  shall  own  thy  juster  claim, 
And  venal  Ledgcrs  pufl*  their  Mnqihy'b  nanic, 
Whilst  V'aughan*  or  Dapper,  cali  him  which  you  -a  ill, 
Shall  blow  the  trumpet,  aud  give  out  the  bili. 

There  rule  secure  from  critics  and  from  sense, 
Nor  once  shall  Genius  rise  to  givc  offence ; 
Etcmal  peace  shall  hlesii  tłie  happy  śhore, 
And  little  factions  break  thy  re=?t  no  rnort*. 

From  Covent  Ganlen  crowds  pi"omiKCuous  go, 
Whom  the  Muse  knows  not,  nor  desijres  to  know. 
Vct'ranł  they  seem'd,  but  kncw  of  arms  lio  moro 
Thau  if,  till  that  time,  arms  they  nerer  boro: 


4  A  gentleman  still  Iivini;^,'  who  puhlished,  at  tkia 
juncture,  a  poem  entitlcd  1  he  Retort 
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like  Westminster  toilitia  tniin'd  to  fight, 
Tbey  scarceły  knew  the  lefŁ  hand  from  the  right. 
Ashain'd  arnong  such  troopii  to  show  the  head, 
Their  chieh  were  scatter*d,  and  their  hcroes  fled. 

Sparks  at  his  glass  sat  comfortably  down 
To  sep^rate  frown  from  smile,  and  smile  from  frown ; 
Smith,  the  genteel,  the  airy,  and  the  smart, 
Smith  was  just  g^ne  to  school  to  say  his  part; 
llosB  (a  misfortune  which  we  often  mect) 
Was  fast  asleep  at  dear  Statira^s  feet; 
Statira,  with  her  hero  to  agree, 
Stood  on  her  fcct  as  fast  asleep  as  he ; 
Macklin,  wbo  largely  deals  in  ha)f>fbrm*d  sounds, 
Who  wantoniy  transgresses  Nature's  boimds, 
Wbose  acting  's  bard,  affected,  and  constrain*d, 
Whose  features,  as  each  other  they  disdainM, 
At  variance  .set,  inflexib1e  and  coarse, 
Ke^er  know  the  workings  of  iinited  force, 
Ke*er  kindly  soften  to  each  o^her^s  aid, 
Kor  show  the  mingled  powYs  of  tight  and  shade, 
Ko  longer  for  a  thankless  stage  concern'd, 
To  worthier  thoughts  his  mighty  gcnius  tumM, 
HaranguM,  gare  lectures,  madę  each  simple  elf 
Al  most  as  good  a  spraker  as  himself ; 
Whiist  the  whote  town,  mad  with  mistakeii  zeal, 
An  awkward  ragę  for  clocution  feel ; 
Duli  cits  and  grave  divines  his  praise  proclaim, 
And  join  with  Sheridan*s  their  Macklin'8  name ; 
Shuter,  who  oe^er  card  a  single  pin 
Whether  he  left  out  nonsense,  t)r  pQt  in, 
Who  aimM  at  wit,  though,  leve1I'd  in  the  dark, 
The  random  arrow  seldom  hit  the  mark, 
At  Islington,  all  by  the  placid  stream 
Where  city  swains  in  łap  of  Dulloess  dream, 
Where,*  quiet  as  her  strains  their  strains  do  flow, 
That  all  the  patron  by  the  bards  may  know, 
8ecret  as  night,  with  Rolfs  experiencM  aid, 
The  plan  of  futurę  operations  laid, 
l^rojected  schemes  the  summer  months  to  checr, 
And  spin  out  happy  folly  through  the  year, 

Bot  think  not,  though  thcse  daKtard-chiefs  are  fled, 
That  Covent  Garden  troops  shall  want  a  head: , 
Harlequin  comes  their  chief! — ^See  from  afar, 
The  hero  8eate<l  in  fantastio  car ! 
Wedded  to  Nowelty,  his  oniy  arms 
Are  wooden  swords,  wands,  talismans,  and  charnis; 
On  one  side  Folly  sits,  by  some  callM  Fun, 
And  <m  the  other,  his  arch-patron.  Lun. 
Behind,  for  li  berty  a-thirst  in  vain, 
Sense,  helpless  captire,  drags  the  gallingchain. 
Six  nide  misshapen  beasts  the  chariot  draw, 
Whom  ReaSon  loaths,  and  Naturo  never  saw ; 
Monsters,  with  tails  of  ice,  and  hcads  of  fire  ; 
Gorgons,  and  Hydras,  and  Chimeras  dire. 
Each  was  bestrodc  by  fuli  as  monstrous  wight, 
Giant,  Dwarf,  Genius,  Elf,  Hcrmaphroditc 
The  town,  os  usiial,  met  him  in  fuli  ery  $ 
The  town,  as  lisual,  knew  no  reason  why. 
Bot  FashioTiSo  directs,  and  niodcms  raise 
On  Fashion^s  mouldering  base  their  traosient praise. 

Kext,  to  the  field  a  band  of  femalcs  draw 
Their  forcc  j  for  Jbritain  owns  no  Salique  law : 
Just  to  tr^eir  worth,  we  female  righls  admit. 
Kor  bar  their  eh  im  to  empire  or  to  wit. 

First,  giggling,  plotting  cbambcr-maids  arrive, 
Hoydens  and  romps,  led  on  by  generał  Clive. 
In  spite  of  ootward  blemishes,  shc  sbone 
I^or  humour  fam'd,  and  humour  all  her  own*. 
Easy,  as  if  at  home,  the  slaprc  she  trod, 
l^or  sought  the  critic^s  praise,  nor  fear^d  his  rod.      | 


Oi-iginai  in  ispirit  and  in  ease, 

She  pleas^d  by  hiding  all  attempts  to  please, 

No  comic  actrcss  ever  yet  conld  raise. 

On  Humour'8  base,  roore  merit  or  morę  praise^ 

With  all  the  nati^c  vigour  of  8ixte«*n, 
Among  the  merry  troop  conspicuoua  seen, 
See  lively  Pope  adrance  in  jfig  and  irip, 
Corinna,  Cherry,  Honeycomb,  and  Snip. 
Not  without  art,  tut  yet  to  Naturę  true, 
She  charms  the  town  with  humour  just,  yet  new. 
Cheer*d  by  her  promise,  we  the  less  deplore 
The  fatal  time  whenClive  shall  be  no  morę. 

Lo!  Yincent  comes— with  simple  grace  array^d, 
She  lauglis  at  paltry  arts,'and  scorns  paradę. 
Naturę  through  her  is  by  reflection  shown, 
Whiist  Gay  once  morę  knows  Polly  for  his  omi. 

Talk  not  to  me  of  diffidence  and  fear — 
I  see  it  all,  but  must  forgire  it  here. 
Defects  like  these  which  modest  terrours  catise, 
From  impudence  itself  cstort  apptause. 
Candour  and  Reason  still  take  Virtue*8  paft ; 
We  love  e*eu  foibles  in  so  good  a  beart. 
'  Xet  Tommy  Ame,  with  usual  pomp  of  style^ 
Whose  chief,  whose  only  merit  's  to  compile, 
Who,  meanly  pilfering  here  and  thcre  a  bit, 
Deals  musie  out  as  Murphy  deals  out  wit, 
Publish  proposals,  laws  for  taste  prescribe. 
And  chant  the  praise  of  an  Italian  tribę ; 
Let  him  reverse  kind  Nature's  first  decrees. 
And  teach  e'en  Brent  a  method  not  to  please; 
But  never  shall  a  truły  British  agc 
Bear  a  rile  race  of  eunuchs  on  the  stage. 
The  boasted  work  *s  calPd  nationat  in  vaiiiy 
If  one  Italian  voice  pollutes  the  strain. 
Where  tyrants  rule,  and  sla^es  with  joy  obey, 
I^et  slavish  minstrels  pour  th'  enervate  lay ; 
To  Britons  far  morę  noble  pleasiu^s  spring, 
In  nativ€  notes  whiist  Beard  and  Yincent  siog. 

Might  figurę  give  a  title  unto  (ame, 
What  rival  should  with  Yatet  dispute  her  claimł 
But  jusUce  may  not  partial  trophies  raise, 
NoT  sink  the  actress  in  the  woman^s  praise. 
Still  hand  in  hand  her  words  and  actions  go» 
And  the  heart  fcels  morę  than  the  features  show: 
For,  through  the  regions  of  that  beauteous  face. 
We  no  Yariety  of  passions  traoe; 
Bead  to  the  soft  emotions  of  tbe  heart, 
No  kindred  softness  can  those  eyes  impart ; 
The  brow,  still  fixM  in  Sorrow's  sullcn  frame, 
Yoid  of  distinctioo,  marks  all  parts  the  sameii 

What  *s  a  fine  person,  or  a  b«>auteous  face» 
fnless  deportment  gives  thera  decent  grace  ł 
BIcssM  with  all  other  requisites  to  please, 
Some  want  the  striking  elegance  of  easę ; 
The  curious  eye  their  awkward  morement  tires; 
They  serm  like  puppets  led  about  by  wiies. 
Others,  like  statues,  in  one  )X)t»ture  still, 
Give  great  ideas  of  the  workman*s  skill ; 
WondVing,  his  art  we  praise  the  more^we  riew, 
And  only  griere  he  gave  not  motion  too. 
Weak  of  themselves  are  what  we  beauties  cali, 
It  ih  the  manner  which  gives  strength  to  alt 
This  tencbes  ^ery  beauty  to  unitę. 
And  bringii  them  forward  in  the  ooblest  ligfat. 
Happy  in  this,  behold,  amidst  the  throng, 
With  transient  gleam  of  grace,  Hart  sweeps  aloa^ 

If  all  the  wonders  of  extemal  grace, 
A  person  fincly  turn'd,  a  mould  of  faee, 
Where,  union  rare,  Expression*s  liveły  forcc 
With  Beauty'8'Softe8t  magio  holds  diścourse, 
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AttcBCt  the  eye ;  if  feelinga,  votd  of  art, 
Sonse  the  quick  passioDs,  aod  inflame  the  heart; 
If  mosic,  sweetly  breathing  from  the  ton^e, 
Captives  the  ear,  Bride  most  not  pass  unsung. 

Wben  fear,  whichrank  lil-nature  terms  concait. 
By  time  and  custom  conąuec^d)  sball  retreat ; 
Wbea  judsrment,  tutor^d  by  expericnce  sa^e, 
Shall  shoot  abroad,  and  gather  strength  from  age; 
Wheo  Heav^  in  mercy  shall  the  stage  release 
ftooŁ  the  duli  slumbers  of  a  still-life  piece ; 
Wben  some  stale  fiow'r,  disgraceful  to  the  walk, 
Whtch  longhath  huug,  thongh  withei^d  on  the  staik, 
Shall  kindly  drop,  then  Bride  shałl  make  her  way, 
And  merit  find  a  passage  to  the  day ; 
Broogfat  into  action,  sbe  at  once  shall  raise 
Her  own  renomi,  and  justify  our  praise. 

fbrra*d  (br  the  tragic  scenę,  to  grace  the  stage, 
With  ńTal  exceUence  of  k>ve  and  ragę, 
Misties  of  each  soft  art,  with  matchless  skill 
To  tum  and  wind  the  passions  as  she  wiłl  ^ 
To  melt  the  beart  with  sympathetic  woe, 
A»ake  the  sigfa,  and  teach  the  tear  to  flow ; 
To  put  on  Freiizy*s  wtld  distracted  glare, 
And  freeze  the  sonl  with  horrour  and  despair; 
With  jnst  deaert  enroUM  in  endless  famę, 
Cooscioas  of  worth  superior,  Obber  came. 

When  poor  Alicia^s  madd^ning  brains  are  rack'd. 
And  strongly  imag*d  griefś  her  mind  distract : 
Strack  with  her  grief,  I  catch  the  madnesft  too ! 
My  brain  tums  round,  the  beadLess  trnnk  I  Yiew ! 
Tbe  roof  cracks,  shakes,  and  falls  ! — New  horrours 
AsA  Rcasoo  buried  in  the  ruin  Hes.  [pse, 

Nobly  disdainful  of  each  slarisb  art, 
She  makes  her  (irst  attack  upon  the  heart  r 
PleasM  włth  tbe  sammons,  it  recei^ęs  her  laws. 
And  all  is  silence*,  sympathy,  applaus^ 

But  wben,  by  fond  ambition  drawn  aside, 
Giddy  with  praise,  and  pufF*d  with  female  pride, 
She  qutt8  the  tragic  scenę,  and,  in  pretence 
To  comic  merit,  breaks  down  Nature^s  fence; 
I  scarcely  can  belie\'e  my  ears  ot  cycs, 
Or  find  out  Cibber  throngh  the  dark  disgnise. 
Pritcbard,  by  Naturę  for  the  stage  desigii'd, 
Id  person  graceful,  and  in  sense  rełin'd  ; 
Her  art  as  much  as  Natare's  friend  became^ 
Her  Yoice  as  free  from  błemish  as  her  farae. 
Who  kaows  so  well  in  maje^ty  to  please, 
Attemper'd  with  the  graceful  charms  of  ease  ? 

Wheo  Congreve*s  favourM  pantomim  3  to  grace, 
She  comes  a  captive  que»i  of  Moorish  race ; 
When  Loive,  Hate,  Jeatousy,  Despair,  and  RagCt 
With  wildest  tumults  in  her  breast  engage; 
Still  eqaal  to  berself  is  Zara  seen  ; 
Her  passions  are  the  passions  of  a  qneen. 

When  she  to  mnrder  whets  the  timorous  Thaoe, 
I  feel  ambition  rush  through  evVy  vein  ; 
PenHiaflion  bangs  upon  her  daring  tongue. 
My  heart  grows  fiint,  and  ev*ry  ncrve  *s  new  strung. 
In  comedy — "  Nay  therc,"  cries  critic,  "  hołd, 
Pritchard^s  for  comedy  too  1^  and  old. 
Who  cao,  with  patience,  bear  the  grey  coquette» 
Or  fcroe  a  langh  with  o^er^grown  Julett  ? 
Her  speech,  iook,  action,  humour,  all  are  just; 
Bat  theu,  her  age  and  figurę  give  disgust." 
Are  foibles  then,  and  graces  of  the  mind, 
lu  real  Ufe,  to  size  or  age  confin'd  ? 
Ifo  ipirits  6ow,  and  is  good-breedmg  p1ac*d 
In  any  set  circumference  of  waist  ? 
As  ve  giow  oM,  doth  affectatiom  cease, 
^  giTet  not  age  nąw  «igQiir  to  caprlc^t^ 


If  in  originals  these  things  appear, 

Why  should  we  bar  them  in  the  copy  here  ? 

The  nice  pnnctilio-mongnrs  of  this  age, 

The  grand  minutę  reformers  of  the  stage, 

Slaves  to  propriety  of  ev'ry  kind, 

Some  s^anHanl-measure  for  each  part  should  find» 

Which  when  the  best  of  actors  shall  esceed, 

Let  it  devo1ve  to  one  of  smalłor  breed. 

All  actoTt  too  upon  the  back  should  bear 

Certificate  of  birth ; — time,  when  ;--place,  wh?re. 

For  how  can  critics  rightly  fix  their  worth, 

Unless  they  know  the  minutę  of  their  birth? 

An  audience  too,  deceivM,  may  ilnd  too  late 

That  thoy  have  clapp'd  an  actor  ont  of  datę. 

Figurę,  I  own,  at  first  moy  give  offence. 
And  harshly  strike  the  cye's  too  curious  senf^e : 
But  when  pcrfcctions  of  the  mind  break  forth, 
'  Humour's  chaste  sallies,  jadgmenfs  solid  worth ; 
Wben  the  pure  genuine  ilame,  by  Naturę  taught, 
Springs  into  srnse,  an'l  cv'ry  action^s  thought ; 
Before  such  merit  all  objections  fly ; 
Pritchard'6  genteel,  and  Garrick*s  six  fcct  high, ' 
.  Oft  have  I,  Pritcbard,  s^een  thy  wondrous  skill, 
Confess'd  thee  great,  but  find  thee  greater  still. 
That  worth,  which  shone  in  soatter^d  rays  before^ 
Collected  now,  breaks  forth  with  double  pow'r. 
Tbe  .lealous  Wifc !  on  that  thy  trophies  nuse^ 
Inferior  onły  to  the  author*s  praise. 

From  Dublin,  £am'd  in  legenda  of  romance 
For  m-ghty  magie  of  enchanted  lance, 
With  which  her  heroes  arm*d  victoriou8  prove^ 
And  Kke  a  flood  rus|i  o*er  the  land  of  Love, 
Mossop  and  Barry  came — n^mes  ne'er  dćsign^d 
By  Fate  in  the  same  sentence  to  be  join*d. 
Rais'd  by  tbe  breath  of  popular  aeclaim, 
They  mounted  to  the  pinnacle  of  Famę ; 
Thcre  the  woak  brain,  madę  g:ddy  with  the  height, 
Spurr^d  on  the  rival  chiefs  to  mortal  fight. 
Thus  sporttve  boys,  around  some  baaon*s  brm, 
Behold  the  pipe-drawn  bladders  circling  swim ; 
But  if  fmm  lungs  morę  potent,  there  arise 
Two  bubbles  of  a  morę  than  common  size, 
r.a^tr  for  honour  they  for  fight  prepare, 
Buhbie  mects  bubble,  and  both  sink  to  air. 

Mo^sop,  attach^d  to  military  plan, 
Still  kcpt  his  eye  fixM  on  his  right-hand  maa  / 
\\'hi]st  the  raoutb  measnres  worda  with  seeming  skilT^ 
The  right  band  labours,  and  the  left  lics  still ; 
For  he  resoWM  on  scripturc-groimds  to  go, 
Wlmt  the  right  doth,  the  left-hand  shall  not  know. 
With  studied  impropnety  of  spe<>ch, 
FTe  soars  beyond  the  hackney  critic*8  reach ; 
To  epithets  alk>ts  emphat?C  statc, 
Whiist  principals,  ungrac'd,  like  laoqui^  wait; 
In  ways  first  trodden  by  himself  excels. 
And  stands  alone  in  indeclinabies ; 
Conjunction,  pre})ositk>n,  adverb  join 
To  stamp  new  vigour  on  tbe  nervous  Hne : 
In  i^onosyllabUs  his  thunders  roli, 
He,  skb,  it,  AMD,  WE,  YB,  TMEY,  fright  the  soul. 

In  person  tal  I  er  than  the  common  size, 
Behold  where  Barry  draws  admiring  eyes  ! 
When  labMng  passions,  in  h>s  bosom  pent, 
Convu]sive  ragę,  and  stmggiing  heave  for  vent; 
S>)CCtators,  with  imaginM  terrours  warm, 
Aiixtous  expect  the  bnrsting  of  the  storm  t 
But,  all  unfit  in  such  a  pile  to  dwell, 
:  His  Yoice  comes  forth,  like  Fx:ho  fix>m  her  celi ; 
To  swell  the  tempest  needfol  aid  denle^, 
Afld  aU  ardowo  Ihe  stage  in  feeble  mormar  dias. 
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"WTiat  matii  like  Barry,  with  sucli  pains,  can  err 
In  elocutioD,  actjoa,  character  ? 
What  man  could  give,  if  Barry  was  not  here, 
Such  well-applauded  tendemess  to  liear  ? 
Who  else  can  speak  so  very,  Tery  fine, 
Tbat  sense  may  kindly  end  with  e^^ry  linę  ? 

Some  dozen  Knes  before  the  ghost  is  there, 
fiehold  him  for  tbe  solemn  scenę  prepare. 
See  how  he  frames  his  eyes,  poises  each  limb, 
Puts  the  whole  body  into  proper  trim.>^ 
Trom  wheace  we  leam,  with  no  great  stretchof  art, 
Five  lioes  hence  comes  a  ghost,  and,  ba  !•  a  start. 

When  he  appean*  most  perfect,  still  we  find 
Something  which  jars  upon,  and  hurts  the  mind. 
Whaterer  ligbts  upon  a  part  are  thrown. 
We  see  too  plainly  they  are  not  his  own. 
No  flame  from  Naturę  ever  yet  hc  caugfat; 
Nor  knew  a  feeling  which  he  was  not  taught ; 
He  raisM  his  trophies  on  the  base  of  art. 
And  conii'd  his  passions,  as  he  conn'd  his  part. 
Quin,  from  afer,  lur'd  by  the  soent  of  famę, 
A  stage  Leviathan,  put  in  his  claim, 
Pupil  of  Betterton  and  Booth.    Alone, 
Sullen  he  walkM,  and  deem'd  the  ch&ir  his  own. 
For  how  stiould  modems,  musbrooms  of  the  day, 
Who  n^*er  those  masters  knew,  know  how  to  play  ? 
Orey-bearded  vet'rans,  who,  with  partial  tongne, 
£xtol  the  tiroes  when  they  themselves  were  young, 
Who,  having  kwt  all  relish  for  the  stage, 
Si2e  not  their  own  defects,  but  lash  the  age, 
Beceiv'd  with  joyful  mnnnurs  of  applause, 
Their  darling  chief,  and  linM  his  fav'nte  cause. 

Far  be  it  from  tbe  candid  Mas«  to  tread 
Insułting  o*er  the  ashes  of  the  dead, 
But,  just  to  living  merit,  sbe  maintains. 
And  dares  the  test,  whilst  Garrićk*s  genius  reigns; 
Aiicients  in  rain  endeavour  to  excel, 
Happily  prais*d,  if  they  could  act  as  well. 
But  though  prescription^s  force  we  disallow, 
Kor  to  antiąuity  submi8sive  bow ; 
Though  we  deny  imaginary  grace, 
Founded  on  accidents  of  tlme  and  place ; 
Yet  real  wortb  of  ev'ry  growth  shall  bear 
Due  praise,  nor  must  we,  Qujn,  fbrget  thee  there. 

His  words  borę  sterling  weight,  nenrous  and  strong, 
In  manly  tides  of  sense  they  rollM  along. 
Happy  in  art,  he  chiefly  had  pretence 
To  keep  up  numbers,  yet  not  forfeit  sense. 
No  actor  evpr  great  er  hcights  could  reach 
In  all  Ihe  labour^d  artiflce  of  speech. 

Speech  \  Is  that  all  ?^-And  shall  an  actor  fouud 
An  univer$al  famę  on  partial  ground  ? 
Parrots  themseK-es  speak  properly  by  rotę. 
And,  in  six  months,  my  dog  shall  howl  by  tiote. 
I  laugh  at  those,  who,  when  the  stage  thej'  tread, 
Neglect  the  heart,  to  compliment  the  head; 
With  strict  propriety  their  care^s  confin'd 
To  wegh  out  words,  while  passion  halts  behind. 
To  syliable-dissectors  they  appeal, 
Allow  tbem  acceut,  cadencc, — fools  may  feel ; 
But,  spite  of  all  the  critici«iing  elves, 
Those  who  would  make  us  feol,  must  feel  themselves. 

His  eyes,  in  gloomy  socket  taaglit  to  ix>Il, 
ProclaimM  tbe  sullen  habit  of  his  sotil. 
Heavy  and  phlegmatio  he  trcnl  the  stage, 
Too  proud  for  tendemes^*,  tod  duli  for  ragę. 
When  Hector'8  lovcly  widów  shines  in  tears, 
Or  Rowe'8  gay  rake  de|)endant  virtue  jeers, 
With  the  same  cast  of  featurcs  he  is  seen 
To  cbide  the  libertioe,  auJ  court  tbe  queen. 


From  the  tams  scenę,  which  wttbout  passimi  flowi, 
Witb  just  desert  his  reputation  rosę ; 
Nor  less  he  pleasM,  when,  on  some  surly  plan, 
He  was,  at  once,  tbe  actor  and  the  man. 

In  Brute  he  shonc  unequaird :  all  agree 
Garrick's  not  half  so  great  a  brute  as  be. 
VHien  Cato*s  laboor^d  scenes  are  bronght  to  view, 
With  equal  praise  the  actor  labourM  too ; 
For  still  you  *11  find,  tracę  passions  to  their  root. 
Smali  diff  *rcnce  *twixt  the  stoic  and  the  brute. 
In  fancied  scenes,  as  in  life*s  real  plan, 
He  could  not,  for  a  moment,  sink  the  man. 
In  whate'er  cast  his  character  was  laid, 
Self  still,  Iłke  oil,  upon  the  surface  play'd. 
Naturę,  in  spite  of  all  his  skill,  crept  in  : 
Horatio,  Dorax,  Falstaff,--still  »twas  Ouin. 

Neict  follows  Sheridan— a  doubtful  name, 
As  yet  unsettled  in  the  rank  of  Famę. 
This,  fondly  lavish  in  bis  praiscs  grown, 
Gives  him  all  rocrit:  that  allows  him  nonc 
Between  them  both  we  *ll  steer  the  middle  coiiise. 
Nor,  loving  praise,  rob  Judgment  of  ber  force. 

Just  his  conceptions,  natural  and  great : 
His  fedings  strong,  his  words  cnforcM  with  wo«jrhL 
Was  speecb-famM  Quin  himself  to  hear  him  speak, 
Euvy  would  drive  the  colour  from  his  check: 
But  step-dame  Naturę,  niggard  of  her  grace, 
DenyM  the  social  pow'rs  of  voice  and  face. 
Fix'd  in  one  frame  of  features,  glare  of  eye, 
Passioas,  like  chaos,  in  confusion  lie: 
In  vain  the  wonders  of  his  skill  are  try*d 
To  form  distinctions  Naturę  hath  deny'd. 
His  voice  no  touch  of  harmooy  admits, 
Irregularly  deep  and  shrill  by  fits : 
The  two  cxtreme8  appear  like  man  and  wife, 
Coupled  together  for  the  sake  of  strife. 

His  action  *s  always  strong,  but  sometimes  such, 
Tbat  candour  must  declare  be  acts  ioo  much. 
Why  must  impatience  fali  th«ee  paccs  back  ? 
Why  pacca  three  return  to  the  attack  ? 
Why  is  the  right  leg  too  forbid  to  stir, 
Unless  in  motion  semicircularł 
Why  must  the  bero  with  the  Nailor  vie. 
And  hurl  the  close-cleńchM  fist  at  nose  or  eye? 
In  royal  John,  with  Philip  angry  grown, 
I  thought  he  would  bave  knock^d  poor  Davies  duwo. 
Inhuman  tyrant !  was  it  not  a  shame. 
To  fright  a  king  so  harmless  and  so  tamę  ? 
But,  spite  of  all  defecta,  his  glories  rise ; 
And  Art,  by  Judgment  fbrm*d,  with  NaUire  v«: 
Behold  him  sound  the  depth  of  Hubert'^  »ul, 
Whilst  in  his  own  contending  passions  roli; 
View  the  whole  scenę,  with  critic  judgment  ican, 
And  then  deny  him  merit  if  you  can. 
Where  he  falls  short,  tis  Nature*s  fault  akjoe  ; 
Where  he  succeeds,  the  merit  's  all  his  owo. 

Last  Garrick  came.— Behind  him  throog  a  tiaia 
Of  snarling  critics,  ignorant  as  vain. 

One  finds  out,—"  He  's  of  sUture  somewhat  Iow— 
Your  hero  always  should  be  tali,  you  know.— 
True  nat'ral  greatness  all  consists  in  height.'' 
Produce  your  voucher,  Critic.—"  Sergcaat  Kitó.'* 

Another  ran't  forgive  the  paltry  arU 
By  which  he  makes  his  way  to  shallo^  heait»; 
Merę  pieces  of  finesse,  traps  for  applause— 
**  Avaunt,  unnafral  start,  affiected  pause." 

For  me.  by  Naturę  form'd  to  judge  with  phl«fłi, 
I  canH  acqiiit  by  whosesaje,  nor  cowdemn. 
The  best  th-ngs  carried  to  excess  are  wronp: 
The  sUrt  may  be  too  freąuenti  pause  too  loojj 
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But,  on}y  iis*d  in  proper  time  and  place, 
Sevcrest  judgment  must  allow  them  grace. 

If  bim^ers,  formM  on  Imitation^s  plan, 
Just  in  the  way  that  monkies  mimie  man, 
Their  oopted  scenę  with  miingled  arts  disgrace, 
And  pause  and  start  vith  the  same  vacant  face  ; 
We  join  the  critic  laugh  ;  those  tricks  ve  scom, 
Which  spoil  the  scenes  thcjr  mcao  them  to  adom. 
Bdt  when,  f  rom  Nature^s  pure  and  genuine  source, 
Tbese  strokes  of  acting  flow  with  gen^rous  force, 
Wben  in  the  featnres  all  the  sonl  *s  portray'd. 
And  passions,  such  as  Garrick*s,  are  displayM, 
To  me  they  seem  from  quickest  feelings  caught : 
Bach  start  is  Naturę;  and  each  pause  is  Thought; 

Wben  Reaaon  yields  to  Passion^s  wild  alarms. 
And  the  wbole  state  of  man  is  up  in  arms ; 
Wbat  but  a  critic  could  condemn  the  player, 
Tor  pausing  here,  wben  Cool-Sense  pauses  there  ? 
^liiist,  working  from  the  heart,  the  fire  I  tracę, 
And  mark  it  strongly  flaming  to  the  face ; 
Wlulst,  in  each  sound,  I  hear  th<%  Tery  man; 
I  can^t  catch  words,  and  pity  those  who  can. 

Let  wita,  Uke  spiders,  from  the  torturM  brain 
Fine-draw  the  critic- web  with  cnrious  pain ; 
The  gods,— «  kindness  I  with  thanks  most  pay,— 
Ha^e  ibrm*d  me  of  a  coarser  kind  of  clay ; 
Kot  stung  with  envy,  nor  with  pain  diseasM, 
A  poor  duli  creatui^,  still  with  Katnre  pleas'd ; 
Hence  to  thy  praises,  Garrick,  I  agree. 
And,  pleas*d  with  Naturę,  must  be  plea8'd  with  tbee. 
Now  might  I  tell,  how  silence  reTgn*d  throughout, 
And  deep  attention  hush'd  the  rabbie  rout : 
How  ev'ry  cłairoant,  tortur'd  with  desiie, 
Was  pale  as  ashes,  or  as  red  as  fire: 
Bat,  hose  to  iame,  the  Muse  morę  simply  acta, 
Bejficts  all  flourish,  and  relates  merę  fticts. 
The  judges,  as  the  sereral  parties  came, 
With  temper  heard,  with  jodgment  Weigh'd  each 
And,  in  their  sentence  happily  agreed,  [claim/ 

In  name  of  both,  great  Sbakspeare  thns  decreed. 
"  If  manly  seose ;  if  Naturę  link*d  with  Art; 
If  tfaorough  knowledge  of  the  buman  heart; 
If  pow^n  of  acting  va5t  and  unconfin*d ; 
If  fewest  faults  with  greatest  beauties  join'd ; 
If  strong  expre68ion,  and  strange  pow^rs  which  lie  * 
Within  the  magie  circle  of  the  eye ; 
If  fedings  which  few  hearts,  like  his,  can  know, 
And  which  no  face  so  well  as  his  can  show ; 
Deserve  the  pref  ^reoce ;— Garnek,  take  the  chair  5 
Nor  qiut  it— till  thou  place  an  equal  there.'* 
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Lauohs  not  the  heart,  when  giants,  big  with  pride, 
Assume  the  pompous  port,  the  martial  strioc; 
0*er  ai-m  Herculean  heave  th'  eoormous  shield, 
Vast  as  a  weaver*s  beam  the  javelin  wield ; 
With  the  loud  voice  of  thundMng  Jotę  defy. 
And  dare  to  single  oombat—^What?^— A  ily. 

•  And  laugh  we  less,  when  giant  names,  which  shiae 
EstablishM,  as  it  were,  by  rigkł  dhine  ; 
Ctmcs,  wfaom  ey'ry  captive  art  adores, 
To  wbom  glad  Science  pours  forth  all  her  stores^ 
Who  high  in  Ietter*d  reputation  sit, 
.  And  hołd,  Astrsea^like^  the  scales  of  wit ; 
With  partial  ragę  rush  forth, — Oh !  shame  to  tell ! 
To  cruah  ft  bard  jiut  bunting  from  the  shdl  ? 
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Great  are  his  perils  in  this  stormy  time 
Who  rashly  ventures  on  a  sea  of  rhyme. 
Around  vast  surges  roU,  winds  envioud  blow, 
And  jealous  rocks  and  quicksands  lurk  helów : 
Greatly  his  foes  he  dreads,  but  morę  his  friends; 
He  hurts  me  m<^  who  lavishly  commends. 

Look  through  the  world — in  ev'Ty  other  tradc 
The  same  employment  's  cause  of  kindnesa  made» 
At  least  appearance  of  good-wiU  creates. 
And  ev*ry  fool  puf&  ofF  the  fool  he  hates. 
Coblers  with  coblers  smoke  away  the  night. 
And  in  the  coiĘimon  cause  e*en  play*rs  unitę. 
Authors  alone,  with  morę  than  savage  ragę, 
Unnafral  war  with  brother-authors  wagę. 
The  pride  of  Natura  would  as  soon  admit 
Competitors  in  empire  as  iniwit: 
Onward  tłiey  rush  at  Fame's  imperious  cali, 
And,  less  than  greatest,  would  not  be  at  all. 

'  Smit  with  the  knre  of  honoor — or  the.  pence, 
0'er-run  with  wit,  and  destitute  of  sense, 
Shouid  any  novice  in  the  rhyming  trade 
With  lawless  pen  the  realms  of  verse  inTad<^ 
Forth  from  the  court,  where  sceptred  sages  sit 
AbusM  with  praise,  and  flatter^d  into  wit; 
Where  in  lethargic  majesty  they  reign. 
And  what  they  won  by  dullness,  still  maintaitt; 
Legions  of  fSactious  authors  throng  at  once ;  • 
Fool  beckons  fool,  and  donce  awakens  dunce. 
To  Hamilton'8 '  the  ready  lies  repair ; —  T 

Ne'er  was  lie  madę  which  was  not  welcome  theie-^ 
Thcnce,  on  maturer  judgmenfs  anvil  wrought, 
The  polish'd  falsehood  's  into  public  brought. 
Quick-circulating  slanders  mtrth  afford. 
And  reputation  bleeds  in  ev*ry  word. 

A  critic  was  of  old  a  glorious  name, 
Whose  sanetion  handed  Merit  up  to  Famę ; 
Beauties  as  well  as  faults  he  brought  to  vie 
His  judgment  great,  and  great  his  candour 
No  setYile  rules  drew  siekły  Taste  aside;  \ 
Secure  he  walk*d,  for  Naturę  was  his  guide. 
But  now,  oh  strange  reverse  !  oor  critics  bawi 
Injag^^  oLgaadonr  withĄlifiart  otjjall. 
Cwiscious  ofguut,  andT^earful  otihe  light, 
They  lurk  enshrooded  in  the  Tale  of  night; 
Safe  from  detection,  seize  th'  unwary  prey, 
And  stab,  like  braToes,  all  who  come  that  way. 

When  first  my  Muse,  perhaps  morę  bold  than  wise» 
Bad  the  rude  trifle  into  light  arise, 
Little  she  thought  such  tempests  would  ensiie ; 
Less,  that  tliose  tempests  would  be  rais'd  by  5'ou. 
The  thunder^s  fury  rcnds  the  tow'ring  oak ; 
Rosciads,  like  shrubs,  raigbt  'scape  the  fatal  strokev 
Vain  thought  1  a  critic's  fury  knows  no  bonod ; 
Drawcansir-like,  he  deals  destruction  round ; 
Nor  can  we  hope  he  will  a  stranger  spare, 
Who  gives  no  quaTter  to  hia  friend  Voltaire. 

Unhappy  gcnius !  p1ac'd  by  partial  Fate 
With  a  free  spirit  in  a  slaTisb  state ; 
Where  the  reluctant  Muse,  oppressM  by  kings, 
Or  droops  in  silence,  or  in  fctters  sings; 
In  Tain  thy  dauntless  fortitudc  hath  borne 
The  bigot^s  furious  zeal,  and  tyranfs  scom. 
Whydidst  thou  safe  from  home-bred  dangers  Rteer,, 
ReserrM  to  perish  morę  ignobly  here  ? 
Thus,  when  the  Julian  tyranfs  pride  to  swell 
Romę  with  her  Pompey  at  Pharsalia  fell, 
The  Tanquisih*d  chief  escap'd  from  Ciesar's  band 
To  die  by  ruffians  in  a  foreign  land. 

'^rinter  of  the  Cii  ical  Review. 
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How  coald  these  self-elected  motiarchs  raise 
So  large  an  empire  on  so  smali  a  base  ? 
.  In  ^vhat  retreat,  inglorions  and  unknown, 

]JkM    I^id  Genius  sleep,  when  Dnllness  seiz'd  the  throne  ? 
*        Whence,  absolute  now  grown,  and  free  from  awe, 
She  to  the  subject  world  dispenses  law. 
Without  her  licence  not  a  letter  stirs, 
And  aH  the  captłve  criss-cro8a>row  is  herosi 
The  Stagyrite,  who  niles  ftom  Naturę  drew, 
Optnions  gave,  but  gave  his  reasoos  toa 
Our  great  dictators  take  a  sborter  way^> 
Who  shall  dispnte  what  the  reviewera  say  ? 
Their  word^s  snfficient;  and  to  ask  a  reaion, 
In  such  a  s^ate  as  theirs,  is  downńght  treason. 
Tnie  JHdgment  now  wtth  them  alone  can  dwell; 
Łike  church  of  Romę,  they're  grown  inMlible. 
Duli  supcrstłttous  readers  they  deceiTe, 
Who  pin  their  easy  faith  on  critic*s  sleere. 
And,  knowing  nothing,  ev'ry  tblng  bełieve  I 
But  why  repine  we,  that  these  puny  elves 
Shoot  into  giants? — ^We  may  thank  uurselTes; 
'     FooLs  that  we  are,  like  l8rael*s  fools  of  yore, 
The  calf  ounelyes  have  iashion'd  we  adore. 
But  let  true  Reaaon  once  resume  her  reign» 
This  god  shall  dwindle  to  a  calf  again. 

Fonnded  on  arts  which  shun  the  face  of  day. 
By  the  same  arts  they  still  maintain  their  sway. 
Wrapp*d  in  mysterious  secresy  they  rise. 
And,  as  they  are  unknown,  are  safe  and  wiae. 
At  whomsoeYer  aim'd,  howe*er  severe 
Th*  envenom'd  slander  ilies,  no  names  appear, 
Prudence  forbida  that  step.— Then  all  might  know 
And  on  moce  equal  terms  engage  the  foe. 
/But  now,  what  QuixoU  of  the  age  would  care 
\To  wagę  a  war  with  dirt,  and  fight  with  air  ? 

By  int*rest  jołn'd,  th'  expert  confederates  stand, 
And  play  the  gamę  into  each  other*s  band. 
The  vile  abuse,  in  tum  by  all  deny*d, 
Is  bandy'd  up  and  down  from  side  to  side : 
It  flies— hey  t-^presto  1 — like  a  jugg1er's  hall, 
Till  it  belongs  to  nobody  at  all.  [known, 

All  men  and  thiugs  they  know,  themseWes  un- 
And  publish  er^ry  name— except  their  own. 
Nor  think  this  strange— secure  firom  vulgar  eyes 
The  nameless  author  passes  in  disguise. 
Bat  vet*ran  critics  are  not  so  deceiv'd, 
If  Tet*ran  critics  aie  to  be  beliey'd. 
Once  seen,  they  know  an  author  erermore, 
Nay  swear  to  hands  they  never  saw  beforew 
Thus  in  the  Rosciad,  beyond  chance  or  doubt, 
They,  by  the  writing,  fbund  the  writers  out 
**  That^s  Łloyd's--Jiis  manner  there  you  jtlaialy 

tracę. 
And  all  the  actor  stares  3rou  In  the  face. 
By  Cołman  that  was  written.~On  my  life, 
The  strongest  symptoms  of  the  Jeabus  Wife» 
That  little  disingenuous  piece  of  spite, 
Churchill,  a  wretch  unknown,  perhaps  might  wnte**' 
How  doth  it  make  judicious  readers  smile^ 
When  authors  are  detected  by  their  style : 
Though  ev*ry  onte  who  knows  this  author,  knows 
He  shifts  his  style  much  oft^ner  than  his  clothes  ? 

Whence  could  arise  this  mighty  critic  spleen^ 
The  Muse  a  trifler,  and  her  theme  so  mean  ? 
What  had  I  done,  that  angry  Heav^n  shonid  send 
The  bitt^rest  foe  where  most  I  wishM  a  iiriend  ? 
Oft  hath  my  tongue  been  wanton  at  thy  name. 
And  baiPd  the  honours  of  thy  matchless  fame« 
For  me  let  hoary  Fielding  bite  the  ground, 
80  nobler  Pickk  stands  superbly  boimd. 


From  Livy*s  temples  tear  th'  historie  ctcmn, 
Which  with  morę  jnstice  blooms  upon  thioe  owBt 
Comper^d  with  thee,  be  all  life-writers  dnmb. 
But  he  who  wrote  tbe  Life  of  Tommy  ThamtL 
Who  erer  read  the  Regicide,  but  swore 
The  author  wrote  as  mao  ne'er  wrote  before  ? 
Others  for  plots  and  under-plots  may  cali, 
Here*8  the  right  me1bod-t-have  no  plot  at  all. 
Who  can  so  oftcn  in  bis  cause  engage 
The  tiny  pathos  of  the  Grecian  stage, 
Whiist  horrours  rise,  and  tears  spontaneous  flow, 
At  tragio  Ha !  and  no  less  tragic  Oh ! 
To  praise  his  nervous  weakness  all  agree; 
And  then  for  sweetness,  who  so  sweet  as  he ! 
ToQ  big  for  utterance  when  sorrowa  swell, 
The  too  big  sorrows  flowing  tea^s  must  tell : 
But  when  those  6owing  tean  shall  cease  to  6ow, 
Why— then  the  yoice  must  speak  again,  you  know. 

Rude  and  unskilful  in  the  poet's  trade^ 
I  kcpt  no  Naiads  by  me  ready-made  ; 
Ne'er  did  I  colours  high  in  air  advaoce, 
Tom  from  the  bleeding  fbpperies  of  France; 
No  flimsy  linsey-woolsey  scenes  I  wrote, 
With  patches  here  and  there  like  Jo«eph's  ooat 
Me  humbler  themes  befit :  secure,  for  me, 
Let  playwrights  smuggie  nonsense,  duty  free: 
Secure,  for  me,  ye  lambs,  ye  lambkins  bound* 
And  frisk,  and  frolic  o'er  the  fairy  ground : 
Secure,  for  me,  thoa  ^ retty  little  Alwu, 
Lick  Sylvia's  band,  and  crop  the  flow^ry  lawn: 
Uncensur'd  let  the  gentle  breezes  roye 
Through  the  green  umbrageof  th'  encbanted  grovfei 
Secure,  for  me,  let  fbppish  Naturę  smile, 
And  play  the  coKComb  in  the  Desert  Isle. 

The  stage  I  chose — a  sobject  fair  and  free— 
*Ti8  youn— 'tis  minę — 'tis  pablic  property* 
All  commoD  eadiibittons  open  lie 
Fur  praise  or  censure  to  the  commoo  eye. 
Hence  are  a  thousand  hackney  writers  fed; 
Henoe  munthly  critics  eam  their  daily  bread. 
Thią  is  a  gen'ral  tax  which  all  must  pay, 
From  those.  who  scribbie,  down  to  those  who  pity. 
Actors,  a  venal  crew,  receiTC  support 
From  public  bouoty,  for  the  public  sport 
To  clap  or  hiss,  all  haye  an  equal  claim, 
The  cobler*s  and  his  lordship's  right  the  same. 
All  join  for  their  subsisteoce;  ałl  expect 
Free  leaye  to  praise  their  worth,  their  fieiults  correct. 
When  actiye  Piekle  .Smithfield  stage  ascends, 
The  three  days'  wonder  of  bis  laughing  fnends; 
Each,  or  as  judgtnent,  or  as  fancy  guides, 
The  liyely  witling  praises  or  derides. 
And  where*s  the  mighty  diffrence,  tell  me  wher^ 
Betwist  a  merry-andrew  and  a  player  ? 

The  strolling  tribe,  a  despicable  race, 
Like  wand'ńng  Arabs,  sliift  from  place  to  place, 
yagrants  by  law,  to  justice  open  laid, 
They  tremble,  of  the  beadle's  lash  afraid, 
And  fawning  cringe,  for  wretcbed  means  of  \'de. 
To  Madam  Mayoress,  or  his  Wonhip^s  wifc. 

The  mighty  monarch,  in  theatric  sack, 
Canies  his  whole  regalia  at  his  back ; 
His  royal  consort  heads  tbe  female  band. 
And  leads  the  heir-apparent  in  her  hand ; 
The  pannier^d  ass  creeps  on  with  oousciutts  pride^ 
Bearing  a  fiiture  prinee  on  ótber  side. 
No  choice  musicians  in  this  troop  are  found 
To  yamish  nonsense  with  the  cbarms  of  sound ; 
No  swords,  no  daggers,  not  one  poison^d  bowi ; 
No  lightnini^  flaahes  here,  no  thunden  roli  ^ 
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Ko  gnards  to  swell  the  monarcVs  train  are  sbo^n; 
The  monairb  here  must  be  a  host  alone* 
No  aolemn  pomp,  no  slow  processions  berę ; 
Ko  AmmoQ's  entry,  and  iio  Juliefs  bier. 

By  necd  compeird  to  prostitiite  łiis  art, 
The  \-aned  actor  flies  from  part  to  part ; 
And,  strange  disgrace  to  all  theatric  pride  ! 
His  character  is  shifted  with  his  side. 
Qnestion  aod  Answer  he  by  tnms  mu$t  be, 
like  that  smali  wit*  in  Modem  Tragedyj 
Who,  to  patch  np  his  feme,— or  fili  his  pune, — 
Scill  pilfers  vretched  plans,  and  makes  them  worse^ 
like  g-łpsies,  lest  the  stolen  bra|:  be  known, 
Defacing  first,  then  claiming  for  his  own. 
In  shabby  state  they  strut,  and  tatterM  robę; 
The  scenę  a  blanket,  and  a  barn  the  globe. 
No  hłgh  coDceits  their  mod*rate  Kńshes  raise, 
Cootent  with  humble  profit,  humbie  praise. 
Łet  dowdies  simper,  and  let  bumpkins  stare, 
The  strolling  pageant  hero  treads  in  air : 
PleasM  for  his  hoiir,  he  to  mankind  gives  law, 
Ańd  snores  the  next  out  on  a  truss  of  straw. 

But  if  kind  Fortune,  who  we  sometimes  know 
Gan  take  a  hero  from  a  poppet-show, 
In  mood  propitious  shoufd  her  fav'rite  oall 
Cn  Toyal  stage  iu  royal  pomp  to  bawi, 
Forgetful  of  himself  he  rears  the  head. 
And  flcoms  the  danghill  where  he  first  was  hred. 
Cooversing  now  with  well-dressM  kings  and  queens, 
With  gods  and  goddesses  t>ehind  the  scenes, 
He  sweats  bcneath  the  terrour-nodding  plume, 
Taught  by  mock  honours  real  pride  t*  assume. 
On  this  great  stage  the  world,  no  monarch  e^er 
Was  half  so  haughty  as  a  monarch  play'r. 

I)oCh  it  morę  moTe  our  anger  or  our  mirth. 
To  see  these  things,  the  łowest  sons  of  Earth, 
Presume,  with  self-sufliicient  knowledge  grae'd« 
To  rule  in  letters,  and  preside  in  taste  ? 
The  town*8  decisions  they  no  morę  admit, 
TbemfieWes  alone  the  arbiters  of  wit ; 
Aod  scom  the  jurisdiction  of  that  court. 
To  wbich  they  owe  their  being  and  siipport 
Actors,  like  monks  of  old,  now  sacred  grown, 
Most  be  attack^d  by  no  fools  but  their  own. 

Let  the  vain  tyrant  sit  amidst  bis  gnards. 
His  pany  green-room  wits  and  vena1  bards, 
Who  meanly  tremble  at.the  puppefs  frown, 
And  for  a  playbouse  freedom  lose  their  own ; 
In  spite  of  new-made  laws,  and  new-made  kings, 
Hie  firee-bom  Muse  with  liberał  spińt  sings. 
Bow  down,  ye  8laves;  before  these  idols  fali ; 
Let  Genius  stoop  to  them  who  Ve  nonę  at  all ; 
Ne^er  will  I  flatter,  cńnge,  t>r  bend  the  knee 
To  those  who,  8laves  to  all,  are  slayes  to  me. 

ActoTB,  as  actors,  are  a  lawful  gamę ; 
The  poet's  right,  and  who  shałl  bar  his  claim  ? 
And  if,  o'er-weening  of  their  little  skill, 
When  they  havc  left  the  stage,  tbey're  actors  still ; 
If  to  the  subject  world  they  still  give  laws, 
With  paper  crowns,  and  sceptres  raade  of  straws ; 
If  they  io  cellar  or1n  garret  roar, 
And  kings  one  nigbt,  are  kings  for  evermore; 
Shatl  not  bold  Truth,  e'en  there,  pnrsne  her  theme. 
And  waJ&e  the  coxcomb  from  his  golden  dream  ? 
Or  if,  well  worthy  of  a  better  fatę, 
They  rise  superior  to  their  prescnt  state ; 
If,  with  each  social  yirtue  gracM,  they  blend 
The  gay  companion  and  the  faith^  friend; 
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If  they,  like  Pritchard.  join  in  privat«  life 

The  tender  parent  and  the  virtuous  wife ; 

Sball  not  our  verse  their  praise  with  pleasurt 

spetik, 
Though  mimics  bark,  and  Envy  splits  her  cheek? 
No  honest  worth*s  beneath  the  Muse's  praise; 
No  greatness  can  above  her  ceiisurc  raise; 
Station  and  wealth  to  her  are  trifling  tłiings; 
She  stoops  to  actoń,  and  she  soars  to  kings. 

Is  there  a  man,  in  rice  and  folly  bred, 
To  sense  of  honour  as  to  virtue  dcad ; 
Whom  ties  nor  human,  nor  divine,  can  bind ; 
Alien  to  God,  and  foc  to  all  mankind ; 
Who  sparcs  no  character ;  whose  ev'ry  word, 
Bitter  as  gali,  and  sharper  than  the  sword, 
Cuts  to  the  quick  $   whose  thoughts  with  rancotir 

swell ;  # 

Whose  tongue,  on  Earth,  perfbrms  the  workof  Heff ; 
If  there  be  such  a  monster,  the  Revicws 
Shall  fiud  him  holding  forth  against  abuse. 
"  Attack  profession ! — ^'tis  a  deadly  breach ! — 
The  Christian  laws  another  lesson  teach:—- > 
Unto  the  end  shall  charity  endure, 
And  Candour  hide  those  faults  it  camiot  cure.*' 
Thus  Candoiir'5  maxims  flow  from  Rancour^s  throat» 
As  devils,  to  8erve  their  purposc,  scripture  quote. 

The  Muse*s  office  was  by  Heav*n  design*d 
To  please,  improre,  iustruct,  reform  mankmd  ; 
To  make  dejected  Yirtue  nobly  rise 
Abore  the  towYing  pitch  of  splendid  Vice ; 
To  make  pale  Vice,  abash^d,  her  head  hang  down. 
And  trcmbling  crouch  at  Virtue*8  awful  frown. 
Now  armM  with  wrath,  she  bids  etemal  shame, 
With  strictest  justice,  brand  the  Tillain'8  name  : 
Now  in  the  mildcr  garb  of  ridicule 
She  sports,  and  pleases  while  she  wounds  the  fooL 
Her  shape  is  often  raried  j  but  her  aim, 
To  prop  the  cause  of  VirtQe,  still  the  same. 
In  praise  of  mercy  let  the  guilty  bawi, 
When  Vice  and  Folly  for  correction  cali, 
Silence  the  mark  of  weakness  justly  bears. 
And  is  partaker  of  the  crimes  it  spares. 

But  if  the  Mnse,  too  cruel  in  her  mirth, 
With  harsh  reflections  wounds  the  man  óf  worth| 
If  wantoniy  she  deviates  from  her  plan. 
And  quit8  the  actor  to  expofie  the  man ; 
Asham*d,  she  marks  that  passage  with  a  biot. 
And  hates  the  linę  where  Candour  was  forgot. 

But  what  is  Candour,  what  is  Hiimour^s  veiB, 
Though  Judgment  join  to  consecrate  the  strain, 
If  eurious  numbers  will  not  aid  afibrd, 
Nor  choicest  musie  play  in  ev*ry  word  ? 
Verse8  must  run,  to  charm  a  modem  ear, 
From  all  harsh,  rugged  interrnptions  elear. 
Soft  let  them  breathe,  as  Zeph}T'8  balmy  brcezę^ 
Smooth  let  their  current  flow,  as  summer  seas; 
Perfect  then  oniy  deem'd  when  they  dispense 
A  happy  tuneful  vacancy  of  sense. 
Italian  fathers  thus,  with  barb*rous  ragę. 
Fit  hetpless  iiifants  for  the  squeaking  stage ; 
Dcaf  to  the  calls  of  Pity,  Naturę  wound, 
And  mangTe  vigour  for  the  sake  of  sound. 
Henceforth  farewell  then  fev'rish  thirst  of  famę; 
Farewell  the  longings  for  a  poefs  name ; 
Perish  my  Muse ; — a  wish  'bove  all  serere 
To  him  who  erer  held  the  Muses  dear — 
If  e'er  ber  labours  weaken  to  refine 
The  gen*rous  ronghuess  of  a  nenrous  linę. 

Others  affect  the  stifi"  and  swelling  phrase ; 
Their  Muse  muBt  walk  in  stiUs,  and  strat  in  stayt: 
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The  sense  they  murder,  and  tbe  words  transpose, 
Lest  poetry  approach  too  near  to  prose. 
See  torturM  Reasoo  bow  tbey  parę  and  trim, 
And,  like  Procrustes,  sŁretcb  or  lop  the  limb. 

Waller,  whośe  praise  succeeding  bards  rebearse, 
Parent  of  harmony  in  Englisb  verse, 
Whośe  tuneful  Muse  in  sw^ctest  accents  flows, 
In  couplets  first  taugbt  straggling  sense  to  close. 

In  polishM  numbers,  and  majestic  sound, 
Wbere  shall  thy  rival,  Pope,  be  ever  found  ? 
But  whilst  each  line  with  equal  beauty  flows, 
E'en  exceUence,  unvaried,  tedious  grows. 
Naturę,  tbrough  all  ber  works,  in  great  degree* 
Borrows  a  blessing  from  Variety. 
Musie  itself  ber  needful  aid  requires 
To  rouze  the  soul,  and  wake  our  dying  fires. 
Still  in  one  key,  tlie  nightingale  would  teize : 
Still  in  one  key,  not  Brent  would  always  please. 

Herę  let  me  bend,  greaf  Dryden,  at  thy  shrine, 
Thou  dearest  name  to  all  the  tuneful  Ninę. 
What  łf  some  duli  lines  in  cold  order  creep. 
And  with  bis  theme  tbe  ppet  scems  to  sleep, 
Still,  when  his  subject  rises  proud  to  view, 
With  equat  strengtb  the  poet  rises  too. 
With  strong  invention,  noblest  vigour  fraugbty 
Thougbt  still  springs  up  and  rises  out  of  tbought; 
Numbers  ennoblmg  numbers  in  their  course  ; 
In  yaried  sweetness  flbw,  in  raried  force ; 
The  pow'r5  of  Genius  and  of  Judgment  join, 
And  the  whole  art  of  poetry  is  thine. 

But  what  are  numbers,  what  are  bards  to  mc» 
Forbid  to  tread  tbe  patbs  of  poesy  ? 
"  A  sacred  Muse  sbould  consecrate  ber  pen; 
Priests  must  not  bear  nor  see  like  other  men ; 
Far  higher  tliemes  sbould  her  ambition  claim ; 
Behold  wbere  Stemhold  points  tbe  way  to  famę." 

Whilst  with  mistaken  zeal  duli  bigots  bum» 
Let  Reason  for  a  moment  take  ber  tum. 
When  colTee-sages  bold  discourse  with  kiugs, 
And  blindly  walk  in  paper  leading-strings, 
What  if  a  man  deligbt  to  pass  his  time 
In  spinning  reason  into  harmiess  rhyme; 
Or  sometimes  boldly  yenture  to  the  play ! 
Say,  ^liere^s  the  crime  i — great  man  of  prudence, 

say? 
No  two  on  Eartb  in  all  things  can  agree; 
All  have  some  darling  singularity ; 
Womcn  and  men,  as  well  as  girls  and  boys, 
In  gew-gaws  take  delight,  and  sigh  for  toys. 
Your  sceptrcs,  and  your  crc^ms^  and  such  like 

things, 
Are  but  a  better  kind  of  toys  for  kings. 
In  things  indliTi^ent  Reason  bids  us  cboose, 
Whether  the  whinfs  a  monkey,  or  a  Muse. 

What  the  grave  triflers  on  this  busy  scenę, 
Wben  they  make  use  of  this  word  reason,  mean, 
I  know  not ;  but,  according  to  my  plan, 
'Tis  lord  cbief-justice  in  tbe  court  of  man, 
FiquaUy  fonnM  to  rule  in  age  or  youth, 
The  friend  of  Yirtue,  and  the  guide  to  Truth. 
To  her  I  bow,  wbose  sacred  pow'r  I  feel ; 
To  her  decision  make  my  last  appeal ; . 
Condemn'd  by  her,  applauding  worlds  in  vain 
Sbould  tempt  me  to  take  up  the  pen  again : 
By  her  absoWM,  my  course  I'll  still  pursue: 
If  Reason's  for  me.  Gon  is  for  me  too. 


NIGHT. 
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WuBK  foes  insult,  and  pmdent  friends  dispcnse, 

In  Pity's  strains,  the  worst  of  insolence, 

Oft  with  thee,  Lioyd,  I  steal  an  hour  from  grief, 

And  in  thy  sociał  con%'er8e  find  relief. 

The  mind,  of  soUtude  impatient  gruwn, 

Loves  any  sorrows  rathcr  tban  her  own. 

Let  slaves  to  business,  bodies  without  soul, 
Important  blanks  in  Nature*s  mighty  roli, 
Solemnize  nonsense  in  tbe  day's  bniad  giare. 
We  NiGHT  prefer,  which  beals  or  bides  our  carev 

Rogues  justified,  and  by  success  madę  bold. 
Duli  fools  and  co^combs  sanctified  by  gold, 
Freely  may  bask  in  Fortune^s  partial  niy. 
And  spread  their  feathers  op'ning  to  tbe  day; 
But  ihread-boTt  Merit  dares  not  show  the  bcad 
Uli  vain  Prosperity  retires  to  bed. 
MisibrtuDes,  like  the  owi,  avoid  the  light ; 
The  sons  of  Care  are  ą^ways  sons  of  Night. 

The  wrctcb  bred  up  in  Method*s  drowsj'  sciool, 
Whose  only  merit  is  to  err  by  rule, 
Who  ne'er  througb  beat  of  blood  was  trippio; 

cauglit. 
Nor  guilty  deem*d  of  one  ecccntric  thougbt, 
Wbose  soul  directed  to  no  use  is  secn, 
Uniess  to  move  the  body's  duli  machinę,   • 
Which,  clock-work  like,  with  the  same  equa1  yact 
Still  tra\e)s  on  through  łife's  iusipid  s>pace ; 
Tums  up  bis  eyes  to  think  that  there  sbould  be 
Among  Uod^s  creatures  two  such  thin^  as  uv : 
Then  for  bis  nightcap  calls,  and  tbanks  the  pov*n 
Which  kindly  gave  him  grace  to  keep  good  henn, 

Good  hours — Fine  words  !— But  was  it  cvcr  scen 
That  all  men  could  agree  in  what  they  meanr 
Florio,  who  many  years  a  course  hath  run 
In  downright  oppositiou  to  tbe  Sun, 
£xpatiates  on  good  hoursy  their  cause  defcnds 
Witb  as  much  vigour  as  our  prudent  friends. 
Th'  uncertain  term  no  settled  notion  brings. 
But  still  in  diflfrent  mouths  means  difTrcut  tłiiogs. 
Each  takes  the  phrase  in  bis  own  private  riew, 
With  Prudence  it  is  ten,  with  Florio  two. 
Go  on,  ye  fools,,  who  talk  for  talking  sake, 
Without  distinguisbing  distinctions  make, 
Shine  fortb  in  native  folly,  native  pride. 
Make  yoursclves  rules  to  all  the  world  besid«*; 
Reason,  collccted  in  herself,  disdains 
The  slavish  yoke  of  arbitrary  chains; 
Steady  and  true,  each  circumstance  sbe  we^ghj, 
Nor  to  bare  words  iogloriotis  tribute  pa3r8. 
Men  of  sense  live  exempt  from  rulgar  awe, 
And  Reason  to  herself  alone  is  law. 
That  freedom  she  enjoys  with  lib*ral  mind, 
Which  she  as  freely  grants  to  all  mankiud^ 
No  idol  titled  name  her  rev^rcnre  stirs. 
No  hour  she  blindly  to  tbe  rest  prefcrs; 
AU  are  alike,  if  they  Ve  alike  employ'd. 
And  all  are  good,  if  v'irtuously  enjoy'd. 

Let  the  sagę  doctor  (think  him  one  we  know) 
With  scraps  of  ancient  leaming  overflow, 
In  all  the  dignity  of  totg  declare 
llie  fatał  conseąuence  of  midnight  air, 
How  damps  and  vapours,  as  it  were  by  stea!th» 
Undermine  life,  and  sap  the  walls  of  bealth. 
For  me  let  Galen  moulder  on  the  shelf, 
rii  live,  and  be  physician  to  myselŁ 
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While  8onl  is  join*^  to  body,  whether  Fate 
AUot  a  longer  or  a  shorter  datę ; 
ni  make  them  li^e,  as  brother  should  with  brother, 
And  keep  them  in  good-humour  iviŁh  each  otber. 

Hie  siirest  road  to  bealth,  say  what  they  will, 
Is  iiever  to  suppose  we  shall  be  ill. 
Most  of  tłiose  evils  we  poor  mortals  know, 
Frooi  doctors  and  imagination  flow. 
Henco  to  old  women  with  your  boasted  rules, 
Stale  traps,  and  only  sacred  now  to  ibols ; 
As  well  niay  sons  of  ph3r8ic  hope  to  fiod 
One  med'cine,  as  one  bour,  for  all  mankind. 

If  Rupert  after  ten  is  out  of  bed,  ^ 

The  fbol  next  morning  can^t  hołd  up  his  bead. 
What  reason  this  which  me  to  bed  must  cali, 
Whofle  head  (thank  Heaven)  nerer  aches  at  all  ? 
In  difiPrent  courses  diiTrent  tempei's  ran, 
He  hatea  the  Moon,  I  sicken  at  the  Sun. 
Woand  up  at  twelye  at  noon,  his  clock  goes  right. 
Minę  better  goes,  wound  np  at  tweWe  at  night* 

Then  in  Oblivion*s  grateful  cnp  I  drown 
The  galling  sneer,  the  supercilious  frown, 
The  strange  reserve,  tbe  proud  afTected  state 
Of  upstart  knaves  grown  rich,  and  fools  grown  great 
No  morę  that  abject  wretch  disturbs  my  rest, 
Wbo  meanly  overlooks  a  friend  distrest. 
Porblind  to  porerty  the  worldling  goes, 
And  scarce  sces  rags  an  inch  beyond  his  nose; 
Bttt  hom  a  crowd  can, singla  out  bis  grace, 
And  cringe  and  creep  to  fools  wbo  strut  in  lace. 

Whether  those  classic  regions  are  survey'd 
Where  we  in  earliest  youth  together  8tray'd, 
Where  hand  in  hand  we  trod  the  flow'r>'  shore, 
Though  now  thy  bappier  genius  runs  before, 
Wben  we  conspirM  a  tbankless  wretch  to  raise, 
And  taught  a  słump  to  sboot  with  pilfer^d  praise, 
Who  once  for  rev*ratd  merit  famous  grown, 
Giatefully  strove  to  kick  his  Maker  down  ; 
Or  if  moro  gen'ral  arguments  engage, 
The  court  or  canip,  the  pulpit,  bar  or  stage ; 
If  half-bred  surgeons,  whom  men  doctors  cali. 
And  lawyers,  wbo  were  never  bred  at  all, 
Those  mighty  letterM  monsters  of  the  Eartb, 
Our  pity  move,  or  exercisc  our  mirth ; 
Or  if  in  tittle-tattle,  tooth-pick  way, 
Our  rambling  tboughts  with  easy  freedom  stray; 
A  gainer  still  thy  fHend  bimself  must  find, 
His  gneC  suspended,  and  improT^d  his  mind. 

Whjlst  peaceful  slumbers  bless  tbe  homely  bed, 
Where  Yirtue,  8elf-approv*d,  recUnes  ber  head ; 
Whłbt  Vice  beneath  imagin'd  horrours  monms. 
And  Gonscience  plants  the  yiHain^s  couch  with  thoms; 
Im}>atient  of  restraint,  tbe  actłve  Mind, 
Ko  morę  by  8ervile  Prejudice  confinM, 
Łeaps  from  ber  seat^  as  wakenM  from  a  trance. 
And  darts  through  Naturę  at  a  single  glaoce. 
Then  we  our  friends,  our  foes,  ourselves,  sunrey. 
And  see  by  nigbt  what  ibols  we  are  by  day. 

Stript  of  her  gaudy  płumes  and  yain  disgnise, 
See  where  Ambition  mean  and  łoathsome  lies; 
ksBection  with  relentle^s  hand  pulls  down 
The  tyrant*s  bloody  wreath  and  ravish*d  crown* 
In  vain  he  tełls  of  battles  bravely  won, 
Of  natłons  conqiier'd,  and  of  worids  undone: 
Triumphs  like  these  but  ill  with  manbood  sut^ 
And  sink  the  conqueror  beneath  the  brute. 
But  i^  in  searchtng  round  the  world,  we  find 
Some  gen'rous  youth,  the  friend  of  aU  mańki  id, 
Whose  anger,  like  the  bolt  of  Ja^e,  is  spęd 
Ib  terroacs  only  at  the  gailty  head, 


Whose  mercies,  like  HeaTen'8  dew,  refreshing  fali 
In  gen'ral  love  and  charity  to  all, 
PleasM  we  behotd  such  worth  on  any  throne. 
And  doubly  p1eas*d  we  find  it  on  our  own. 

Through  a  false  medium  things  are  shown  by  day. 
Pomp,  weałth,  and  titles,  judgment  lead  astray. 
How  many  from  app^rance  borrow  state, 
Whom  Night  disdains  to  number  with  the  great! 
M\\gt  not  we  laogh  to  see  yon  lordliną  proud 
SnufT  up  y\\e  incense  from  a  fawning  crowd  > 
Whilst  in  his  beam  surrounding  clients  play, 
Like  insects  in  the  Sun's  lhiHv*ning  ray, 
Whilst,  Jehu-like,  he  driT^  at  furious  ratę, 
And  seems  the  only  charioteer  of  state, 
Talking  bimself  into  a  littlc  god. 
And  niling  empires  with  a  single  nod; 
Who  would  not  think,  to  hear  htm  law  dispem^e, 
That  be  had  infrest,  and  that  they  bad  sense  ? 
Tnjurious  thought !  Beneath  Night*s  honest  shade, 
Wben  pomp  is  buried  and  fJEilse  cołoure  fade, 
Plainly  we  see  at  that  impartial  bour 
Them  dupes  to  pride,  and  hm  the  tool  of  ]k>wV. 

God  help  the  mao,  condemn'd  by  cruel  Fate 
To  court  the  seemlng,  or  the  real  great 
Much  sorrow  shall  he  feel,  and  cuffer  morę 
Than  any  8lave  who  labours  at  the  oar. 
By  slavish  methods  must  he  learn  to  please. 
By  smooth-tongu'd  Flatfry,  that  curstcour^-^ieof^^ 
Supple  to  ev'ry  wa3rward  mood  strike  sail, 
^And  shift  with  shifting  Humour^s  peerish  gale. 
"To  Naturę  dead  he  must  adopt  vile  Art, 
And  wear  a  smile,  with  anguish  in  his  heart. 
A  sense  of  honour  would  destroy  his  schemes. 
And  Conscience  ne'er  must  speak  uniess  in  dreams. 
Wben  he  hath  tamely  borne  for  many  years 
Cold  looks,  forbidding  frowns,  contemptuous  sneen  ; 
When  he  at  last  expects,  go6d  easy  man, 
To  reap  the  proftts  of  his  labour'd  plan, 
Some  cringing  lacąuey,  or  rapacious  whoce, 
To  favours  of  the  gpreat  the  surest  door, 
Some  catamite,  or  pimp,  in  credit  grown, 
Who  tepipts  another*s  wife,  or  selU  his  own,  ' 
Steps  cross  his  hopes,  the  promis*d  boon  denies, 
And  for  some  minion's  minion  claims  the  prize. 

Foe  to  restraint,  nnpractis^d  in  deceit, 
Too  resolute,  from  Nature*s  active  heat. 
To  brook  affronts,  and  tamely  pass  them  by; 
Too  proud  to  flatter,  too  sincere  to  lie,    ' 
Too  plain  to  please,  too  bonest  to  be  great ; 
Give  me,  kind  HeaT*n,  an  humbler,  bappier  statet 
Far  from  tbe  place  where  men  with  pride  deceive, 
Where  rascals  promise,  and  where  fools  belicrej 
Far  ftom  the  walk  of  iblly,  yice,  and  strife, 
Calm,  independent,  let  me  steal  through  life, 
Nor  one  vain  wish  my  steady  tboughts  beguile 
To  fear  his  lordship'8  frown,  or  court  his  smilok 
Unfit  for  Greatness,  I  her  snares  defy. 
And  look  on  riches  with  untainted  eye. 
To  otbers  let  the  glitt*ring  bawbies  MX, 
Content  shall  place  us  far  above  them  alL 

Spectators  only  on  this  bustling  stage, 
We  see  what  vain  designs  mankind  engage; 
Yice  after  vice  with  ardour  they  pursue. 
And  one  old  fblly  brings  forth  twenty  new. 
Perplex'd  with  trifles  through  the  vale  of  life, 
Man  8trive8  'gainst  man,  without  a  cause  for  strife  | 
Armies  embattled  meet,  and  thoosands  bleed 
For  some  Tile  spot,  where  fifty  cannot  f eed. 
Squirrels  for  nuts  cootend,  anid,  wrong  c  r  right. 
For  the  world's  empire  kings  ajnb.tious  fight; 
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Wfaat  odds  ?~To  ot  *tis  all  the  sdf-same  tbiog, 
A  nut,  a  wortd,  a  9quiiTel,  and  a  king. 

Britoos,  like  Rouian  spirits  fani'd  of  old, 
Are  cast  by  Naturę  in  a  patriot  moald ; 
No  prirate  joy,  no  prirate  grief  tbey  knoir, 
Their  souPs  engros8'd  by  public  weal  or  wocb 
Inglonous  ease,  like  ours,  they  greatty  soorn : 
Let  care  with  nobler  wreatlis  their  brown  adoriki 
Oladly  they  toil  beneath  tbe  statesman^s  paiu^ 
Qive  tbem  bat  credit  for  a  8tatesman's  brains. 
Ali  would  be  deerad,  e'en  from  the  ciadle»  fit 
To  rule  in  politics  a»  neU  as  wit. 
The  grave,  tlie  gay,  the  fopling,  and  the  dunce. 
Start  up  (God  bless  us ! )  statesmeo  all  at  once. 

His  mighty  charge  of  souls  the  priest  forgets, 
The  eoart-bred  lord  his  proinises  and  debts, 
Soldien  their  famę,  misers  forget  their  pelf, 
The  rake  bis  mistress,  and  tbe  fop  himself  ; 
Whiist  tboughts  of  higher  moment  claira  their  care. 
And  their  wise  bcads  tb«)  weight  of  kingdoms  bear. 

Femalcs  themseWes  the  glorious  ardour  feel. 
And  boast  an  equa],  or  a  greater  zeal ; 
From  nympb  to  nymph  the  state-infection  flictj 
Swells  in  ber  breast,  and  sparkles  in  ber  eyes. 
0'erwbelm*d  by  poUtics  lie  malice,  pride, 
£nvy,  and  t wenty  other  faults  beside. 
Ko  morę  their  little  flutt^ring  hearts  confess 
A  passion  for  applause,  or  ragę  for  dress ; 
No  morę  they  pant  for  public  raree-shows, 
Or  lose  one  thought  on  monkeys  or  on  beaux. 
€oqiiette8  no  morę  pursue  the  jilting  plan. 
And  lastful  prudes  fbrgct  to  raił  at  man. 
The  darling  Łheme  Cseciiia*s  self  will  cboose. 
Nor  thinks  of  scandal  whllst  she  talks  of  news. 

The  CiT,  a  common-council-man  by  place, 
Ten  thousand  mi]ghty  uothings  in  his  face, 
By  situation  as  by  naturę  great, 
With  nice  precision  parcels  ont  tbe  state; 
Proves  and  disprores,  affirms,  and  then  denics, 
Objects  himself,  and  to  himself  replies; 
Wielding  aloft  the  politician  rod, 
Makes  Pitt  by  tums  a  devil  and  a  god  j 
Maintains,  e'en  to  the  Tery  teeth  of  pow>, 
The  same  thing  right  and  wrong  in  half  an  hoiir« 
Now  all  is  well,  uow  be  suspects  a  plot. 
And  plainly  proves,  whatkyer  is,  is  not. 
PearfuUy  wise,  he  shakes  hia  empty  head. 
And  deals  ont  empires  as  he  deals  out  tbrewL 
His  useless  scaies  are  in  a  comer  flung, 
And  Burope's  balance  bangs  upoa  his  tongue. 

Peace  to  such  triflere;  be  our  bappier  piąp 
To  past  through  Hfe  as  easy  as  we  can. 
Who*s  in  or  out,  who  moves  this  grand  machinę. 
Nor  stirs  my  curiosity,  nor  spleen. 
Secrets  of  state  no  morę  I  wisb  to  know 
Than  secret  moven)ents  of  a  puppet-show ; 
Let  but  the  pnppets  move,  PTe  my  desircr, 
Unseen  the  band  which  guidet  the  master-wire* 

What  is*t  to  us,  if  taxes  rise  or  fisll, 
Hianks  t6  our  Ibrtnne  we  pay  nonę  at  alL 
Łet  muckworms,  who  in  dirty  acres  deal. 
Lament  those  hardsbips  which  we  cannot  fee). 
His  grace,  who  smarts,  may  bellow  if  he  please, 
3ut  must  I  bellow  too,  who  sit  at  ease  r 
By  custom  safe,  (he  poet'8  nnmberB  flow, 
Free  as  tbe  light  and  air  sonie  yemn  ago. 
No  statesman  e'er  will  find  it  worth  his  paios 
To  tax  our  labours,  and  excite  our  brains. 
Bur^htas  Uke  these  Tile  earthty  baildingg  be**, 
Nq  trib«te's  laid  «ii  tasUet  in  the  ^^ 


Let  then  the  ihunes  of  wBrdestitictive  reig^ 
And  Engiand*8  terrours  awe  hnptrious  Spain; 
Let  ev'ry  V€nał  elan  and  n«titrai  tribe 
Leam  to  recetve  conditions,  not  prescribe; 
Łet  each  n*w  year  cali  łoud  for  new  supplies^ 
And  tax  on  tax  with  double  burthen  rise  ^ 
£xempt  we  sit,  by  no  rude  cares  opprest. 
And,  ha?ing  littte,  are  with  little  biesi. 
Ali  rcal  ills  in  dark  oblivion  lie. 
And  joys,  by  fancy  form'd,  their  place  supply. 
Night'8  laughing  hours  nnheeded  slip  away. 
Nor  one  duU  tliought  furetells  th*  approacli  of  day. 

Tbns  have  we  liv'd,  and  whiist  the  Fales  afibid 
Ptain  pienty  to  supply  tbe  frugal  board, 
Whiist  Mirth,  with  Deccncy  his  lorely  bridc. 
And  wine^B  gay  god,  with  Temp'rance  by  his  bide^ 
Their  welcome  visit  pay ;  whiist  Healtb  attends 
The  narrow  circle  of  our  chosen  friends, 
Whiist  frank  Good>Hamour  consecrates  the  treat^ 
And  woman  makes  society  complete, 
Thus  will  we  live,  though  in  our  teelh  ane  hwrYd 
Those  hackney  słrumpeU,  Prudence  and  the  World* 

Prudence,  of  old  a  sacred  term,  implyM 
Yirtuc,  with  godlike  Wisdomibr  her  guide. 
But  now  in  generał  use  is  knuwn  to  mean 
llie  stalking-horse  of  Vice,  ańd  Folly's  scrcei^ 
The  sense  perverted  we  retain  the  name, 
Hypocrisy  and  Prudence  are  the  same. 

A  tutor  ooce,  morę  read  in  mesi  than  books^ 
A  kind  of  crafty  knowledge  in  his  łooki, 
Demurely  sły,  with  high  prcferment  blest. 
His  fav*rite  pupil  in  these  words  address*d :. 

"  Would'st  thńu,  my  son,  be  wise  and  virtuo«a 
By  all  mankind  a  prudigy  esteemM )         [dcemM, 
Be  this  thy  rule ;  be  what  men  prudent  cali ; 
Prudence,  almighty  Prudence,  gires  tbce  all. 
Keep  up  appearances,  there  lies  the  test, 
The  world  will  give  thee  credit  for  the  rest^ 
Outward  be  fair,  however  foal  within; 
Sin  if  tbou  wilt,  but  then  in  secret  sin^ 
This  maxim's  intp  common  farour  growD* 
Vice  is  no  longer  vice,  unless  *t:s  known. 
Virtue  indeed  may  barefac'd  take  tbe  field; 
But  vice  is  virtue  when  tis  wełl  coi^ceard. 
Should  raging  passioiis  drive  thee  to  a  whore, 
Let  Prudence  lead  thee  to  a  postem  door; 
Stay  out  all  night,  but  take  especial  care 
That  Prudence  bring  thee  back  to  early  praye& 
As  one  with  watching  and  with  study  faint, 
Reel  in  a  drunkard,  and  reel  out  a  saint." 

With  joy  the  youth  this  useful  lesson  bear^ 
And  in  his  mem'ry  stor^d  each  precious  woid, 
Successfully  pursu^d  the  plan,  and  lung, 
"  Room  for  my  lord, — ^Virtue  stand  by  and  bow.** 

And  is  this  all — is  this  the  worldling's  art, 
To  mask,  but  not  amend  a  vicious  h^rt  ? 
Sball  lukewarm  caution  and  demeanour  grare 
For  wise  and  guod  stamp  ev*ry  supple  knave  ? 
Sball  wretcbes,  whom  no  real  nirtue  wanns, 
Gild  fair  their  names  and  states  with  empty  fonB% 
Whiist  Yirtue  seeks  in  vain  the  wish^d-ibr  prize, 
Because,  disdaining  ill,  she  bates  disguise; 
Because  she  frankly  pours  forth  all  ber  storę, 
Seemt  what  she  »,  and  scorns  to  pass  for  morę  } 
Weil — be  it  so — let  vile  dissemblers  hołd 
Tnenvy'd  pow'r,  and  boast  their  dear-bought  gol^ 
xM e  neitber  pow*r  sball  tempt,  nor  thirst  ot  peif. 
To  flatter  otbers  or  deny  myself ; 
Might  the  whoie  worłd  be  plac'd  within  my  ^mb^ 
I  wottld  ib)t  be  ihat  TbiDg»  that  Prudent  M«b» 
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**  'Wh&i,^  cries  SIT  PlSant,  "  would  you  tben  opposc 
Yoursel^  alone,  against  an  host  of  foes  ? 
hbt  not  conceit,  and  peevish  lust  to  raił, 
Alioive  all  aense  of  interesŁ  pre.vail. 
Throw  off  for  shame  this  petulance  of  wit. 
Be  wise,  be  modest,  and  for  once  submit : 
Too  bard  tbe  Łask  'gainst  multitudes  to  fight, 
You  must  be  wrong,  the  World  is  in  tbe  right.*' 

Wbat  is  this  World  ?  A  term  wbich  men  have  got 
To  signify,  not  one  in  ten  knows  wbat  j 
A  term,  wbich  wlth  no  mcre  precision  passes 
To  point  out  herds  of  men  tban  herds  of  atses  ; 
In  common  use  no  morę  it  means,  we  find, 
Hian  many  fools  in  same  opiuions  join'd. 

Can  numbers  thenchange  Nature*s  stated  lawa  ? 
Gui  numbers  make  the  worse  the  better  cause  P 
Vice  muftt  be  Tice,  virtue  be  virtue  still, 
lliongh  tbousands  raił  at  good,  and  praotise  ill. 
Wouldst  thoa  defend  the  Gaul^s  destructiye  ragę 
Becanse  Tast  nations  on  bis  part  engage  ? 
Though  to  supiKnt  tbe  rebel  C6Bsar's  cause 
Tamuttuous  legi(»łs  arm  against  tbe  laws, 
Thoogh  Scandal  would  our  patriofs  name  impeach. 
And  rails  at  virtues  wbich  sbe  cauoot  reach, 
What  honest  man  but  would  with  joy  submit 
To  bleed  with  Cato,  and  retire  with  Pitt  ? 

Stedfast  and  tme  to  Virtue'8  sacred  laws» 
UnmoT'd  by  vu1gar  censure  or  applause, 
Łet  the  World  talk,  my  friend ;  that  World  we  know 
Wbich  calls  us  guilty,  cannot  make  us  so. 
Unaw'd  by  numbers,  foUow  Katnre*s  plan, 
Assert  the  rights,  or  qult  the  name  of  man. 
CoDsider  well,  weigh  strictly  right  and  wrong ; 
ltetoIve  not  qnick,  but  opce  resolv*d,  be  strong. 
In  spite  of  dullness,  and  iń  spite  of  wit, 
If  to  thyself  thou  caust  tbyself  acquit, 
Rather  stand  up  assur*d  with  conscious  pride 
Alooe,  tban  err  with  milllons  on  thy  side. 
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A  SCOTS  PASTORAŁ. 
IKSCaiBBO  TO  JOBK  WILKBS,  E8Q. 

WasM  Cupid  first  instructs  his  darts  to  fly 
From  the  sly  corner  of  some  cook-maid*s  eye, 
The  stripling  raw,  just  euter^d  in  his  teens, 
Iteoaves  the  woimd,  and  wonders  what  it  means ; 
His  beait,  like  dripping,  melts,  and  new  de^re 
Within  bim  stirs,  each  tin^e  she  stirs  the  fire ; 
Trembling  and  blushing  be  the  fair-one  views. 
And  fain  would  speak,  but  can't — without  a  Musa. 

So  to  Łbe  sacred  moun^  he  takes  bis  way, 
Ptones  his  young  wings,  and  tunes  his  infant  lay, 
Ifis  oaten  reed  to  rural  ditties  frames, 
To  flocks  and  rocks,  to  hills  and  rills  proclaims^ 
In  simplest  iwtes,  and  all  unpołish!d  strains, 
The  loires  of  nympbs,  and  eke  the  lores  of  swains. 

Clad»  as  your  nympbs  ,were  always  clad  of  yore, 
In  rastic  weeds — a  cook-maid  now  no  moro-— 
Beneath  an  aged  oak  Lardella  lies, 
Oteen  mow  ber  oouch;  ber  canopy  the  skies. 
From  aromatic  shrubs  the  roguish  gale  [va1e. 

Steals  jfoung  perfumes,  and  wafts  tbem  through  tbe 
Tbe  youth,  tum*d  swain,  and  skillM  in  rustic  lays,  - 
Fast  by  ber  side  his  am'rous  descant  plays. 
Roids  lowe,  flocks  bleat,  pies  cbatteri  rayens  scream, 
And  Ute  f uJl  cłłoma  diei  a-dowa  the  strcam. 


The  streams,  with  musie  freighted,  as  they  pass, 
Present  the  fair  Lardella  with  a  glass. 
And  Zephyr,  to  complete  the  love-6ick  plan, 
Waves  his  light  wings,  and  serves  her  for  a  fan. 

But,  when  maturer  Judgment  takes  the  lead, 
These  childisb  toys  on  Reason's  altar  błee4; 
Form'd  after  some  greał  man,  whose  name  breed^ 

awe, 
Whose  ey'ry  sentence  Fashiori  roakes  a  law, 
Who  on  merę  credit  his  vain  trophies  rears. 
And  foimds  his  merit  on  our  serrile  fears ; 
Then  we  discard  the  workings  of  the  hearl^ 
And  Naturę  's  banish^d  by  mechanic  Art ; 
Then,  deeply  read,  our  reading  must  be  shown ; 
Vain  is  that  knowledge  wbich  i^mains  unknown. 
Then  Ostentation  marches  to  our  aid, 
And  lełter^d  Pride  stalks  forth  in  fiill  paradę  $ 
Beneath  their  care  behold  the  work  refine, 
Pointed  each  sentence,  polish*d  every  linę: 
Trifles  are  dignified,  and  taught  to  wear 
Tbe  robes  of  ancients  with  a  modem  air, 
Nonsense  with  classk  omaments  is  grac'd. 
And  passes  current  with  tbe  stamp  of  Taste. 

Then  tbe  rude  Theocrite  Js  ran8ack'd  o^er. 
And  courtly  Maro  callM  from  Mincio^s  shore  ; 
Sicilian  Muses  on  our  mountains  roam, 
Easy  and  free  as  if  they  were  at  home : 
Nympbs,  Naiads,  Nereids,  Dryads,  Satyrs,  iPauns, 
Sport  in  our  floods,  and  trip  it  o*er  onr  lawns ; 
Flowers,  wbich  onc&  flottrish'd  fair  in  Greece  and 

Korne, 
Morę  fair  revive  in  England'8  meads  to  bloom  ; 
Skies  without  cloud  exotic  suns  adom ; 
And  roses  blusb,  but  blush  without  athom; 
Landscapes  unknown  to  duaidy  Naturę,  rise. 
And  new  creations  strike  our  wond'ring  eyes. 

For  bards  like  these,  who  neither  sing  nor  say, 
Grave  without  thougbt,  and  without  feeling  gay, 
Whose  numbers  in  one  even  tenour  fiow, 
AłłutCd  to  pleasnre,  and  atturCd  to  woe, 
Who,  if  plain  Common-Sense  her  yisit  pays. 
And  mars  one  couplet  in  their  happy  lays, 
As  at  some  ghost  afirighted,  start  and  stare, 
And  ask  the  meaning  of  her  coming  there ; 
For  bards  like  these  a  wreath  shall  Mason  bring, 
Lin*d  with  the  softest  down  of  Folly's  wing; 
In  Ipve's  pagoda  shall  they  ever  dozę, 
AndGisbal  kindly  rock  tbem  to  repose ; 
My  lord — to  letten  as  to  faitk  most  truo— 
At  once  their  patron  and  example  too^-< 
Shall  cuamtly  fasbion  his  love-labgurM  dreams, 
Sigh  with  sad  winds,  and  weep  with  weeptng  streams^ 
Curious  in  grief,  (for  real  grief,  we  know,' 
Is  curious  to  dress  up  the  tale  of  woe) 
From  the  green  umbrage  of  some  Druid's  seat» 
Shall  his  own  works  in  his  own  way  repeat. 

Met  whom  no  Muse  of  beay^nly  birth  inspires^ 
No  judgment  tempers  when  rash  genius  fires ; 
Who  boast  no  merit  but  merę  knack  of  rhyme» 
Short  gleams  of  śense,  and  satire  out  of  time, 
Who  cannot  follow  where  trtm  Fancy  leads 
By  prałłling  streams  o^et  flonPr^empurjded  meads  | 
Who,  often,  but  without  success,  have  pray*d 
For  apŁ  iUiiteration*s  artful  aid  ; 
Who  would,  but  cannot,  with  a  master^s  skill, 
Coin  fine  new  epithcts,  nehich  mean  no  iii ; 
Me,  thus  uncouth,  thus  ev^ry  way  nnfit 
For  pacing  poesy,  and  ambUng  wit, 
Taste  with  contempt  beholds,  nor  deigns  to  pli 
I  Amongst.  the  lowest  of  her  faTOUrM  race* 
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Thou,  NAtnre,  art  mtf  icoddess — to  thy  law 
Myself  I  dodicate. — Hence  slavish  awe 
^Vhich  bends  to  fashion,  and  obeys  the  ralm, 
Iinpos'd  at  lirst,  and  sińce  observM  by  fools. 
Hence  those  vile  tricks  whicb  mar  fair  Nature*8  bue, 
And  bring  the  sober  matron  fbrth  to  view, 
With  all  Ihat  artiflcial  tawdry  glare, 
Whicb  Yirtue  scorns,  and  nonę  bnt  strumpets  wear. 
^ick  of  those  pomps,  those  yanities,  that  waste 
Of  toil,  whicb  critics  now  mistake  for  tastCy 
Of  false  refinements  sick,  and  1abour'd  ease, 
Whicb  Art,  too  thinly  veił'd,  forbids  to  please, 
By  Nature*8  charms  (inglorious  truth  ! )  8ubda'd, 
However  plain  ber  dress,  and  *haviour  rude. 
To  northem  cUmes  my  happier  course  I  Bteer, 
Climes  where  the  goddeśs  reigns  tbroughout  the  year, 
Where,  undisturb^d  by  Art's  rebeWous  plan, 
She  niles  tbe  loyał  iaird,  and  faiłhful  elan. 

To  that  rare  soil,  where  rirtues  cliisfring  grow, 
What  mighty  blessings  <1oth  not  England  owe  ? 
What  toaggoH'-loads  of  courage,  wcalth,  and  sense, 
Both  each  revolving  day  import  fi-om  thence  ? 
To  us  she  gires,  disinterested  friend, 
Faith  witbont  fraud,  and  Stuarta  without  end. 
When  we  Pro6perity'8  rich  trappings  wear, 
Come  not  ber  gen*rous  sons  and  take  a  share  ? 
And  if,  by  some  disastrous  tura  of  Fate, 
Change  should  ensue,  and  ruin  seize  the  state, 
ShaU  we  not  flnd,  safe  in  that  hallowM  ground, 
Sucb  refuge  as  the  Holy  Martyr  found  ? 

Nor  less  our  debt  in  Science,  though  deny*d 
By  tbe  weak  slaves  of  prejudice  and  pride. 
Thence  came  the  Ramsays,  names  of  worthy  notę, 
Of  whom  one  paints,  as  well  as  t*  other  wrote ; 
Thence,  Home,  disBanded  from  the  sons  of  pray'r 
For  loying  piays,  though  no  duli  dean  was  there ; 
'jnence  issued  ibrth,  at  great  Macpberson's  cali, 
Tbat  oldy  neWf  epic  pastorał,  Fingal ; 
Thence  Malloeb,  friend  alike  oichurch  and  itate, 
Of  Christ  and  Liberty,  by  grateful  Fate  ^ 

Rais'd  to  rewards  whicb,  in  a  pionu  reign, 
All  darling  mfidełs  should  seek  in  vain ; 
Thence  simple  bards,  by  siropk  pnidence  taught* 
To  this  wise  town  by  simple  patrons  brought, 
In  simple  manner  utter  simple  lays. 
And  take,  with  simple  pensions,  simple  praise. 

Waft  me  some  Muse  to  Tweed^s  inspiring  stream, 
Where  all  tbe  little  Lores  and  Oraces  dream, 
Where  siowly  winding  the  duli  waters  creep, 
And  seem  themselves  to  own  the  power  of  sleep. 
Where  on  the  stirface  lead,  like  feathers,  swims, 
Tbere  let  me  bathe  my  yet  unhallow'd  limbs. 
Aa  once  a  Syrian  bathM  in  Jordan^s  flood, 
Wash  off  my  native  i^ins,  correct  that  blood 
Whicfa  mntinies  at  cali  of  Englitk  pride, 
And,  deaf  to  prndence,  rolls  a  patrioł  tide. 

From  solemn  thougbt  which  OTerhangs  the  brow 
Of  patriot  care,  when  tiiings  are — Ood  knows  how; 
From  nice  trim  poinls,  where  Honour,  8lave  to  nile, 
In  compliment  to  Polly,  plays  the  fbol ; 
From  those  gay  sceues  where  Mirth  exałts  his  pow'r, 
And  easy  Humoar  wings  the  laughing  hour ; 
From  those  soft  better  moments,  when  desire 
Beats  high,  and  all  the  world  of  man  's  on  fire, 
When  mutaal  ardours  of  the  meiting  fair 
Morę  than  repay  us  for  whole  years  of  care, 
^t  Friendthip*t  summons  will  my  Wilkes  retreat, 
And  see,  once  seen  bęfore,  that  ancient  seat, 
Tbat  ancient  seat,  where  majesty  displayM 
Her  ensigitfK  hng  bt^fort  the  worid  wat  ntade  / 


Mean  narrow  niaxims,  wbich  tmslnrc  mankiiM^ 
Nc'er  from  it«  bias  warp  thy  settled  mind« 
Not  dupM  by  party,  nor  Opinion*s  slavc, 
Those  faculties  which  bounteous  Naturę  savc, 
Thy  honest  spirit  into  practice  brings, 
Nor  couits  the  smile,  nor  drcads  the  firown  nf  kingŁ 
Let  rude  licentious  Englisbfhen  coitipiy 
With  tumult*8  voice,  aud  curse  they  know  not  whyj 
Unwilling  to  condemn,  thy  soul  disKlaiiis 
To  wear  vile  Factioo^s  arbitrary  cbains, 
And  strictly  weighs,  in  apprehensioii  elear, 
Things  as  they  are,  and  not  as  they  appear. 
With  thee  Good-Humour  tempera  lively  Wit, 
EnthronM  with  Judgroent,  Candour  lo\-ts  to  at. 
And  Naturę  gave  thee,  open  to  distress, 
A  heart  to  pity,  and  a  band  to  bless. 

Oft  have  I  heard  thee  moura  the  wretebed  lot 
Of  the  poor,  mean,  desi>isM,  insulted  Fcoty 
Who,  might  catm  reason  credit  idie  tales. 
By  rancour  forg'd  where  prejudice  prei-ails, 
Or  starves  at  home,  or  practist^s  througb  fear 
Of  starring,  arts  wh'ch  damn  all  cooscience  beiei 
When  scribblersy  to  the  charge  by  int^rest  led, 
The  fierce  Norłh  BriŁon  foaming  at  their  bead, 
Pour  forth  invectives,  deaf  to  Oindour^s  cal]. 
And  injurM  by  one  alien,  raił  at  all ; 
On  Northern  Pisgah  when  they  take  their  stand. 
To  mark  the  weakness  of  tbat  holy  landj 
With  needless  truths  their  libels  to  adorn. 
And  hang  a  nation  up  to  publić  scorn, 
Thy  gen'rous  soul  condemns  tbe  frantic  ragę. 
And  bates  the  faithfiil  but  ill-naturM  page. 

"  Tbe  Scots  are  poor,**  cries  surly  English  pride 
Troe  is  tbe  charge,  nor  by  themseWes  deny*i 
Are  they  not  then  in  strictest  reason  elear, 
Who  wisely  come  to  mend  their  fortnnes  here  ^ 
If  by  Iow  supple  arts  successful  growu, 
They  sappM  our  Tigour  to  increase  their  owa, 
If,  mean  in  want,  and  insolent  in  pow'r, 
They  only  fawnM  moł-e  surely  to  deroiir, 
RousM  by  such  wrongs  should  Reason  take  alarm« 
And  e'eD  the  Muse  for  public  safety  arm  ; 
But  if  they  own  ingenuous  Virtue'8  sway, 
And  follow  where  tnie  Honour  points  the  way, 
If  they  revere  tbe  band  by  whicb  they  're  fed. 
And  bless  tbe  donors  for  their  daily  bread, 
Or  by  va8t  dcbts  of  higher  import  bound, 
Are  always  humble,  always  grateful  fbund, 
If  they,  directed  by  Paul's  holy  pen, 
Become  discreetly  all  things  to  all  men, 
That  all  men  may  become  all  things  to  them, 
Envy  may  bate,  but  Justice  can'l  condemn. 
**  Into  our  places,  states,  and  bcds  they  cn«p ;" 
They  've  seuse  to  get,  what  we  want  sense  to  kccp. 

Once,  be  the  hour  acćurs*d,  accurs'd  the  place, 
I  renturM  to  biaspheme  the  chosen  race. 
Into  those  traps,  whicb  men  caWd  patiiots  laid. 
By  specious  arts  unwarily  betray^d, 
Madiy  I  leagiiM  a^ainst  that  sacred  eartb, 
Vilc  parricide  !  wbich  gave  a  parent  birth. 
But  sball  I  meanly  Errour^s  patb  pursue, 
When  heavenly  lYutb  prescnts  her  fricndly  duc, 
Once  plung'd  in  ill,  sball  I  gofurther  in  ? 
To  make  tbe  oath  was  rash;  to  keep  it,  sin> 
Backward  I  tread  tbe  paths  I  trod  before. 
And  calm  retlection  hates  what  passion  swore. 
Converted,  (blessed  are  tlie  souls  wbich  know 
Those  pleasures  which  from  troe  conversion  fioWj 
Wbetber  to  Reason,  who  now  niles  my  brea^ 
Or  to  pure  Faith,  like  LytteltoD  and  West) 
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Pa5t  erimee  to  exp'ate,  be  my  present  aim 

To  raise  neir  trophies  to  the  Scottish  name, 

Ib  make  (wb«t  can  tlie  proudest  Mtise  do  morę  ?) 

E'e»  PactTon^s  sons  ber  brigbter  wortb  adore. 

To  make  her  głories,  stamp*d  with  hopesŁ  rbymcs, 

In  falleit  tide  roli  down  to  latest  times.         [thine, 

''Presomptaous  wretch!  and  ahall  a  Mtue  like 
Aa  EngHsh  Muse,  the  meanest  of  the  nine, 
Atiempt  a  theme  like  this  ?  Can  her  weak  strain 
Eipect  tudiilgence  from  tbe  mighty  Thane  ? 
Sbodd  be  from  toiłs  of  govemment  retire, 
And  for  a  moment  fan  tlie  poefi^yfini, 
'  Should  be,  of  scienoes  the  morał  friend, 
Eaeh  eurioui,  e<icb  imporiani  searcb  saspend, 
LeaTe  unasmted  HHl  of  hcrba  to  tcU, 
And  M  ihe  wonden  qfa  cockle-skcU, 
Hariog  tbe  Lord*s  good  grace  before  bis  eyes, 
WottJd  not  łhe  Home  step  fuith,  and  gain  the  prize  ? 
Or  if  this  ureath  of  bonour  might  adom 
The  bombie  brows  of  one  in  F.ngland  bom, 
Presamptuous  still  thy  dariiig  must  appear ; 
Yain  aU  thy  towYing  bopes^  whilst  I  am  hcre." 

Tbos  spike  tiform^  by  silken  smile,  and  tonę 
IXiII  and  nn^aried,  for  the  laureat  known, 
Tolly^  chief  friend,  Decorum'8  eldest  son, 
In  ev>y  party  found,  and  yet  of  nonę. 
This  mry  aubstance,  this  sulstantial  shade, 
Abash'd  I  heard,  and  with  respcct  obey'd. 

From  ibemes  too  lofty  ibr  a  bard  so  meao, 
IHteretkm  beckons  to  an  humbler  scenę. 
Tbe  restlesB  fever  of  ambition  laid, 
Calm  I  retire,  and  seek  the  8ilvan  shade. 
Now  be  tbe  Mtue  dnrobM  of  aU  her  pride, 
Be  all  the  glare  of  verse  by  Truth  supplied. 
And  if  plain  Natnre  poars  a  simple  strain, 
Which  Bote  may  praise,  and  Ossian  not  diadain^ 
Oiflan,  tublimestf  thnpUst  bard  of  all, 
Whom  English  infideh  Macpherson  caU^ 
Tben  round  my  bead  shall  Honoar^s  ensigns  wave, 
Aod  pensions  mark  me  for  a  willing  slaTe. 

Tut)  boysywhosebirth  beyond  all  qaestionsprings 
?rom  great  aod  giorious,  though  fbrgotten,  lungs, 
Shepherds  c/(  Scottish  lineage,  bom  and  bred 
Qd  tbe  same  bleak  and  barren  mountain's  bead. 
By  nig^ard  Naturę  doomM  on  the  same  rocks 
To  8pio  out  łife,  and  starve  themseWes  and  flocks, 
Freth  as  the  morning,  which,  enrob'd  in  mist, 
Tbe  moiintain's  lop  with  usnal  dallness  kiss^d, 
Jockey  and  Sawney  to  their  laboars  roae; 
Soon  clad  I  ween,  wbere  Naturę  needs  no  clothes, 
Where,  from  their  youth  enur^d  to  winter-^skies, 
Dress  and  her  vain  refinements  tbey  despise. 

Jockey,  whoae  manly  high-bonM  cheeka  to  crown 
With  freckles  spotted  i)am'd  the  golden  down, 
With  mikle  art  oould  on  the  bagpipes  play, 
^ea  fiwn  the  rising  to  the  setting  day : 
Sawney  as  long  withouŁ  remorse  could  bawi 
Home^s  madrigals,  and  ditties  from  FingaL 
Oft  at  his  strains,  all  uatural  though  rade, 
The  HigUand  Uus  fbigot  her  want  of  food. 
And,  whilst  she  serateh^d  ber  loYer  into  rest, 
Sonk  pleasM,  though  bungry,  on  ber  Sawney's 
breast 

Far  as  the  eye  could  reacb,  no  tree  was  seen, 
E«th,  clad  in  russet,  8cora*d  the  Uvely  green. 
The  plague  of  locusts  they  secure  defy, 
For  in  three  hoan  a  grasshopper  must  die. 
No  liring  thing,  whate'er  ita  food,  feaats  tbere. 
Bot  the  cameleoD,  who  can  feaat  on  air. 

VOLXIV. 


I  No  birds,  except  as  birds  of  passage,  flew, 
No  bee  was  known  to  bum,  no  dove  to  coo. 
No  streams  as  amber  smooth,  as  amber  elear, 
Werę  seen  to  glide,  or  heard  to  warble  here. 
Rebellion*s  spring,  which  through  the  country  ran, 
Fumisb^d,  with  bittcr  draughts,  the  steady  elan. 
No  flow'rs  embaImMthe  air,  but  one  wbite  rosę, 
Which  on  the  tenth  of  June  by  instinct  blows, 
Dy  instinct  blows  at  mom,  and,  when  the  shadea 
Of  drizzly  eve  prevail,  by  instinct  fades. 

One,  and  but  one  poor  solitary  cave, 
Too  sparing  of  hor  farours.  Naturę  gave  j 
That  one  alone  (bard  tax  on  ScoUish  pride  !) 
Shelter  at  once  for  man  and  beast  supplied. 
Their  snares  witkout  entangling  bricrs  spread, 
And  thistles,  arm'd  against  th'  invader*s  head, 
Stood  in  close  ranks  all  entrance  to  oppose, 
Thistles  now  held  morc  precious  than  the  rosę. 
All  creatures  which,  on  Natnre's  earliest  plan, 
Werę  fbrm'd  to  looth,  and  to  be  loatb^d  by  mang 
Which  ow'd  their  birth  to  naHtiuess  and  spite, 
Deadly  to  touch,  and  hateful  to  the  sight, 
Creatures,  which  when  admitted  in  the  ark, 
Their  8aviour  sbunn^d,  and  ranklcd  in  the  dark, 
Found  place  toithin  :  marking  her  noi^nie  n>ad, 
With  poison*8  trail,  here  era  w  IM  the  bloated  toad  ; 
There  webs  were  spread  of  morę  than  conimon  size. 
And  half-8tarv'd  spiders  prey'd  on  half-starvM  fliesj 
In  quest  of  fbod,'eft8  strove  in  vain  to  crawl ; 
Slugs,pinchM  with  bunger,  smear^d  the  slimy  wali; 
The  cave  around  with  bisfing  serpents  rungj 
On  the  damp  roof  unhealtby  yapour  hung; 
And  Faminb,  by  ker  chiŁdreu  aiu>ays  knoum, 
Astroud  as  poor,  here  fix*d  her  natwe  throne. 

łłere,  for  tbe  suUen  sky  was  overcast, 
And  summer  shrunk  beneath  a  wint*ry  blast, 
A  nativc  blast,  which,  ann'd  with  hail  and  raią, 
Beat  unrctenting  on  the  naked  swain, 
The  boys  for  shelter  madę ;  bchind,  the  sheep, 
Of  which  thoae  shepherds  every  day  take  keep. 
Siekły  crept  on,  and  with  oomplainings  rade. 
On  Naturę  seem^d  to  cali,  and  bleat  for  food. 

JOCKEY. 

Siłh  to  this  cave,  by  tempest,  we  're  confin'4. 
And  witbin  ken  our  flócks,  under  the  wind, 
Safe  from  tbe  pelting  of  this  periloua  storm, 
^Are  latd  emong  yon  thistles,  dry  and  warm, 
What,  Sawney,  if  by  shepherd'8  art  we  try 
To  mock  the  rigour  of  this  criiel  sky  ^ 
What  if  we  tnne  some  meny  raundeUty  f 
Weil  dost  thou  sing,  nor  ill  doth  Jockey  play. 

SAWNEY. 

Ah,  Jockey,  ill  advi8cst  thou,  /  wit, 
To  tbink  of  songs  at  such  a  time  as  this. 
Sooner  shall  herbage  crown  tbese  barren  rocks^ 
Sooner  shall  fleeces  clothe  these  ragged  flocks, 
Sooner  shall  want  seize  shepherds  of  tbe  South, 
And  we  forget  to  lirę  from  hand  to  mouth, 
Than  Sawney,  out  of  season,  shall  impart 
The  soogs  of  gladness  with  an  aching  heart. 

JOCKEY. 

Still  haye  I  known  thee  for  a  silly  swain ; 
Of  thingB  past  help,  what  boots  it  to  complain? 
Nothing  but  mirtb  can  conąupr  Fortune'B  spite ; 
No  sky  is  heaYy,  if  the  bcart  be  Kght : 
Patience  is  Sorrow'8  salve ;  what  can't  be  cur'd, 
So  Donald  right  ąretdt,  must  be  endur^d. 
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Fuli  silty  swain,  /  tro^,  is  Jockey  now ; 
ITow  (łldst  thou  bear  thy  MaggyN  falsehood?  how, 
Whcn  with  a  foreign  loon  sbe  stole  awaj", 
ł>id*st  tluui  forswcar  thy  pipc  and  shephercPs  lay  ? 
Whcre  was  thy  boasted  wisdoin  theu,  when  I 
Applied  thosc  provcrbt»,  włiich  you  now  apply  ? 

JOCKEY. 

o  she  was  honny  !  Ali  tbe  Highlands  round 
Was  there  a  rival  to  my  Maggy  found ! 
Morę  precious  (though  that  precious  is  to  all) 
Than  the  rare  ine<VciDe  which  we  brimstone  cali, 
Or  that  choice  plant,  so  grateful  to  the  nosc, 
Whlch  in  I  know  not  what  ftir  country  grows, 
Was  Maggry  unto  me  j  dear  do  I  nic, 
A  lass  so  fair  should  ever  prov«i  untrue. 

SAWKBY. 

Whether  with  pipę  or  song  to  charm  the  ear, 
Through  all  the  land  did  Jamie  find  a  peer  ? 
CureM  be  that  year  by  evory  honest  Scot, 
And  in  the  shepherd's  calendar  forgot, 
That  fatal  year,  whcn  Jamie,  hapicss  swain, 
In  e-yil  honr  ftjrsook  the  peacefnl  plain. 
Jamie,  wben  our  young  laird  discroctly  fled. 
Was  seizM  and  hang'd  Łill  he  was  dead,  dead,  dead. 

JOCKEY. 

Foli  sorely  may  we  all  lament  that  day; 
For  all  were  losers  in  tlie  deadly  fray. 
Fłve  brothers  had  I,  oń  the  S^cottish  plain^, 
Weil  dost  thou  know  werc  nonę  nriore  hopeful  swatns; 
Five  brothers  there  I  lost,  in  manhood's  pride, 
Two  in  the  field,  and  thrce  on  gibbets  died  j 
Ah  !  silly  swains,  to  follow  war*s  alarms ! 
Ah  !  what  hath  shephcrd^s  lifc  to  do  with  arms  ! 

8AWHBY. 

Mentton  it  not — ^Therc  saw  T  stfangers  clad 
In  all  the  honours  of  oor  ravishM  plaid, 
Saw  the  Ferraia  too,  onr  nation's  pride, 
Unwilling  grace  the  awkward  victor*s  side, 
Tliere  fell  our  choicest  youth,  and  from  that  day 
iWb/e  never  Sawney  tune  the  morry  lay; 
Bless'd  t^ose  which  fell !  cursM  those  which  still 
To  mo\ivn  Jifteen  renew'd  in  forty-Jhe.        [survive, 

Thus  plain'd  the  boys,  when  from  her  throne  of 
turf, 
With  boils  emboss*d,  and  overgPt>wn  with  scurf, 
Vile  humours,  which,  in  life^s  comiptcd  well, 
MłxM  at  the  birth,  not  abstiuence  could  quell, 
Pale  Famine  rear^d  the  hcad :  her  eager  eyes, 
Where  hunger  e*en  to  madness  sccm'd  to  rise, 
Speaking  aloud  her  throes  and  pangs  of  heart, 
BtrainM  to  get  loose,  and  from  thetr  orbs  to  start ; 
Her  bollow  aheeks  were  cach  a  deep-suhk  celi, 
Where  wretchedness  and  horronr  lov*d  to  dwell ; 
With  double  rows  of  useless  teeth  supplled, 
Her  mouth,  from  ear  to  ear,  extcndcd  wide, 
Which,  when  for  want  of  food  her  entraiis  pin*d, 
She  opM,  and,  cursing,  swalloWd  nought  but  wind; 
All  shnveIPd  was  her  skin,  and  here  and  there, 
Making  their  way  by  foroe,  her  bones  lay  bare: 
Such  filthy  sight  to  hide  fmm  human  view, 
O^er  her  foiil  limbs  a  tatter^d  plaid  sbe  tbrew. 

**  Cease,"  cricd  the  goddess,  "  cease,  despairing 
swains. 
And  from  a  parent  bear  what  Jave  ordains ! 


"  Pent  in  this  bnrren  comcr  of  the  isle, 

mm     > 

WHicre  partial  Fortune  never  dcign'd  to  smue; 
Like  Nature^s  bastanis,  reaping'ibr  our  share 
What  was  rejected  by  the  lawfiij  heir ; 
Unkuown  amongst  the  nations  of  tbe  Eartis 
Or  oniy  knuwn  to  raiRC  contempt  and  mirth  ; 
Long  frce,  b(*causc  the  race  of  Roman  bfuv€8 
'llioiight  it  not  worth  their  while  to  make  na  slsrei; 
Then  into  bondagn  by  that  uation  brought, 
Whose  ruin  we  for  ages  vainly  sought ; 
Whom  still  with  unslack'd  hate  we  view,  and  still^ 
The  pow*r  of  mischief  lost,  retain  the  will  ; 
Consider*d  as  the  refuse  of  mankind, 
A  mass  till  the  last  moment  lefŁ  behind, 
Which  frugal  Naturę  doubted,  as  it  lay, 
Whether  to  stamp  with  life,  or  throw  away  ? 
Which,  iurm*d  in  hastę,  was  planted  in  this  nook, 
But  nerer  enter^d  in  Creation*s  book ; 
Branded  as  traitors,  who  for  love  of  gołd 
Would  sell  their  God,  as  once  their  king  they  sdd; 
lx)ng  have  we  borne  this  mighty  weight  of  Ul, 
Hiese  Yiie  injurious  taunts,  and  bear  them  stilL 
But  times  of  happier  notę  are  now  at  hand. 
And  the  fuli  promtse  of  a  better  land : 
Thcrey  like  the  Sons  ofJtracl,  having  trod, 
For  the  fix'd  term  of  yoars  ordain'd  by  Cod, 
A  barren  desert,  we  shall  seize  rich  plains, 
Where  milk  with  houey  flows,  and  plenty  retgns. 
With  some  few  nat)ves  join*d,  &ome  pUant  few, 
Who  worship  int*rest,  and  our.track  pursuc, 
There  shall  we,  though  the  wretched  people  crieTt^ 
Ravage  at  targe,  nor  ask  the  owner's  l^ave. 

For  us,  the  Earth  shall  bring  fortli  her  iocrease j 
For  us,  the  flocks  shall  wear  a  golden  fieece  ; 
Fat  beeves  shall  yield  us  dainties  not  our  owi^ 
And  the  grapę  bteed  a  nectar  yct  unknown ; 
For  our  adrantage  shall  their  har\'ests  grow. 
And  Scotsmen  reap  what  they  disdainM  to  aow; 
For  us,  the  Sun  shall  climb  the  eastem  hiłl ; 
For  us,  tbe  rain  shall  fali,  the  dew  dtstil ; 
When  to  our  wishes  Naturę  cannot  rise, 
Art  shall  be  taskM  to  grant  us  fre$vh  supplies. 
His  brawny  arm  shall  drudging  Labour  stratn, 
And  for  our  pleasure  sufler  daily  pain ; 
Trade  shall  for  us  exert  her  utmost  powVs, 
Hcr's  all  the  toil,  and  all  the  profit,  our^s  ; 
For  us,  the  oak  shali  from  his  natire  steep 
Descend,  and  fearless  travel  through  the  deep; 
The  sail  of  Commerce  for  our  usc  unfurfd, 
Shall  waft  the  treasurcs  of  each  distant  worid ; 
For  us,  sublimer  hcights  shall  Science  reach, 
For  us,  their  statcsmen  plot,  their  churchmcn  preacb ; 
Their  noblest  limbs  of  counsel  we  11  disjoint. 
And,  mocking,  new  ones  of  our  o^i  app(»iit ; 
DeYouring  War,  imprisonM  in  the  North, 
Shall,  at  our  cali,  in  horrid  pomp  break  forth. 
And  when,  his  chariot  wheels  with  thunder  hong, 
Fell  Discord  braying  with  her  brazen  tongne, 
Death  in  the  van,  with  Anger,  Hate,  and  Fear, 
And  Desolation  stalking  in  tbe  rear, 
Reyenge,  by  Justice  guided,  in  his  train, 
He  driyes  impetuous  o'er  the  trembling  plain, 
Shall,  at  our  bidding,  quit  his  lawfiil  prey> 
And  to  meek,  gentle,  gen^rous  Peace  give  way. 

''  Think  not,  my  sons,  that  this  30  ble9B'd  cśtate 
Standfl  at  a  dlstance  on  the  roli  of  Fate; 
Already  big  with  bopes  of  futurę  sway, 
rVen  from  this  cave  I  acent  my  destinM  prey. 
Think  not,  that  this  dominion  o'er  a  race, 
Whose  former  deeds  shall  Tlme'slast  anaals  gracev 
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h  the  roiigh  fkce  of  peiil  musi  be  aought. 
And  with  the  lives  of  thousands  dearly  bougbt; 
No— fbord  by  cunning,  by  that  happy  art 
Whicb  laaghs  to  scom  the  blunderiiig  hero^s  beart, 
iDto  the  snare  sball  our  kind  neighbours  fali 
Wkh  opeD  cyes,  aad  fondly  give  us  all. 

'*  When  Romę,  to  prop  her  sinking  empire,  borę 
Tbelrchoicest  Ievies  to  a  foreign  shore, 
What  if  ve  9eiz'd,  like  a  destroying  flot*d, 
Thełr  widow*d  plains,  and   fUrd  the  realm  with 

blood, 
Gavf  an  uobounded  loose  to  manly  ragę, 
Aod  scoming  mercy,  spar^d  nor  sex  nor  age ; 
Wben,  for  oor  int^rest  txx)  migbty  grown, 
Mooarchs  of  warlikc  bent  possessM  the  throne, 
What  if  we  strove  divisions  to  foment. 
And  sprrad  the  flames  of  civil  di.<icoiitent, 
A&ństed  tbose  vho  'gainst  their  king  mado  head, 
And  gave  the  Łraitors  rcfugc  when  thcy  fled ; 
Whcn  restless  Glory  bad  her  sons  advance. 
And  pitcb*d  her  standard  in  the  fieids  of  France ; 
Wbat  if,  disdaining  oaths,  and  empty  sound, 
By  whicb  our  nation  nev«ir  shall  be  bound, 
BRł\'eiy  we  taught  unmuzzled  War  to  roam 
Through  the  weak  land,  and  brougbt  cheap  laurels 

home; 
When  the  bold  traitors  leagu'd  for  the  defence 
Of  Law,  Reljgion,  Liberty,  and  Sense, 
Wheo  they  again^it  their  lawfnl  mouarch  rosc^ 
And  dar'd  the  Lonrs  anoiitted  to  oppose, 
What  if  we  sŁill  rever*d  the  banishM  race, 
And  stn>vc  the  royal  Yagrants  to  repface, 
With  ficrcc  rebelłioos  shook  th*  unsettled  state. 
And  greatly  dar'd,  though  crossM  by  partial  Fate ; 
Tbese  facts,  whjch  might,  where  Wisdom  held  the 

sway, 
Awakc  the  very  stones  to  bar  our  way, 
Tken  shall  be  oothing,  nor  ode  tracę  remain 
In  tbe  dnłl  region  of  an  English  brain, 
Ble»'d  with  that/oi/A,  which  mountains  can  remove, 
First  tbey  shalJ  dupes,  next  uanU^  last  marŁyrs  prove. 

**  Alrńdy  is  this  gamę  of  Fate  begun 
Under  the  sanction  oif  my  darling  son : 
That  son,  of  naturę  royal  as  his  name, 
Is  destin'd  to  redeem  otnr  race  from  sbame ; 
Vk  bonndleaa  poir'r,  beyond  example  grcat, 
Shtil  make  tbe  rough  way  soiootb,  the  crooked 

straigbt, 
Shall  for  oar  ease  the  raging  floods  restrain, 
And  »nk  the  mountain  lerel  to  the  plain. 
I^iscord,  whoRi  in  a  caveni  under  groond 
With  massy  fetters  their  late  patriot  bonnd, 
Where  ber  own  flesh  the  furious  hag  might  tear. 
And  rent  her  curses  to  the  racant  air, 
Where,  tbat  she  nerer  might  be  heard  of  morę, 
He  planted  Łoyalty  to  guard  the  door. 
For  bctter  purpose  shall  our  chief  relea56, 
Disguise  her  for  a  time,  and  cali  her  Peace. 

"  Lor^d  by  tbat  name,  fine  engine  of  deceit, 
Shall  the  weak  Bnglish  help  themseKes  to  chcat; 
To  gain  our  love,  with  honours  shall  they  grace 
The  old  adherejits  of  tbe  Stuart  race, 
Who  pointed  out,  no  matter  by  wbat  name, 
Tories  or  Jaoobites,  arp  still  the  same, 
To  sooth  our  ragę,  the  temporising  brood 
Shall  break  the  ties  of  truth  and  gratitude, 
AgainsŁ  their  aaTiour  reoomM  folsehoods  fhime» 
And  brand  with  całomny  their  William^s  name  5 
To  win  our  grace,  (rare  argument  of  wit) 
To  our  ontaMled  fMtb  shall  Uiey  coiamit 


(Our  faith  which,  in  &xtreraest  perils  tried, 
DidaioM,  and  still  disdains,  to  chauge  her  side) 
Tbat  sacred  majesty  they  all  approvc, 
Who  most  enjuys,  and  best  desenres  their  lorę.** 


AN 

EPISTŁE  TO  WILLIAM  HOGARTH. 

Amonost  the  sons  of  men  how  few  arc  known 
Who  dare  bo  jiist  to  mcrit  not  their  own  ! 
Superior  virLue  and  sup(»rior  kciisr 
To  knavcs  and  fools  will  always  givc  ofTcnce  ; 
Nay,  men  of  rcal  worth  can  scarccly  bcar, 
So  nice  is  jealousy,  a  rival  there. 

Be  wicked  as  thou  wilt,  do  all  that  's  base, 
Proclaim  thysclfthe  monster  of  thy  race; 
Let  vice  and  folly  thy  blatek  soul  diride. 
Be  prond  with  mcanness,  and  be  mean  with  pride; 
Deaf  to  the  voicc  of  faith  aitó  honour,  fali 
From  side  to  side,  yct  be  of  nonc  at  all ; 
Spum  all  tbose  charities,  those  sacred  ticF, 
Which  Naturę  in  her  bounty,  good  as  wise. 
To  work  our  safcty,  and  ensure  her  plan,  n. 

Contriv*d  to  bind,  and  rivet  man  to  man ; 
Lift  against  Virtue  Power's  oppressivc  ro<!, 
Betray  thy  country,  and  deny  thy  God ; 
And,  in  one  gen*ral  comprcheusive  linę. 
To  group,  which  volumes  scarcely  could  define, 
Whate^er  of  sin  and  dullness  can  be  said, 

Join  to  a  F 's  heart  a  D 's  head  ; 

Yct  raay^st  thou  pass  unnotic'd  in  the  tbrong. 
And,  firce  from  envy,  safely  sneak  along. 
The  rtgid  saint,  by  whom  no  mercy's  shown 
To  saints  whose  lives  are  better  than  his  own, 
Shall  spare  thy  crimes ;  and  Wit,  who  neVer  onc« 
Forgave  a  brother,  shall  forgive  a  dunce. 
But  should  thy  soul,  form*d  in  some  luckless  hour^ 
Yile  infrcst  scom,  nor  madly  grasp  at  pow'r; 
Sbould  love  of  famę,  in  ev'ry  noble  mind 
A  breve  diseasc,  with  love  of  virtue  join'd, 
Spur  thee  to  deeds  of  pith,  where  courage,  tried 
In  Heason^s  court,  is  amply  justified ; 
Or  fond  of  knowledge,  and  averBe  to  strife, 
Should'8t  thou  prefer  tbe  calmer  walk  of  life; 
Sbould*st  thou,  by  pale  and  siekły  Study  led, 
Pursue  coy  Science  to  the  fountain-head  ; 
Yiltue  thy  guide,  and  public  good\hy  end, 
Should  ev^ry  tbougbt  to  our  improvement  tend^ 
To  curb  the  passions,  to  enlarge  the  mind, 
Purge  the  sick  weal,  and  humanize  mankind : 
Ragę  in  her  eye,  add  Malice  in  her  breast, 
Hedoubled  Horrour  grinning  on  her  crest, 
Fiercer  each  snake,  and  sharper  ev'ry  dart, 
Quick  from  her  celi  shall  madd'ning  £nvy  start 
Theu  shalt  thou  find,  but  find  alas !  too  late, 
How  Tain  is  worth,-  how  short  is  glory*s  datę ! 
Then  shalt  thou  find,  whilst  fiiends  with  foes  conspire 
To  give  morę  proof  than  Yirtue  would  desire, 
Thy  danger  chiefly  lies  in  acting  well ; 
No  crime  's  so  great  as  daring  to  excel. 
Whilst  Satire  thus,  disdaining  mean  control, 
UrgM  the  free  dictatesof  an  honest  soul, 
Candour,  who,  with  the  charity  of  Paul, 
Still  thinks  the  best,  whene*er  she  thinks  at  all, 
With  the  sweet  milk  of  human  kindness  blesK^d, 
Tbe  furious  ardonr  of  my  zeal  repressM. 

Can*st  thou,  with  morę  than  usual  warmth,  she 
Thy  malice  to  indulge,  and  feed  thy  pride,      [cry'4» 
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Can'8t  thou,  Be^ere  by  Naturę  as  <hou  art, 
With  a]l  .that  woi]d*roiis  rancour  in  thy  beart, 
Delight  to  tortuFC  Tnith  ten  thousand  ways, 
To  wp\n  detraction  forth  froofi  themes  iif  praisft) 
To  make  Vice  fit  for  purposcs  of  stńfe, 
And  draw  the  hag  much  larger  tlian  the  life, 
To  make  the  good  seeni  bad,  tbe  bad  soem  worse. 
And  represent  our  naturę  as  our  ciirse  ? 
Botb  not  homanity  condemn  that  zeał 
Which  tends  to  aggravate  and  not  to  h*'al  ? 
Doth  not  discretion  wam  thee  of  dłsgrace. 
And  danger  grinning  stare  thoe  in  tUo.  face; 
Lond  as  the  drum,  which  spreading  terrour  rauod 
From  emptiness  acquircs  the  pow>  of  souud  } 
Doth  not  the  voicc  of  Norton  strike  thy  ear. 
And  the  pale  Mansfield  chill  thy  soiiI  with  fear  ? 
Do*«t  thou,  fond  man,  believe  thyself  secure, 
Because  thon^rt  honrst,  and  because  thou'rt  pdor  ? 
Do'st  thon  on  law  and  liberty  depcnd  ? 
Tum,  tnrn  thy  p>'es,  and  vicw  thy  iniur*d  friend. 
Art  thou  beyond  thp  ruffian  gripe  of  pow'r? 
When  Wilkes,  prejudg^  i«  srntenc*d  to  the  towV? 
I)o*8t  thou  by  privilege  exen^ption  claim, 
When  privileg<'  is  little  morr  than  name? 
Or  to  prerogative  (tłiat  glorious  ground 
On  which  state-scoundrcls  oft  have  safety  found) 
Du'st  thou  pretend,  and  there  a  sanction  find, 
VniHinish*d,  thus  to  libel  human  kind  ?  , 

When  poYcrty,  the  poefs  con<;tant  crime, 
ConipelI'd  thee,  a)I  unfit,  to  trado  in  rhyme, 
Had  not  romantic  notions  tumM  thy  head, 
Had'st  thou  not  vaUrd  honour  morę  than  bread, 
Had  !nt'rest,  pllant  Infrest,  bcen  thy  guide, 
And  had  not  Pnidence  been  dcbauch'd  by  Pride, 
In  Flatfry 's  strcam  thou  wonWst  have  d  i  pp'd  thy  pen, 
Applied  to  grcat,  and  not  to  honest  men, 
Nor  shonłd  conviction  havc  s<»duc*d  thy  beart 
To  take  the  weaker  though  the  bottł»r  part 

What  but  rank  folly,  for  thy  curse  decrecd, 
Could  into  Satirc^s  barren  path  mislead, 
When,  opcn  to  thy  view,  before  thee  lay 
Soul-soothing  Panegyric*ś  flowYy  way  ? 
There  might  the  Mus^  bave  $aunter'd  at  ber  ease, 
And,  pleasing  others,  leam'd  hcrself  to  pleasc ; 
I/)rds  shonld  have  listen^d  to  the  sugar^d  trcat. 
And  ładies,  simp'ring,  own*d  it  va<'tly  sweet ; 
Boguesy  in  thy  pmdcnt  verse  with  virtue  grac*d, 
Jbolsy  mark'd  by  thee  as  prodigiw  of  taste, 
Must  have  forbid,  pouring  preferments  down, 
Such  wit,  such  truth  as  thine  to  quit  the  gown. 
Thy  sacred  brethren  too  (for  they  no  less 
Than  laymen,  bring  their  ofTrings  to  snccess) 
Had  haird  thee  good  if  great,  and  paid  the  vow 
Sincere  as  that  they  pay  to  God,  whilst  thou 
In  lawn  hadst  whi8per'd  to  a  sleeping  crowd, 
As  duli  as  R-* ,  and  half  as  proud.  [well, 

Peace,  Candour! — Wisciy  had%t  thou  said,  and 
Could  Int*rest  in  this  breast  one  moment  dwełl, 
'Could  she,  with  prospect  of  succew,  oppose 
The  firm  resoires  which  from  c^nTiction  rosę, 

1  cannot  truckle  to  a  fool  of  state, 

Nor  take  a  fe^our  from  the  man  I  hate. 

Pree  leare  have  others  by  such  means  to  shine ; 

2  scora  their  practice,  they  may  langh  at  mine« 

But  in  this  charge,  fbrgetful  of  thyself, 
Thou  hast  acsum'd  the  maxims  of  that  elf, 
Whom  God  in  wrath  for  man^s  dishonour  fnim'd, 
Cunning  in  Heav'n,  amongst  us  Pnidence  nam*d, 
That  sertile  Pnidence  which  I  leave  to  those 
Who  dwre  not  be  mjr  fnends^  caa't  be  my,  foes.. 


Had  I  with  cruei  and  oppresBiTe  ffiymes 
Pnrsu'd,  and  tumM  misfortunes  ńito  cńmes| 
Had  I,  when  Yirtue  gasping  lay  and  Iow, 
JoinM  tyrant  Vice,  and  added  woe  to  woe  $ 
Had  I  madc  Modesty  in  blushes  speak, 
And  drawn  the  tear  down  Beanty^s  sacred  cbc«k; 
Had  I  (damn'd  then)  in  thonght  debasM  my  lay% 
To  wound  that  sex  which  honour  bida  me  praise^ 
Had  I,  from  vehgeance  by  base  view8  betray^d, 
Tn  eudless  night  sunk  injnr*d  AylifTs  shade; 
Had  I  (wbich  satirists  of  mighty  name, 
RenownM  in  rhyme,  rerer^d  for  maral  fi&me, 
Have  done  before,  whom  Justice  shalt  pursna 
In  fiiture  Teree)  brougbt  forth  to  public  Tiew 
A  noble  friend,  and  madę  his  foibles  known, 
Bocause  his  worth  was  greater  than  my  owo; 
Had  I  spar'd  those  (so  Prudence  had  decreed) 
Whom,  God  80  help  me  at  my  greatest  need, 
I  ne^er  will  spare,  those  vipet«  to  their  king, 
Who  smooth  their  looks,  and  flatter  whilst  they  sting| 
Or  had  I  not  taught  patriot  zeal  to  boast 
Of  thofc,  who  flatter  least,  but  lorę  him  most; 
Had  I'  thus  stnnM,  my  stubbora  sonl  sboald  bend 
At  Candour*8  voice,  and  take,  as  from  a  frieod, 
The  deep  rcbuke;  myself  shonld  be  the  first 
To  hate  myscłf,  and  stamp  my  Musc  pu!cun*d. 

But  shall  my  arm — forbid  it  manły  Pride,/ 
Forbid  it  Reason,  warring  on  my  side — 
For  vengcance  lifted  high,  the  stroke  foibear» 
And  hang  suspended  in  the  desert  air, 
Or  to  my  trcmbling  side  unnerv'd  sink  down, 
Palsied,  forBooth,'by  Candour^s  balf-made  fiowo  ? 
When  Justice  hids  me  o%  shall  (  delay 
Because  insipid  Candour  bars  my  way  ? 
When  she,  of  all  alike  the  puling  friend, 
Would  disappoint  my  Satire's  noblest  end, 
When  she  to  villains  would  a  sanct'on  give. 
And  shelter  tłiose  who  are  not  fit  to  live, 
When  frłie  would  serem  the  guilty  from  a  blusb. 
And  bids  me  spare  whom  Reason  bids  me  cmsh, 
All  leagues  with  Candour  proudly  1  resign; 
She  cannot  be  for  Honour^s  tum,  nor  minę. 

Yet  come,  cold  monitor,  half  foe,  half  firiead, 
Whom  Vice  can*t  fear,  whom  Yirtue  cant  commend, 
Come  Candour,  by  thy  duU  indi/f' rence  known, 
Thou  equal-blooded  judge,  thou  lukewarm  drane^ 
Who,  fashiouM  without  feelings,  dost  ezpect. 
We  cali  that  virtue  which  we  know  defect; 
Come,  and  observe  the  natnre  of  our  crimes, 
l*he  gmsB  and  rank  complexion  of  the  times, 
Obscne  it  well,  and  then  review  my  plan^ 
Praise  if  you  will,  or  censui^  if  you  can. 

Whilst  Vice  presnmptuous  lords  it  as  m  ^km^ 
And  Piety  is  oniy  known  at  court; 
Whilst  wretchcd  Liberty  espiring  Ites 
Bcnęath  the  fatal  burthen  of  excise ; 
Whilst  nobles  act,  without  one  touch  of  diame, 
What  meq  of  humble  rank  would  blush  to  name; 
Whilst  Honour^s  p1ac'd  in  highest  point  of  ^iew^ 
WorshippM  by  those,  who  justice  never  knew ; 
Whilst  bubbies  of  disUnction  waite  in  play 
The  hours  of  rest,  and  blunder  tlirongh  the  day, 
With  dice  and  cards  opprobrioos  vigils  keep^ 
Tłien  tura  to  ruin  emptrcs  in  their  sleep ; 
Whilst  fathers,  by  relentless  passkm  led, 
]>)om  worthy  injur'd  sons  to  beg  their  bread, 
Merely  with  ill-got,  iU-8av>d  wcalth  to  grace 
An  ałien,  abject,  poor,  proud,  upstart  race;. 
Whilst  Martin  flatters  only  to  betray. 
And  Webb  gi?es  up  hii  dirty  aoul  for  (ajS 
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Whilit  tit]«8  feire  to  bush  a  vilUin^s  fears; 
Whiist  peers  are  agents  madę,  and  agenta  pcers ; 
Włiilst  base  betrayers  are  themsekes  betrayM,     ^ 
Afid  makera  ruinM  by  thf  thing  they  madę; 

Wbilst  C ,  false  tif>  God  and  man,  for  gold, 

like  tbe'old  traitor  who  a  Savioar  sold, 

Tb  shame  his  master,  friend,  and  fatber  frives; 

Wbilst  Butę  remams  in  pow*r,  whilst  Holland  Ures; 

Can  Satire  want  a  snbject,  where  Disdain, 

By  Yhrtue  fii^d,  may  point  ber  sbarpest  strain ; 

Wbere  cloth'd  with  thunder,  Truth  may  roli  along, 

And  Oandoar  justify  the  rago  of  song  ? 

Such  things !  such  men  bdfcjfe  thee !  snch  an  asre ! 
Where  Ranoour,  great  as  tbine,  may  glut  ber  ragę, 
Aod  sicktio  e'en  to  surfeit,  wbere  the  pride 
Of  Satire,  ponring  down  in  fullest  tide, 
Bfay  spread  wide  vengeanre  round,  yet  all  the  while 
Jnatice  behold  the  ruin  with  a  smile ; 
Whilst  I,  thy  fbe  mi8deemVl,  cannot  condemn. 
Nor  dlsapprove  that  rago  I  wish  to  stera, 
WUt  thou,  d^en*rate  and  corrupted,  cbooee 
To  soil  the  credit  of  thy  haughty  Muse  ? 
With  fallacy,  most  infamous,  to  stain 
Her  trath,  and  render  all  ber  anger  vaio  ? 
Wben  I  beheld  thee  incorrect,  but  hołd, 
A  Tanous  comment  on  the  stage  unfold  ; 
When  play*rs  on  play'rs  before  thy  satire  fcll. 
And  poor  rm-iews  conspirM  thy  wrath  to  swell ; 
Wbeo  States  and  statesmen  next  became  thy  care, 
And  oniy  kiugs  were  safe  if  thou  wast  there ; 
Thy  cv*ry  word  I  weighM  in  Judgmenrs  scalę, 
And  in  thy  ev'ry  word  ibund  truth  prevail. 
Why  dost  thou  iww  to  falshood  meanly  fly  ? 
Not  even  Candour  can  forgive  a  ile, 

Bad  as  men  are^  why  should  thy  frantic  rhymes 
Trafl&c  in  slander,  and  invent  new  crimes  ? 
Orimes,  which  ensting  onty  in  thy  mind, 
Weak  Spleen  brings  iorth  to  blacken  all  mankind. 
By  pleasing  hopes  we  lure  the  htiman  hcart 
To  prmctise  Tirtue,  and  improve  in  art; 
To  tbwart  these  ends,  (which  proud  of  honestfame, 
A  noble  Mose  would  cherish  and  inflame) 
Thy  dntdge  cootriyes,  and  in  oar  fuli  career 
Sicklłes  OUT  hopes  with  the  pale  hue  of  fear ; 
Tełb  ns  tbat  all  our  labours  are  in  vain ; 
That  what  we  seek,  we  neyer  can  obtain ; 
Tbat  dead  to  Yirtue,  lost  to  Naturc's  plan, 
E&vy  possesses  the  whole  race  of  man ; 
Tbat  worth  is  criminal;  and  danger  lies, 
I^Dger  extreme,  in  being  good  and  wise. 

Tis  a  rank  fiilshood ;  search  the  world  around« 
Tliere  caimot  be  so  Tile  a  monster  found. 
Not  one  so  yile,  on  whom  suspicions  fali 
Of  that  gross  guilt,  which  you  impute  to  all. 
ApproT^d  by  thofie  who  dtsobey  ber  laws, 
Yirtue  finom  Vice  itself  extorts  applause, 
Her  Tery  fioes  bear  witness  to  hej  state; 
They  will  not  love  ber,  but  they  cannot  bate. 
Hate  Yirtue  for  berself,  with  spite  pnrsue 
Merit  for  merifs  sake !  Might  this  be  true, 
I  would  renounce  my  Naturę  with  disdain, 
And  with  the  beasts  that  perisb  graze  the  plain: 
Might  this  be  tme,  had  we  so  far  fill'd  up 
The  measure  of  onr  crimes,  and  from  the  cup       • 
Of  gudt  so  deeply  drank,  as  not  to  find, 
Thtrstiog  for  sin,  one  drop,  one  dreg  behind, 
Oaick  ruin  mnst  inyoWe  this  flaming  bali. 
And  Providence  in  justice  crush  ns  all. 
Nooe  bat  the  damn*d,  and  amongst  Łbem  the  worst, 
Those  who  for  double  guilt  are  doubly  corsM^ 


Can  be  so  lost ;  nor  oen  the  worst  of  all 

At  oncc  into  Kuch  dcep  damnation  fali ; 

By  painful  slow  dogrees  they  reach  this  crime, 

Which  e*en  in  Ilell  must  be  a  work  of  timr. 

Ceasc  then  thy  guilty  ragę,  thou  wayward  son, 

With  the  fon  I  gali  of  discoiitent  o*eivrun, 

List  to  my  voi<*c — be  honest,  if  you  can, 

Nor  slandcr  Naturę  in  her  fav'rite  man. 

But  if  thy  spirit,  resolute  in  ill, 

Once  having  orr*d,  pcrsists  in  errour  still. 

Go  on  at  large,  no  lonp^cr  worth  my  care, 

And  freely  vcMt  tboso  blasphemies  in  air, 

Which  T  would  stamp  as  false,  thongh  on  the  tongue 

Of  angrels  the  injurious  slander  hun^. 

Dup'd  by  thy  vanity  (that  cunning  elf 
Who  snares  the  coxcomb  to  deceive  himself) 
Or  blioded  by  that  ragc,  dkPst  thoji  be!ieve 
That  we  too,  coolly,  would  ourselves  deceiv5? 
That  we  as  stcrling  falsłtood  would  ad  mit,   ' 
Becausc  'twas  seasonM  with  somc  little  wit } 
Wbcn  (iction  ri-cs  pleasing  to  the  eye, 
Men  will  bj*lieve,  becaus«  they  love  the  lie; 
But  Truth  lierself,  if  cloiided  with  a  frown, 
Must  have  some  bolemn  prrx)f  to  pass  ber  down. 
Hast  thou,  maintaining  that  which  must  disgracs 
And  bring  iuto  contfinpt  the  human  race. 
Hast  thou,  or  can*st  thou,  in  Truth's  sacrcd  court* 
To  8ave  thy  credit,  and  thy  cause  support, 
Produce  one  proof,  make  out  one  real  gn>imd 
On  which  so  great,  so  gross  a  cliarge  to  found ! 
Nay,  dQ'st  thou  know  one  man  (let  that  appear, 
From  wilful  falshood  FU  proclaim  thee  elear) 
One  man  so  lost,  to  Naturę  so  untrue, 
From  whom  this  generał  charge  thy  rashness  drew  } 
On  this  foundation  shalt  thou  stand  or  fali — 
Prove  that  in  one,  which  you  have  charg'd  on  alL 
Reason  determines,  and  it  must  be  uone  ; 
'Mongst  men,  or  past,  or  present,  name  me  one. 

Hogarth — I  take  thee,  Candour,  at  thy  word, 
Accept  thy  profrer*d  terms,  and  will  be  heard  j 
Thee  bare  I  beard  with  virulence  declaim, 
Nothing  retain*d  of  Candour  but  the  name ; 
By  thee  have  I  been  chargM  in  angry  strains 
With  that  mean  falshood  which  my  sou]  disdains^- 
Hogarth  stand  forth — ^Nay  hang  not  thus  aloof — 
Now,  Candour,  now  thou  shalt  recelve  such  proof, 
Such  damning  proof,  that  henceforth  thou  shalt  fear 
To  tax  my  wrath,  and  own  my  conduct  elear — 
Hogarth  stand  forth — I  dare  thee  to  be  tricd 
In  tbat  great  court,  wbere  Conscience  mustpreśde; 
At  that  most  solemn  bar  hołd  up  thy  band ; 
Think  before  whom,  on  what  account  you  stand — 
Speak,  but  consider  well — from  first  to  last 
Review  thy  life,  weigh  ev'ry  actiou  past — 
Nay,  you  shall  bare  no  reason  to  complain — 
Take  longer  time,  and  view  them  o*er  again — 
Can*st  thou  remember  from  thy  earliest  youth, 
And  as  thy  God  mnst  judge  thee,  speak  the  truth, 
A  single  iiistance  wbere,  sełf  laid  aside. 
And  justice  taking  place  of  fear  and  pride, 
Thou  with  an  equal  eye  did'st  Genius  view. 
And  give  to  merit  what  was  merit's  due  ? 
Genius  aiffl  merit  are  a  surę  oflfeuce. 
And  thy  soul  sickens  at  the  name  of  senseu 
Is  any  one  so  foolish  to  succeed. 
On  E*nvy*8  altar  be  is  doomM  to  bleed? 
Hogarth,  a  guilty  płeasure  in  his  eyes, 
The  place  of  executioner  supplies. 
See  how  be  glotes,  enjoys  the  sacred  feast, 
And  pn>ves  himself  by  cnielty  a  priesL 
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Whilst  the  weak  artist,  to  thy  whims  a  s1ave, 
Would  bury  al  I  those  pow'rs  whioh  Nature  gave, 
Won!d  suffur  blank  concealment  to  obscure 
Those  rays,  thy  jealousy  could  not  endure  j 
To  feed  thy  vanity  would  rust  unknown» 
And  to  sceure  thy  credit  blast  his  own, 
In  Hon^arth  he  was  surę  to  find  a  friend; 
He  could  not  ftar,  and  therefore  might  commend. 
But  whon  his  spirit,  rous'd  by  honcst  sharae, 
Shook  off  that  Icthargy,  and  soarM  to  famę, 
When,  with  the  pridc  of  roan,  resolv*d  and  strong, 
He  scorn'd  those  fcars  which  did  his  honour  wrong, 
And,  on  him<elf  determinM  to  rely, 
Brought  forth  his  labourę  to  the  public  eye, 
No  friend  in  thee,  could  snch  a  rebel  know ; 
He  had  desert,  and  Hogarth  was  his  foe. 

SouU  of  a  tim*roiis  cast,  of  petty  name 
In  Envy's  court,  not  yet  quite  dcad  to  shame, 
May  soinc  reniorse,  some  qualms  of  conscience  feel, 
And  suflfcr  honour  to  abate  their  zeal ; 
But  the  man  truły  and  completely  great, 
Allows  no  rule  of  action  but  his  hate; 
Through  ev'ry  bar  hc  bravely  breaks  his  way, 
Passion  his  principle,  andparts  his  prey. 
Mcdiums  in  vice  and  yirtue  s^^cak  a  mind 
Within  the  pale  of  teniperance  confin'd  ; 
The  daring  spirit  sconij  her  narrow  schemes. 
And,  good  or  bad^  is  always  in  cxtrenies. 

Man^s  prac*ice  duły  wcigh'd,  through  ev*ry  age 
On  the  same  plan  hath  Knvy  form'd  her  ragę : 
•Gainst  those  whom  fortunę  bath  our  rivals  madę 
In  way  of  science,  and  in  way  of  trade, 
Stung  with  mean  jealousy  she  arms  her  spite, 
Firet  works,  then  views  their  ruin  with  delight. 
Our  Hogarth  here  a  gri*and  łmprovcr  shines, 
And  nobly  on  the  genYal  plan  rpfines ; 
He  like  himself  o^erleaps  the  serrile  botmd  ; 
Worth  is  his  mark,  wherever  worth  \ą  found. 
Should  painters  only  his  vast  wratli  saffice  ? 
Genius  in  ev*ry  walk  is  lawful  prize. 
*Tis  a  gn>ss  insult  to  his  o'ergrown  state ; 
His  love  to  merit  is  to  feel  his  hate,  [friend, 

When   Wilkes,  our  countryman,  our  common 
Arose,  his  king,  his  country  to  defend, 
When  tools  of  pow*r  he  barM  to  public  tIcw, 
And  from  their  holcs  the  sneaking  cowards  drew, 
When  Rancour  found  it  far  beyond  her  reach 
To  soil  his  honour,  and  his  truth  impeach, 
What  could  induce  thee,  at  a  time  and  place, 
Whcre  manly  foc5  had  blushM  to  show  their  face, 
To  make  that  cflbrt,  which  rnust  damn  thy  name. 
And  sink  thee  deep,  deep  in  thy  grave  with  shame  ? 
Did  virtuc  move  thee  ?  No,  'twas  pridc,  rank  pride, 
And  if  thou  hadst  not  done  it,  thou  hadst  dyM. 
Malicc  (who,  disappointcd  of  her  end, 
Whether  to  work  the  banc  of  foe  or  friend, 
Preys  on  herself,  and  drivcn  to  the  stake, 
OivcR  Yirtue  that  r{Tvengc  she  scorns  to  take) 
Had  kiird  thee,  totfring  on  life's  utmost  verge, 
Had  Wilkes  and  Liberty  escapM  thy  scourge. 

When  that  grcat  charter,  which  our  fathers  bought 
With  their  besf.  blood,  was  into  que8tion  brought  j 
When,  big  with  ruin,  oVr  each  English  bead 
Vile  slavVy  hung  suspended  by  a  thread  j 
When  Liberty,  all  trembling  and  aghast, 
Fear'd  for  the  futurę,  knowing  what  was  past; 
When  evYy  breast  was  chilPd  with  deep  despair, 
Till  Reason  pointed  out  that  Pratt  was  thcre ; 
Liuking,  most  ruffiau-like,  behind  a  screen, 
Jio  placM  all  thing^  to  see,  himsclf  uoseen, 


Yirtue,  with  due  contempt,  nw  Hogarth  itaad, 

The  mard'roQS  pencil  in  his  palsied  hand. 

What  was  the  cause  of  Liberty  to  hlin, 

Or  what  was  Honour?  Let  them  sink  or  s«in, 

So  ho  may  grratify  without  control, 

The  mean  resentments  of  his  selfish  soul. 

I^t  Freedom  p«'rish,  if,  to  Preedom  tmc, 

In  the  same  ruin  Wilkes  may  perisb  too. 

With  all  the  ftymptoms  of  assur'd  deeay, 

With  age  and  sickness  pinch'd,  aod  worn  away, 

Pale  quivYiDg  lips,  lank  checks,   and  fauk*riqg 

tonguc, 
Tlie  spirits  out  of  tnne,  the  nenres  nnstmng, 
Thy  body  shriveird  up,  thy  dim  cyes  wink 
Within  their  sockcts  deep,  thy  weak  hams  dirank 
The  body's  weight  unable  to  sustain, 
Tlie  stream  of  iifo  scarce  trembling  throagti  the  ^n, 
Morc  than  half-killM  by  honcst  trutbs,  which  fetł, 
Tł^rough  thy  uwn  fault,  from  men  who  wish*d  thee 

wcll,  ^ 

Can*st  thou,  e'en  tbus,  thy  tfaoughts  to  yengeance 

give. 
And,  dead  to  afl  things  eise,  to  maliee  liTe? 
Hence,  dotard,  to  thy  closet,  shut  thee  in. 
By  deep  repentance  wash  away  thy  sin, 
From  haunts  of  men  to  shame  and  storrow  fly, 
And,  on  the  verge  of  death,  leam  ho«r  to  die. 
Yain  exhortation  !  W^ash  the  Ethiop  white, 
Discfaarge  the  leopard^s  spoto,  ttim  day  to  night. 
Contro!  the  course  of  Naturę,  bid  the  deep 
Hush  at  thy  pigmy  voice  her  waves  to  słeep, 
Perform  things  passing  strange,  3*el  own  thy  ait 
Tcx)  weak  to  work  a  change  in  such  a  h^rt. 
Tfmł  Envy  which  was  woven  in  the  framc 
At  first,  wł]l  to  the  last  remain  the  same. 
Reason  may  droop,  may  die,  but  Envy»«  ragę 
IinproYcs  by  time,  and  gathers  strengtb  from  age. 
Some,  and  not  few,  vain  triflers  wńtb  the  |>ep, 
Unread,  nnpractis'd  in  the  ways  of  men. 
Tell  us  that  Envy,  who  with  giant  rtride 
Staiks  through  the  vale  of  life  by  Yłrtue'*  side, 
Retreats  when  she  hath  drawn  her  latest  b^peath. 
And  calmly  hears  her  praises  after  death. 
To  such  obser\'er8  Hogarth  głvcs  the  lie; 
Worth  may  be  hears'd,  but  Envy  cnnnot  die; 
Within  the  mansion  of  his  gloomy  breast, 
A  mansion  snited  well  to  such  a  gnest, 
Immortal,  unimpair*d  she  rears  her  head. 
And  damns  alike  the  liting  and  the  dcad. 

Oft  have  I  known  thee,  Hogarth,  weak  and  Tato, 
T^ysclf  the  idol  of  thy  aukward  stniin, 
Through  the  diill  measure  of  a  snmmeHs  day, 
In  phrase  most  vile,  prate  long  long  houn  away, 
Whilst  friends  with  friends  all  gaping  sit,  and  gazę 
To  hear  a  Hogarth  babble  Hogarth^  praise, 
But  if  athwart  thee  interruption  came. 
And  mention^d  with  respect  some  ancient's  name^ 
Some  ancient*8  .name,  who  in  the  days  of  yore 
The  crown  of  Art  with  jreatcst  honour  wore, 
How  have  I  seen  thy  coward  cheek  tam  pale, 
And  blank  confusion  sei7:e  thy  mangled  tale ! 
How  hath  thy  jealousy  to  madness  grown. 
And  deem'd  his  praise  injurióus  to  thy  own ! 
Then  without  mercy  did  thy  wrath  make  way. 
And  arts  and  artists  all  became  thy  prey ; 
Then  didV  thou  trampie  on  establish'd  rulcs, 
And  proudly  leve!lM  al!  the  ancient  schoołs, 
Coodemn*d  those  works,  with  praise  throngfa  agef 

gracM, 
Which  yon  hftd  sever  ^een,  or  couM  opt  tsste, 
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**  Bat  wodd  manUnd  here  tni«  perfectioo  shown, 
It  muH  be  fouod  in  laberore  of  my  pwn. 
I  dare  to  cbaUenge  in  one  emg\e  piece, 
Th'  united  force  of  Italy  and  Oreece." 
Tby  eager  hand  Łhe  cartain  then  undrew. 
And  brought  the  boaited  maflter-piece  to  view. 
Spare  thy  remarks — say  not  a  single  word — 
Tlie  pictore  aeen,  why  is  the  painter  heard  ? 
Cali  not  up  shame  and  anger  in  our  cheeks ; 
Withont  a  coounent  SigiMnonda  speaks. 

Poor  Sigi«maiida !  what  a  fate  is  thine ! 
Drydęp,  the  great  high-priesŁ  of  all  the  Ninę, 
Reviv'd  tby  name,  gave  what  a  Mnse  could  gire. 
And  in  his  numben  bade  thy  niem*ry  lirę; 
6av8  thec  those  soft  sensations,  which  might  movQ 
And  warm  the  coldest  anchorite  to  lorę; 
Gave  thee  that  rirtue  which  could  curb  desire, 
Refine  and  consecrate  kire'8  headstrong  fire ; 
Gavc  thee  those  griefe  which  madę  the  Stoic  feel, 
And  caird  compassion  forth  frora  hearts  of  steel; 
Garc  thee  that  firmneas  which  our  Bex  may  shame, 
Aod  make  man  bow  to  wonmn'8  jaster  claim, 
So  that  our  teara,  which  from  compassioo  flow^ 
Seem  to  debase  thy  dignity  of  woe. 
But  O,  how  much  unlike!  howfaH'n !  how  chang^d ! 
Horn  much  finom  Naturę  and  berself  estrang'd ! 
How  totally  depriv'd  of  all  the  pow'rs 
To  show  her  fedings,  and  awakcn  onrs, 
Doth  Sigismunda  now  deroted  stand, 
The  heipleas  rictim  of  a  dauber^s  hand ! 

But  why,  my  łlogarth,  such  a  progress  madę, 
So  rare  a  pattem  for  the  sign-poet  trade, 
In  the  filii  force  aod  whirlwind  of  thy  pride, 
Why  was  hermc  painting  laid  aside  ? 
Why  is  it  not  resam'd  ?  Tby  friends  at  court, 
Men  ałl  in  place  and  pow'r,  crare  thy  support ; 
Be  grateful  then  for  oace,  and,  through  the  field 
Of  politics,  thy  epic  pencil  wield, 
Maintain  the  cause,  which  they,  good  lack !  arów, 
And  would  maintain  too,  but  they  know  not  tiow. 

Through  er'ry  pannfl  let  thy  yirtoe  tell 
How  Bnte  preraird,  how  Pitt  and  Tempie  fcU  ! 
How  Eoglatad^s  sons  (wbom  they  conspir'd  to  blett 
Against  our  wili,  inth  hEwrfent  suoccss)  ' 

Approre  their  fali,  and  with  addresses  run,    - 
How  got,  God  knowB,  to  hail  t^  Scottish  Sun ! 
Pwnt  out  our  famę  in  war,  when  rengeance,  hurlM 
From  the  stnmg  arm  of  Justice,  shook  the  world  ; 
Thine,  and  thy  country*s  honour  to  increase, 
Pbint  out  the  honours  of  succeeding  peace; 
Oor  moderałiorij  cfaristiati-łike,  .display, 
Show  what  we  gnt,  and  what  we  gare  away, 
In  oolours,  duli  and  heary  as  the  tale, 
Let  a  staŁe  chao«  through  the  whole  prerail. 

Bot,  of  erebts  regardless,  whilst  the  Musc, 
?erha^  with  too  much  beat,  her  thcmc  pursnes; 
Wfailst  her  quick  spirits  roose  at  Frecdoro^s  cali, 
And  ev>y  drop  of  bkMid  is  tum'd  to  gali ; 
Whibt  a  dear  country,  and  an  injnrM  friend, 
Urge  my  stnmg  anger  to  the  bitt*rest  end ; 
Wbilst  honest  trophies  to  rerenge  are  rais^d, 
Let  Dot  one  real  riitne  pass  unprais*d : 
Justice  with  equal  coune  bids  Satire  flow, 
Aod  lores  the  rirtue  of  her  greatest  foe. 

0 1  that  I  here  oould  that  rare  Yirtue  mean, 
Which  scoms  the  rule  of  Enry,  Pride,  and  Spleen, 
Which  springs  not  from  the  labonr^d  works  of  Arł, 
But  hatł>  its  rise  from  Naturę  in  the  heart, 
Which  in  itself  with  bappineas  is  crown^d. 
And  ipreads  with  joy  the  bleising  all  aroóod ! 


But  Truth  t>Vbld8,  and  in  these  simple  layF, 

Contented  «ith  a  difPrent  kind  of  praisc, 

Must  Hogarth  stand :  that  praise  which  Genius  gi  ves, 

In  which  to  latest  time  the  arłist  lires. 

But  not  the  man ;  which,  rightly  nndcrstood, 

May  make  us  groat,  but  cannot  make  us  goo<1 ; 

That  praise  be  Hogarth^s ;  fireely  Ict  him  wear 

The  wreath  which  Genius  wore,  and  jjlanted  thcre, 

Foe  as  I  am,  should  Enry  tear  it  down, 

Myself  woatd  labour  to  replace  the  crown. 

In  waiks  of  humour,  in  that  cast  of  style, 
Which,  probing  to  the  qnick,  yet  makes  us  smiie; 
In  comedy,  his  nafral  road  to  famc. 
Nor  let  me  cali  it  by  a  meaner  name, 
Where  a  begtnning,  middle,  and  an  end 
Are  aptly  join'd ;  where  parts  on  parts  depend, 
Each  madę  for  e&ch,  as  bodies  for  their  soul, 
So  as  to  form  one  trne  aód  perfect  whole, 
Where  a  plain  story  to  the  eye  is  told, 
Which  we  conceK-e  the  moment  we  behold, 
Hogarth  unrirall'd  slands,  and  shall  engagc 
UnriraU'd  praise  to  the  most  distant  age, 

How  could*st  thou  tlien  toshameperrersely  run. 
And  tread  that  path  which  Naturę  bade  thco.  shun  ? 
^Tiy  did  Ambition  orerieap  her  rules. 
And  thy  rast  parts  beoome  the  8\wrt  of  fools  ? 
By  diff^rent  methods  difTrent  men  ex('el. 
But  where  is  he  who  can  do  all  thinprs  well  ? 
Humour  thy  prorincc,  for  some  moiistróiis  crime 
Pride  struck  thee  with  the  phrenzy  of  sublime. 
But,  when  the  work  wis  finish^d,  could  tby  mind 
So  partia!  be,  and  to  herself  so  bliud, 
What  with  contempt  all  riew*d,  to  riew  with  awc. 
Nor  see  thoSe  faults  which  er*ry  blockhcad  saw  ? 
Blush,  thou  ram  niań,  and  if  desire  of  famo, 
Founded  on  real  art,  thy  thoughts  inflamc, 
To  quick  destruction  Sigismunda  girc. 
And  let  ber  mem^ry  die,  that  thine  may  Iivp. 

But  should  fond  Candour,  for  her  mercy  ^-ake, 
With  pity  riew,  artd  pardott  this  mistake ; 
Or  should  Oblirion,  to  thy  wish  most  kind, 
Wipe  off  that  staift,  nor  leare  one  tracę  bchind ; 
Of  arts  despis^dy  of  artists  by  thy  frown 
AuPdfromjutŁ  hopes,  of  lising  worłk  kepł  down, 
Of  all  thy  meanness  through  this  morUd  race, 
Can'st  thou  the  liring  memory  enise  ? 
Or  shall  not  rengeance  follow  to  the  g^are. 
And  gire  back  just  that  measure  which  you  gara  ? 
With  so  much  merit,  and  so  much  success, 
With  so  much  pow'r  to  curse,  so  much  to  hless, 
Would  he  hare  been  man*s  friend  instead  of  foe, 
Hogarth  had  been  a  little  God  below. 
Why  then,  Irke  sarage  giants,  famM  of  old, 
Of  wbom  in  scripture  story  we  are  told, 
Dost  thou  in  cruelty  that  strength  employ, 
Which  Naturę  meant  to  save,  not  lo  destroy? 
Why  dost  thou,  all  in  horrid  pomp  array^d. 
Sit  grinning  o^er  the  ruios  thou  hast  madę  ? 
Most  rank  Ill-nature  mu^t  applaud  thy  art ; 
But  ereu  candour  must  condemn  thy  heart. 

For  me,  who  warm  and  zealous  for  my  friend, 
In  spite  of  railing  tlionsands,  will  commcnd. 
And,  no  less  warm  and  zealous  'gainst  my  foes. 
Spite  of  commending  thousands,  will  oppose, 
I  dare  thy  worst,  with  scom  behold  thy  ragę, 
But  with  an  eyc  of  pity  riew  thy  age ; 
Thy  feeble  age,  in  wh'ch,  as  in  a  glass. 
We  see  how  men  to  dissolution  pass. 
Thou  wretcked  being,  wbom,  on  Reason*s  plan, 
So  chaog'd,  so  lost,  I  caanot  cali  a  man, 
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\^'hat  could  persuade  tbee,  at  this  time  of  life. 
To  lanrh  afresh  into  Łhe  sea  of  sŁrife  ? 
Better  for  thce,  scarce  crawling  on  the  earthy 
Almofit  as  much  a  chi 'd  as  at  thy  birth, 
To  have  reslgn'd  in  peace  thy  parting  breatby 
Aod  sunk  unnoticM  ia  the  arms  of  Death. 
Why  woułd  thy  grey,  grey  hairs  resentment  braTe, 
Thus  to  go  down  with  sorrow  to  the  grave  ? 
Now,  by  my  doul,  it  makes  me  blush  to  know 
My  spirits  could  descend  to  such  a  fbe. 
Whatevcr  cause  tbe  veng«ance  migbt  proToke, 
It  seems  rank  cowardice  to  give  the  stroke. 

Surę  'tis  a  curse  which  angry  Fates  impcrtCi 
To  mortify  nian'8  arrogaoce,  that  those 
Who  're  fasbion^d  of  some  better  sort  of  clay. 
Much  sooner  than  the  common  herd  decay. 
What  bitter  pangs  must  humble  Genius  feel, 
In  their  last  hours,  to  view  a  Swift  and  Steele  ? 
How  must  tll«boding  horrours  fili  her  breast, 
When  she  beholds  men,  markM  above  the  rest 
For  qualities  most  dear,  pluDg*d  from  that  height, 
And  sunk,  dcepsunk,  in  second  childhood^s  nigbt? 
Are  men,  indced,  such  things,  and  are  the  best 
Morc  subject  to  this  evil,  than  the  rest, 
To  dnvel  out  wholc  years  of  ideot  breath^ 
And  sit  the  raonumcnts  of  łiving  death  ? 
O,  galling  circumstance  to  human  pride  ! 
Abasing  thought,  but  not  to  be  dcnied  ! 
With  curious  art  the  brain  too  f&nely  wrongbt, 
Preys  on  herself,  and  is  dcstroyM  by  thought. 
Constant  altention  wears  the  active  mind, 
Blots  out  her  pow*rs  and  lcave8  a  blank  ochind. 
But  let  not  yoath,  to  insolence  aiłied, 
In  hcat  of  biood,  in  fuli  career  of  pride, 
Posse8s'd  of  genius,  with  unhaltowM  ragę, 
Mock  the  infirmities  of  rev*rend  age. 
The  grt^atest  genius  to  this  fate  may  bow  $ 
Keyoolds,  in  time,  may  be  like  Hogarth  now. 
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WiTR  eager  search  to  dart  the  sou], 
Curiously  vain,  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  from  the  planets*  wandVing  spheret 
T*  extort  the  number  of  our*year8. 
And  whetber  all  those  years  shall  flow 
Sereneły  smooth,  and  free  from  woe, 
Or  rude  mtsfortune  shall  deform 
Our  life,  with  one  continual  storm  ; 
Or  if  the  scenę  shall  motley  be, 
Altemate  joy  and  misery  j 
Is  a  desire,  which,  morę  or  less, 
AU  men  must  feel,  though  few  coafesa. 
Hence,  ev*ry  place  and  ev'ry  age 
Affords  subsistence  to  the  sagę, 
Who,  free  from  this  i^orld  and  its  caresi 
Holds  an  acquaintance  witb  thestars, 
From  whom  he  gains  intetligence 
Of  thmgs  to  corae  some  ages  hence, 
Which  uuU)  friends,  at  easy  rates, 
Ue  readily  communicates. 

At  its  ńrst  rise,  which  all  agree  (m, 
Tbitf  noble  scic  nce  was  Chaldean, 


That  ancient  people,  as  they  fed 
Their  flocks  upon  the  mountain*s  head, 
Gaz'd  on  the  stars,  observ'd  their  motkMii* 
And  suck'd  in  astrologie  notions, 
Which  they  so  eagerly  pursue, 
As  folks  are  apt  whatc'er  is  new, 
That  tRthgs  below  at  random  rove, 
Whilst  tliey  Ve  consulting  things  abo^e ; 
And  when  they  now  so  poor  were  grown, 
That  they  'd  no  houses  of  their  own, 
Tłiey  madę  bold  with  their  friends  the  staisi 
And  prudently  madę  usc  of  theiHs. 

To  Egypt  from  Chaldee  it  trareird. 
And  Fate  at  Memphis  was  unraTeU*d : 
Th'  esotic  science  soon  stnick  root. 
And  flourishM  into  high  repute. 
Each  ieamed  priest,  O  strange  to  teil ! 

I  Could  circles  make,  and  cast  a  spell ; 
Could  read  and  write,  and  taught  the  nation 
The  holy  art  of  divination. 
Nobles  themsdYcs,  for  at  that  time 
Knowledge  in  nobles  was  no  crime, 
Could  talk  as  Ieamed  as  the  priest, 
And  prophesy  as  much  at  least. 
Hcnce  all  the  fortune-telling  crew, 
Whose  crafty  skiil  mars  Natun^s  huc, 
Who,  in  vile  tatters,  with  smirch*d  face. 
Run  up  and  down  finom  place  to  place. 
To  gratify  their  friends'  desires, 
From  Bampfield  Carew  to  Mol)  Sąiiires, 
Are  rightly  tcrm^d  Egyptians  all ; 
Whom  we,  mistaking,  Gipsies  calh 

The  Grecian  sages  borrow*d  this,    ■ 
As  they  did  other  sciences, 
From  fertile  Egypt,  though  Łhe  loan 
They  had  not  honóty  to  own. 
Uodona^s  oaks,  insptr^d  by  Jove, 
A  Ieamed  and  prophetic  grove, 
Tum*d  ^getable  necromanceis, 
AikI  to  all  oomers  gave  their  answers: 
At  Delphos,  to  ApoUo  dear^ 
All  men  the  voice  of  Fate  might  hear; 
Each  subtle  priest  on  three-leggM  stooł. 
To  take  in  wise  men,  play^d  the  fooL 
A  mystery,  so  madę  for  gain, 
£'en  now  in  fashion  must  reroain. 
Enthusiasts  never  will  let  drop 
What  brings  such  busniess  to  their  shop. 
And  that  great  saint  we  Whitefield  cali, 
Keeps  up  the  humbug  spiritual. 

Among  the  Romans,  not  a  bird, 
Without  a  prophecy  was  heard ; 
Fortunes  of  empires  often  hung 
On  the  magician  magpie'8  tongnę, 
And  ey^ry  crow  was  to  the  state 
A  surę  interpreter  of  Fate. 
Prophets,  embodied  in  a  college, 
(Time  out  of  mind  your  seat  of  knowledgf« 
For  genius  iiever  fruit  can  bear 
Uniess  it  first  is  płanted  there, 
And  so]id  leaming  uerer  falis 
Without  the  Tei^c  of  college  walls) 
Infailible  accounts  wouid  keep 
When  it  was  best  to  watch  or  sleep^ 
To  eat  or  drink,  to  go  or  stay. 
And  when  to  figbt  or  run  away ; 
When  matters  were  for  action  ripe^ 
By  looking  at  a  double  tripe ; 
When  emperon»  would  liTe  or  die, 
They  ip  aa  tĘs^t  tkuU  oould  spy  i 
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When  gen'rals  wouM  Łheir  station  keep, 
Or  tani  their  backs,  in  hearłs  ofsheep, 
In  matten,  whether  smali  or  great, 
In  pnvaŁe  familirs  or  stato, 
As  amougst  us,  the  holy  seer 
Officioiuly  would  interferc, 
With  pioas  arts  and  revVend  skill 
Would  bend  lay  bigots  to  his  will, 
Wotttd  help  or  injure  fo€s  or  fricnds, 
Just  as  it  8erv'd  his  priTate  ends. 
\Vhetbcr  in  honnst  way  of  tradc, 
Traps  for  Tirgtnity  werc^  laid, 
Or  rf,  to  make  their  party  great, 
Debłgns  were  form-d  against  the  state, 
Regardless  of  the  common  weal, 
By  infrest  led,  which  tbey  cali  zeal, 
Into  the  8ca)e  was  always  thrown 
The  will  of  Heav'n  to  back  iheir  own, 

England,  a  happy  land  we  know, 
Where  foUies  natu rally  grow ; 
Where  without  cułture  thcy  arise. 
And  towV  aboTe  the  common  size ; 
Eogland  a  fortune-telling  hoet, 
As  nam'rous  as  the  stars,  could  boast ; 
Matrons,  who  toss  the  cup,  and  see 
The  groonds  of  Fate  in  grounda  of  tea ; 
Who  TersM  in  ev*ry  modest  lorc, 
Can  a  lost  maidenhead  rcstore, 
Or,  if  their  pupiU  rather  choose  it, 
Can  show  the  readiest  way  to  lose  it; 
Gipsies,  who  e?*ry  iH  can  cure, 
£xcept  the  ill  of  being  poor  } 
Who  charms  *gainst  lore  and  agues  selK 
Who  can  in  henroost  set  a  spell, 
PreparM  by  arts,  to  them  best  known, 
To  catch  all  feet  except  their  own ; 
Who  as  to  fortunę  can  uniock  it, 
As  easily  as  pick  a  pocket ; 
ScoŁchmcn  who,  in  their  coimtry*5  right, 
Pbsaess  the  gift  of  second-sight, 
"Wbo  (when  their  barren  heaths  tbey  quit|^ 
Surę  argnment  of  prudenl  wit, 
Which  reputation  to  maintain, 
They  never  venture  back  agatn) 
By  Ues  prophetic  heap  np  riches. 
And  boast  the  luxary  of  breeches. 

Amongst  the  rest,  in  former  years, 
Campbell,  illustrious  name,  ap]>eans, 
Great  bero  of  futurity, 
Who,  hlindt  could  ev*ry  thing  ybrejw, 
Who,  dumb,  could  ev»ry  thing  forełely 
Who,  Fate  with  equity  to  sell, 
Always  dealt  out  the  will  of  Heayen 
According  to  v^hat  price  was  given« 

Of  Scottish  race,  in  Highiands  bom, 
P(iaes8'd  with  native  pride  and  scom, 
He  hither  came,  by  custom  led. 
To  corse.  the  hands  which  gaye  hiin  bread. 
With  want  of  truth,  and  want  of  sense, 
Amply  madę  up  by  impadence, 
(A  mecedoneum,  which  ii^e  find 
In  common  use  with  all  mankind) 
Care»*d  and  favoarM  too  by  those, 
Whose  heart  with  patriot  ftelings  glowst} 
Who  foulislily,  where'er  dispersM, 
Still  place  their  native  conntry  fint ; 
(For  Englishmen  alone  have  sense 
To  gire  a  stranger  preference, 
Wkilst  modest  m^rit  of  their  ow.n 
b  left  in  pover^  to  groan) 


Campbell  foretold  just  what  he  wou*d,. 

And  Icft  the  stars  to  make  it  good  ; 

On  wham  he  had  impressM  such  awe. 

His  dictatrs  curront  pa^sM  for  law ; 

Siibmi<;sive  all  his  empire  own'd  : 

No  star  durst  smile,  when  Campbell  fn}waV)» 

This  sa^e  deceasM,  for  all  mijst  die. 
And  CampbelPs  no  morę  safe  than  I, 
No  morę  than  I  can  ^uard-  the  heart, 
Wheu  Death  shall  hurl  the  feital  dart, 
Siiccceded  ripe  in  nrt  and  years, 
Another  far^rite  of  the  spheres; 
Anothcr  ańd  anołher  came, 
Of  eqiial  skill,  and  equal  famę ; 
As  whitc  cach  wand,  as  black  each  gown, 
As  long  each  beard,  as  witie  each  frown  ^ 
In  ev'ry  thing  so  like,  you  'd  swear, 
Campbell  himself  was  sitting  thcre. 
To  ali  the  happy  art  was  known. 
To  tell  our  ibitunes,  make  ikeir  awn* 

Seated  in  garret,  for  yon  know, 
The  nearer  to  the  stars  we  go, 
The  grcatcr  we  esteem  his  ait, 
Fools  curious  flóck*d  from  evcry  part. 
The  rich,  the  poor,  the  maid,  the  married. 
And  those  who  could  not  walk,  were  carried. 

The  butler,  hanging  down  his  head, 
By  chamber-maid^  or  cook-nuad  led, 
Inquires,  if  from  his  friend  the  Moon, 
Ile  has  advicc  of  pilferM  spoon. 

The  court-bred  woman  of  oonditioń, 
(W^ho,  to  approve  ber  disponition. 
As  much  superior  as  her  birth 
To  those  compos'd  of  common  earth^ 
With  double  spirit  must  engage 
In  ev'ry  folly  of  the  age) 
The  honourable  arts  would  bny, 
To  pack  the  cards,  and  cog  a  die. 

The  bero  (who  for  brawn  and  face 
May  claim  right  hononrable  place 
Amongst  the  chiefs  of  Buicher  How^ 
Who  might  some  thirty  years  ago^ 
If  we  may  be  allow^d  to  gness 
At  his  employment  by  his  dress, 
Put  med'cines  óff  from  cart  or  stage^ 
The  grand  Toscano  of  the  age, 
Or  might  about  the  countries  gO|, 
High  steward  of  a  puppet-show, 
Stenoard  and  ttewardthip  most  meet^ 
For  all  know  puppełs  never  eat ; 
Who  would  he  thonghi  (though,  iave  the  ńiark* 
That  point  is  something  in  the  dark) 
The  man  ofhonour,  one  like  those 
Renown'd  in  story,  who  lov'd  blows 
Better  than  Yictuals,  and  would  flght, 
Merely  for  sport,  from  mom  to  night ; 
Who  treads,  like  MaTors  firm,  whose  tongue 
Is  with  the  triple  thunder  hung ; 
Who  cries  to  Fear — "  Stand  off— aloof-^ 
And  taiks  as  he  were  cannon-proof ; 
Would  be  deemM  ready,  when  you  list, 
With  sword  aud  pistol,  stick  and  fist, 
C^areless  of  points,  balls,  broises,  knocks, 
At  once  to  fence,  fire,  cndgel,  box. 
But  at  the  same  time  beare  about, 
Wrthin  himself,  some  touch  of  doubt, 
Ofprudenł  doubt,  which  hinta-— that  fkme 
Is  nothing  but  aa  empty  name ; 
That  life  is  ńghtly  nndenloo4 
By  all  to  be  a  real  good; 
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That,  even  in  a  hero^s  heart, 

Discrełion  is  the  better  part ; 

That  this  same  honour  may  be  won. 

And  yet  no  kind  of  ilanger  run, 

Like  Drugger  comesi  that  magie  pow'rs 

May  aacertain  his  luckjf  hours. 

For  At  somc  hours  the  fickłe  damę 

Whom  Fortune  properly  we  name, 

Who  ne'er  considers  wrong  or  right, 

When  wante<{  most  plays  ieast  in  sight. 

And,  irke  a  mo<lern  courł-bred  jWt, 

Leaves  her  chief  fav*ritcs  in  a  tiłt. 

Some  hour»  there  are,  when  from  the  heart 

Couragc  into  some  oUter  part» 

No  matter  wherefore,  makes  retreat. 

And  fear  usuq>s  the  vaeaM  seat ; 

Whencc  ptanet-strttck  we  o(len  find 

Stuarts  and  Sackrilles  of  mankind. 

Further  he  'd  know  (and  by  his  art 
A  conjui^r  can  that  impart) 
Whether  politer  it  is  reckon'd 
To  have  or  not  to  have  a  secocid» 
To  drag  the  friends  in,  or  alone 
To  make  the  dauger  all  their  own  ; 
Whether  repletion  is  not  bad, 
And  fighters  with  fuli  stomachs  mad  i 
Whether  befjre  be  seeks  the  plaiu, 
It  werc  not  well  to  breathe  a  veiu  $ 
Whether  a  gcntie  salivation, 
Consłstently  with  reputation, 
Might  not  of  precious  use  be  found. 
Not  to  prevent  indeed  a  wound,    , 
But  to  pre\'ent  the  cooseqnence 
Which  oftentimes  arises  thence, 
Those  ferers,  which  the  patient  urge  on 
To  gates  of  death,  by  help  of  surgeon ; 
Whether  a  wind  at  east  or  west 
Is  ioT  green  wounds  acoounted  best ; 
Whether  (was  he  to  choose)  his  mouth 
Should  point  towards  the  north  or  southj 
Whether  morę  safely  he  might  nse, 
On  these  occasioos,  pumps  or  shoes  i 
Whether  it  better  is  to  fight 
By  sun-shine^  or  by  candle-light ; 
Or  (lest  a  candle  should  appear 
Too  mean  to  shine  in  suoh  a  spherc^ 
For  who  would  of  a  candle  tell 
To  light  a  hero  into  Heli, 
And  Test  the  Sun  should  partial  ris^ 
To  dazzle  one  or  t'  other*s  eyes, 
Or  one  or  t'  otber's  bratns  to  scorch) 
Might  not  (lamę  Luna  bold  a  torch  ? 

These  points  with  dignjty  discussM 
And^  gravely  fix'd,  a  ta&k  which  must 
Reąuire  no  little  time  aud  paios, 
To  make  our  hearts  friends  with  our  brain^ 
The  man  of  war  would  next  engage 
The  kind  assistance  of  the  sagę, 
Some  preTious  method  to  direi^t, 
Which  should  make  theae  of  nonę  effeot. 
Could  he  not,  from  the  mystic  eciiool 
Of  Art,  produce  some  sftcred  rule^ 
By  which  a  knowtedge  might  be  got, 
Whether  men  valiant  were,  or  not, 
So  he  that  challenges  might  wrHe 
Oniy  to  those  who  would  not  fight  ? 

Or  could  he  not  some  way  dispensei 
By  help  of  which  (witliout  offenoe 
To  HonouTf  whose  nioe  naturę  's  sucb, 
She  scarce  endures  the  slightest  toucb) 


When  he  for  want  of  t'  otfaer  rule 
Misfakes  his  man,  and,  like  a  fool, 
With  some  vain  iighting  blade  gets  ii^ 
He  fairly  may  get  out  again  ? 

Or,  should  some  demon  lay  a  schemc 
To  drive  him  to  the  last  extreme, 
So  that  he  must  confess  his  fears, 
In  mercy  to  his  nose  and  ears, 
^ind  like  a  prudent  recreant  knigfat, 
Rathcr  do  any  thing  tban  fight, 
Could  he  not  some  expedient  buy 
To  keep  his  sfaame  from  public  eye  ? 
For  well  he  held,  and  meo  review, 
Nlne  in  ten  hołd  the  maxim  too, 
That  Honour's  like  a  maidenheadf 
Which  if  in  private  brought  to  bed, 
Is  nonę  the  worse,  but  walks  the  town, 
Ke'er  lost,  until  the  loss  be  known. 

The  parson  too  (for  now  and  tbea 
Parsons  are  just  like  otber  men. 
And  here  and  there  a  gratte  divine 
Has  passions  such  as  your^s  or  minę) 
Buming  with  fioly  lust  to  know 
When  Fąte  preferraent  will  bestow, 
'Fraid  of  detection,  not  of  un, 
With  circumspection  sneaking  in 
To  cenfror,  as  he  does  to  u>boref 
Through  some  by-alley,  or  back-door» 
With  the  same  caution  orłhodos 
Consults  fhe  gtart,  and  gets  a^MNr. 

The  citizen,  in  fraud  grown  old, 
Who  knows  no  deity  but  gold, 
Wom  out,  Jind  gaspii^  oow  for  breatl^ 
A  med'cine  wants  to  keep  t^death  ; 
Would  know,  if  that  he  oannot  have, 
What  coins  are  current  in  the  grave ; 
If,  when  the  stocks  (wh.ch  by  kis  pow'r 
Would  rise  or  fali  in  half  an  bour, 
For,  though  untbought  of  and  unseen, 
He  work*d  the  springs  behind  the  skreeu) 
By  kis  direutions  came  about. 
And  rosę  to  par,  be  should  sell  out; 
Whether  he  safely  might,  or  no, 
Rcpiace  it  in  the  funds  beiow. 

By  all  addressM,  beUevM,  and  paid> 
Many  pursu'd  the  thńYing  trad^^ 
And,  great  in  reputation  grown, 
SuccessiTe  held  the  magie  throue. 

IFaYour^d  by  ev'ry  darling  passion, 
The  loye  of  no^elty  and  fiuhioa, 
Ambition,  av*rice,  lust,  and  pride, 
Riches  pour'd  in  on  ev*ry  side. 
But  when  the  pntdent  laws  thought  6% 
To  curb  this  insolence  of  wit; 
When  senates  wisely  had  pra^ided, 
Decreed,  enacted,  and  decided, 
That  no  snch  yile  aad  upstart  dres 
Should  have  morę  knowledge  than  themaelves; 
When  fines  and  penalties  were  laid 
To  stop  the  progress  of  the  trade, 
And  stars  no  longer  could  dispense, 
With  honour f  further  iofluenoe, 
And  wizards  (which  must  be  confest 
Was  of  more  force  than  all  the  rest) 
No  certain  way  to  tell  had  got, 
Which  were  informers,  and  which  not  i 
Afirighted  sages  were,  peribrce, 
ObligM  to  steer  somc  oiher  course. 
By  Tarious  ways,  these  toits  qfe/uuK$ 
Their  fortunes  labour^d  to  adrance^ 
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Weil  Icnowing,  by  anerriof^  raks, 

Knaves  starvc  not  in  the  iand  qf/bols, 
Some,  with  hij^h  titles  «ncl  degrees, 

Which  wise  men  borrow  when  tfaey  plesse, 

WiŁhout  or  trouble  or  expense, 

Physicians  instantly  commetioo. 

And  proudly  boast  an  eqttal  skill 

With  tbose  who  ciaim  the  rigkt  to  kilL 
Others  about  tbe  ootmtries  roam^ 

(For  not  one  thought  of  going  kornej 

With  pi^ol  and  adopted  le^ 

Pfepar*d  at  once  to  rob  or  beg. 
Some,  tbe  morę  mibtle  of  their  race, 

(Wbo  felt  some  tooch  of  eoward  grace, 

Wbo  Tybum  to  avoid  had  ifrit, 

Bat  never  fearM  desery-ing  it) 

Came  to  their  brołher  SRiotlct'8  aid, 

And  carrifd  on  the  crttic  trade. 
AttachM  td  letten;  and  the  Muse, 

Some  venes  wiote,  and  some  wrote  news ; 

Tkose  each  reToUing  mootb  are  seen, 

The  heroes  of  a  Magttine ; 

Tkue,  ev^ry  moming,  grcat  appear 

In  Ledger,  or  in  Gazetteer ; 

Spreading  the  falsehoods  of  tb«  day 

By  tums  for  Faden  and  for  Say : ' 

Like  Swiss,  their  fdrce  is  always  laid 

On  that  side  where  they  best  are  pakL 

HoKC  nfłighty  prodigtes  arise. 

And  daily  monsterę  strike  our  eyes; 
tfondcrsy  to  propegate  the  trade. 
Morę  strange  than  evcr  Baker  madę, 

Are  hawk*d  about  from  street  to  Street, 

And  fools  belieye,  whiist  liars  eat. 
Nuw  armics  iu  the  air  engage,    / 

To  fright  a  superstitious  age ; 

łJow  oomets  throngh  the  ether  rangę, 

In  govemments  portending  change, 

Now  rivers  to  the  ocean  fly 

So  quick  they  leaye  their  chanHels  df  y  5 

Now  monstrous  whalcs  on  Lambeth  sbore 

Drrok  the  Thames  dry,  and  thirst  for  morę ; 

And  cv*ry  now  and  then  appcars 

An  Irisb  savage  numb^ring  years 

Morę  than  those  happy  sages  con'd, 

Wbo  drew  their  breath  before  the  Flood, 

Now,  to  the  wonder  of  all  people, 

A  ckureh  is  left  without  a  słeeple ; 

A  tieeple  now  is  left  in  łnrch. 

And  moums  d^mrture  of  the  ckurck, 

Which,  borne  on  wings  of  migfaty  windy 

RemoT*d  a  fuiiong  off  we  find. 

Now,  wrath  on  ealde  to  diseharge, 

Hailstooes  as  deadly  ftiH,  and  largo 

As  thtKe  which  wcre  on  Egypt  seiit, 

At  once  their  crime  and  punishment ; 

Or  those  which,  as  the  prophet  writes, 

Feli  oq  the  necks  of  Amorites, 

When,  stnick  with  wonder  and  amaze, 

The  &in  suspended,  stay*d  to  gazę. 

And,  from  ber  duty  longer  kept, 

In  Ajalon  his  sist^r  slcpt 

Bot  if  soch  things  no  morę  <nigage 
TTie  taste  of  a  politer  age, 
To  help  them  out  in  time  of  need, 
AnoŁher  Tofls  mtist  fnbbitt  brecd. 
Each  pregnant  female  trembling  hears, 
AnH,  ovcfcome  with  spleen  and  feai"s, 
Consnlts  her  faithfuf  gla<ts  no  morc, 
P9t  n^41y  bounding  Q'er  tbe  tor^ 


I  Feels  hairs  all  o*er  her  body  grow. 
By  Fancy  turnM  into  a  doe. 
Now  to  promote  their  private  ends, 
Naturę  her  nsua!  com^sc  suspends, 
And  varics  from  the  stated  plan, 
ObservM  eVr  t^ince  the  world  began. 
Fodies  (which  foolłshly  we  thoaght. 
By  Custom's  scrvilo  maxims  taught, 
Needed  a  reg\łlar  snpply. 
And  without  noiirishnient  must  dic) 
With  craving  app<;titcs  and  sense 
Of  hunger  easiiy  dispense. 
And,  pliant  to  łheir  wondrous  skill,^ 
Are  taught,  like  watches^  to  stand  stiłl 
UninJHr*dt  for  a  month  or  morę ; 
Then  go  on  as  thny  did  before. 
The  novel  takes,  the  tale  succeeds, 
Amply  supplies  itł  author's  needs. 
And  Betty  Canning  is  at  least, 
With  Gascoync's  help,  a  san  months'  feaft 

Whiist  in  contempt  of  all  our  pains, 
The  tyrant  Superstition  reigiis 
Imperious  in  the  heart  of  man, 
And.warps  his  thou«:hts  from  Natare*s  plan : 
Whiist  fond  Credulity  who  ne*er 
Tne  weight  of  wholesome  doobts  oould  bear. 
To  Rea^on  and  herself  nnjust, 
Takes  all  things  blindly  npon  trust ; 
Whiist  Curiosity,  whose  ragc 
No  mercy  shows  to  sex  or  age, 
Must  be  induIgM  at  the  expense 
Ofjudfrmenłf  truth^  and  common-ien$e  ; 
Impostures  cannot  but  prevail, 
And  when  old  miracles  grow  stale, 
Jugglers  will  stiłl  the  art  pursue, 
And  entcrtain  the  world  with  nexo. 

For  them,  obedient  to  their  will. 
And  tremblhig  at  their  mighty  skill. 
Sad  spirits,  summonM  from  the  tomb, 
Glide  glaring  ghastly  thrmigh  the  gloom, 
In  all  the  usual  pomp  of  storms, 
In  horrid  customary  forms, 
A  wolf,  a  bear,  a  hor«e,  an  ape, 
As  Fcar  and  Fancy  give  them  shape, 
Tormented  with  dcspair  and  pain, 
They  roar,  they  yell,  and  clank  the  chain. 
Folly  and  Ouilt  (for  Guilt,  howe*er 
The  face  of  Courage  it  may  wear, 
Is  still  a  eoward  at  the  heart) 
At  fear-creatcd  phantoms  start 
The  pritet,  that  very  woni  impliei 
That  he*s  both  innoccnt  and  wise, 
Yet  fears  to  travel  in  the  dark, 
Unless  escorted  by  bis  cltrk. 

But  let  not  evVy  bungler  deem 
Too  lightly  of  so  deep  a  scheme : 
For  reputation  of  the  art, 
Each  ghost  must  act  a  proper  part, 
Observc  decorum*s  needful  grace, 
And  keep  the  laws  of  thne  and  placet 
Must  change,  with  happy  vańation. 
His  manners  with  his  situation ; 
What  in  the  country  mtgbt  pass  down, 
Would  be  impertinent  in  town. 
No  spirit  ofdiscreŁion  hcre 
Can  think  of  breeding  awe  and  fear, 
Twill  serve  the  purpose  morę  by  half 
To  make  the  congregation  langh. 
}Ve  Want  no  ensigns  of  snrprise, 
I/)c](s  sU^  with  gore,  ąnd  |ąqcer  tftu  | 
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Give  us  an  entertainjng  spriłe, 

Oentle,  familia r,  and  polite, 

One  who  appears  in  sucb  a  form 

As  migbt  an  holy  hcniiit  warm, 

Or  who  on  fornier  schemes  reiines. 

And  oniy  tal  k:)- by  soundii  and  sigus, 

Wbo  will  not  to  the  eye  appear, 

But  pays  ber  visłts  to  the  ear. 

And  knocks  so  gently,  ^twould  not  fright 

A  lady  in  the  darkest  night. 

Such  is  our  Fanny,  w  bose  good-will, 

Which  cannut  in  the  grave  lie  stillj 

Brings  ber  on  earth  to  entertain 

Herfrieuds  and  1oven  in  Cock  Lane. 


BOOK  II. 


A  SACRSD  standard  rule  we  imd. 
By  poets  held  time  out  of  miudy 
To  oflfer  at  Apollo*s  sbrine, 
And  cali  on  one,  or  all  the  Nlne. 

Ilłis  custom,  througb  a  bigot  zeal, 
Which  fnoderas  ofjine  taste  must  feel 
For  tbose  wbo  wrote  in  days  of  yore, 
Adopted  stands  like  many*  morę, 
Thongh  ev'ry  cause,  which  then  conspir*4 
To  make  it  practis^d  and  admir'd, 
Yielding  to  Time^s  destructiTe  course. 
For  ages  past  hatb  lost  its  force. 

With  ancient  bards,  an  invocatton 
Was  a  true  act  of  adoration, 
Of  worship  an  essential  part. 
And  not  a  formal  piece  of  arty 
Of  paltry  readmg  a  paradę, 
A  duli  solemnity  in  trade, 
A  pions  fever,  taiight  to  bum  - 
An  hour  or  two,  to  serve  a  turo. 

They  talk'd  not  of  Castalian  springs, 
By  way  of  saying  pretiy  things, 
As  toe  drcss  out  onr  flimsy  rhymes ; 
'Twas  the  religion  of  the  łhnes, 
And  tbcy  believ'd  that  htjiy  stream  , 
With  greater  force  madę  Fancy  teem, 
Reckon*d  by  all  a  truć  specific 
To  make  the  barren  brain  proliiic : 
7%us  Romish  church  (a  pcheme  which  beam 
Not  half  80  much  excuse  as  theirs) 
Since  iiiith  rmplicitly  hath  taugbt  her, 
ReTercs  the  force  of  holy  voater. 

The  pagan  system,  whether  true 
Or  false,  its  stren^h,  like  bfuildingip  drev 
From  many  parts  disposM  to  bear, 
In  one  great  whole,  their  proper  share, 
Each  god  of  ermnent  degree 
To  some  Tast  beam  compar^d  might  be  ; 
Each  godling  was  a  peg,  or  ratber 
A  cramp,  to  keep  the  beamt  together; 
And  mau  as  safely  might  pretend 
From  Joye  the  thunder-bolł  to  rend, 
As  with  an  impions  pride  aspire 
To  rob  Apollo  of  his  Łyre, 
•  With  settled  faith  and  pious  awe, 
BstablishM  by  the  voice  of  law, 
Tken  poets  to  the  Muses  came. 
And  fiom  their  altars  caught  Uie  flame* 
Genius,  with  Phoebus  for  his  guide, 
The  Muse  ascending  by  bis  side, 
With  tow'ring  pinions  dar^d  to  soar, 
Where  eye  could  scarcely  straia  before. 


But  why  should  we,  who  cannoi  feel 
These  glowings  of  a  pagan  zealy 
That  wild  entfttuiasttc  fjrce. 
By  which,  above  her  common  comne. 
Naturę,  in  ecstasy  up-boroe, 
LookM  down  on  earthly  things  with  soom  | 
Who  baTc  no  morę  regard,  'tis  koown. 
For  tketT  religion  than  our  oam, 
And  feel  not  half  so  fierce  a  flame 
At  Ciio^s  as  at  Fisher^s  name ; 
Wbo  know  the<:e  boasbed  taered  itream» 
Werę  merc  romantic  idle  dreams, 
7*hat  Thames  bas  waters  elear  as  thoao 
Which  on  the  top  of  Pindus  roae. 
And  that  the  fancy  to  refine, 
Water  's  not  half  so  good  as  winę; 
fVho  knowy  if  profit  strikes  our  eye, 
Should  we  drink  Helicon  quite  dry, 
Th'  whole  foustain  would  not  tbither  lead 
So  soon  as  one  poor  jug  from  Tweed  ^ 
Who,  if  to  raise  poetic  fire, 
The  pow*r  of  beauty  we  reąuire, 
In  any  public  place  can  yiew 
Morę  than  the  Grecians  ever  knew  ; 
If  Wit  into  the  scalę  is  thrown» 
Can  boast  a  l>?nno)c  of  our  own  ; 
Why  should  vd«  seryile  customs  cboose^ 
And  court  an  antiquaied  Muse  f 
No  matter  why — to  ask  a  reason^ 
In  pedant  bigotry  is  treasoD. 

In  the  broad,  be4iteo,  turnpike-Toad 
Of  haekney^d  panegyric  ode, 
No  modern  poei  dares  to  ride 
Without  Apollo  by  his  side. 
Nor  in  a  sonnet  take  the  air, 
Unless  bis  lady  Muse  be  there. 
She,  from  some  amaranihbM  gnire^ 
Where  little  Lores  and  Graces  Tove, 
The  laurel  to  my  lord  must  bear, 
Or  garlands  make  for  rohyres  to  wear; 
Shei  with  soft  elegiac  yerse, 
Must  ^grace  some  mighły  villam*s  heaise; 
Or  for  some  i^fańfy  doom'd  by  Fate 
To  wallow  in  a  large  estate, 
With  rhymos  the  cradle  must  adons 
To  tell  tbe  worłd  a/oo/  is  boro. 

fSince  then  our  critic  lords  especŁ 
No  hardy  poet  should  re)ect 
Establish^d  maxims,  or  presnme 
To  place  much  better  in  their  rooi% 
By  natare  fearful,  I  sabmit. 
And  in  this  dearth  of  sense  and  wit* 
With  nothing  done,  and  HUle  said, 
(By  wild  escursiye  Fancy  led, 
Into  a  second  book  thns  for, 
Like  some  nnwary  trateller, 
Whom  Taried  scenes  of  wood  ftud  lawn, 
With  treacherous  dełight,  haye  drawn^ 
Deluded  from  his  purpóe'd  way, 
Whom  ey^ry  step  leads  morę  astray ; 
Who  gazing  round  can  no  where  spy, 
Or  house,  or  fiiendiy  cottage  nigh. 
And  resolution  seems  to  lack 
To  yenture  forward  or  go  back) 
Inyoke  some  goddess  to  desoend. 
And  help  me  to  my  jouniey's  end. 
Though  conscious  Arrow  all  the  whila 
Hears  the  petition  with  a  smile, 
Before  the  glass  her  charms  unfold^ 
And  ia  herselfmy  Muse  bebolds. 


THE  OHOST.    BOOK  II. 


301 


Trath*  goddeas  of  celeitial  birth, 
3at  tittle  Iov'd,  or  known  on  Earth, 
Whoae  pow*r  bat  eełdom  rules  the  heart, 
Whose  name,  with  bypocritic  art, 
Aa  emuit  stalkiog-hone  ta. madę, 
A  soug  pretence  to  drive  a  trade, 
An  insiniment  comenicnt  grown 
To  plant,  morę  firmiy,  Falsefaood^s  thrane, 
As  rebels  vanii8h  o*er  tbeir  caose 
With  specious  colouriog  of  laws, 
And  pious  trahors  draw  the  knife 
lo  the  king^s  name  against  his  /'/e  ; 
Wbether  (from  cities  twe  away, 
Whenjraud  And  faisehood  scom  tby  sway) 
The  fiaitbful  nyDiph's  and  shepherd^s  pride, 
With  Love  and  Yirtue  by  tby  side, 
Yoor  boun  in  banniess  joys  are  spent 
Amoogst  tbe  children  of  Coótent ; 
Or,  fiond  of  gaiety  and  sport, 
You  tread  the  round  of  £ng1and's  court; 
Howe^er  my  lord  may  frowning  go^ 
And  treat  the  stranger  as  a/oe, 
Surę  to  be  foond  a  welcome  guest 
In  George*s  and  in  Charlotte's  breast ; 
If,  in  tbe  giddy  boors  of  youth, 
My  constant  soul  adher^d  to  Truth  ; 
If,  from  the  time  I  first  wrote  man, 
I  still  parsu*d  tby  sacred  plan, 
Tempted  by  interest  in  vain 
To  wear  mean  Falsehood'8  golden  chain  j 
If,  for  a  season  drawn  away, 
Stuting  from  Virtue'8  path  astray, 
AU  Iow  disguise  I  BOom'd  to  try. 
And  dar'd  to  ńn,  but  not  to  lie  ; 
HiUier,  O  hitber,  oondescend, 
Eteroal  Tnith,  tby  steps  to  bend. 
And  &TOUT  khn,  who  ev'ry  bour 
Gonfesses  and  obeys  tby  pow'r ! 

Bat  come  not  «ith  that  easy  mieit* 
By  whłch  you  won  the  Ihely  dean, 
Nor  yei*adsume  that  strumpet  air, 
*     Which  Rabelais  taught  thee  first  to  wear« 
Nor  yet  that  arch  ambiguoas  face, 
^l&ich  with  Cerrantes  gave  thee  grace^ 
Bot  come  in  sacred  restare  clad, 
fiolemnly  dali,  and  truły  sad ! 

Far  from  thy  seemly  matron  tratn 
Be  ideot  Mirth,  and  Laughter  rain  ! 
for  Wit  and  Humour,  which  pretend 
At  once  to  please  us  and  amend, 
Tketf  are  not  for  my  prescnt  tum, 
Let  tbem  remain  in  France  with  Steniek 

Of  Doblest  diff  parents  bom, 
Whoni  wealth  and  dignities  adom, 
Who  still  one  oonstant  tenour  keep. 
Not  quitc  awake,  nor  quite  aaleep, 
With  thee,  let  formal  Dullness  conM^ 
And  deep  Attention,  ever  dnmb, 
Who  on  ber  lipa  ber  fingers  lays, 
l^Hiilst  every  circumatance  che  weigh% 
Whoae  down-cast  eye  ia  often  found 
Bent  witbout  motion  to  the  ground, 
Or,  to  some  ootward  thing  confinM, 
Eemits  no  4roage  to  the  mind, 
Ko  pregnant  mark  of  meaning  bearą. 
Bat  itupid  witbout  riabn  atarea; 
Thy  stepa  let  Graylty  attend,  ' 
Ifisdmn^s  and  Trułh*ł  unerring  friemL 
»     Por  one  may  aee  with  half  an  eyie, 
That  Gravity  can  never  Ue ; 


And  bid  arcVd  brow,  pnird  o*er  his  eyea, 
With  aołemn  proof  proclaims  him  tn^e.     . 

Free  from  all  waggeriea  and  aports, 
The  produce  of  IuxQriou8  cauris, 
Where  aloth  and  luśt  enerv'ate  youth, 
Come  UtoUf  a  downright  Ci/^-Trutb ; 
The  city,  which  we  ever  find 
A  sober  pattera  for  mankind ; 
Where  tnan,  in  equilibrio  huog, 
h  seldom  old,  and  never  young. 
And  from  the  cradle  to  the  gra^e, 
Not  Virtue's  friend,  nor  Vice*s  8lave  ; 
As  dancers  on  tbe  toire  we  spy, 
Hanging  between  tbe  Earth  and  Sky. 

She  comes^l  see  her  from  afar 
Bending  ber  course  to  Tempie  Bar  : 
All  sagę  and  silent  is  h«r  train, 
Deportment  grave,  and  garmenta  plaio^ 
Such  as  may  snit  a  parsoiCt  wear. 
And  fit  the  hcad-piece  of  a  mayor* 

By  Truth  inspir^d,  our  Bacon*8  fon,*e 
Open'd  the  way  to  Learaing*s  sonrce ; 
Boyle  through  the  worka  of  Naturę  ran ; 
And  Newton,  sometbing  morę  than  man, 
Div'd  into  Nature^a  hidden  apringa, 
Laid  bare  tbe  principlea  of  things, 
Above  the  F.arth  our  apirita  borę. 
And  gave  ns  worlda  unknown  before. 
By  Truth  inspir'd,  when  Lauder*t  spite 
0*er  Milton  cast  the  veil  of  uight, 
Douglas  arose,  and  through  the  maże 
Of  intricate  and  winding  waya, 
Came  where  the  subtle  traitor  lay. 
And  draggM  him  trembling  to  the  day  ; 
Whilst  be,  (O  ahame  to  noblest  parta, 
Diahonour  to  the  lib*ral  arts, 
To  traflic  in  ao  vile  a  acheme ') 
Whilst  be,  our  letter*d  Połypheme, 
Who  had  amfetTrate  forces  join'd, 
Lilce  a  base  coward,  skulkMbehind. 
By  Truth  inspir'd,  our  critiet  go 
To  track  Fmgal  in  Highland  snów, 
To  form  tbeir  own  and  others'  creed 
From  manuseripłs  they  cannot  read. 
By  Truth  inapir*d,  we  numbera  see 
Of  each  profeaaion  and  degree, 
Gentle  and  simple,  lord  and  cit, 
Wit  witbout  wealth,  wealth  without  wit, 
When  Punch  and  Sheridan  have  done. 
To  Fanny'a  ghosłly  lecturet  ran. 
By  Truth  and  Fanny  now  inspir^d, 
I  feel  my  glowlng  bosom  fir^d ; 
Desire  beats  high  in  ev'ry  vein 
To  aing  the  apirit  of  Cock  Lane ; 
To  tell  (juat  aa  the  meaaure  flows 
In  halting  rhyme,  half  Terse,  half  prose) 
With  morę  than  mortal  arta  eiidu^d, 
How  ihe  united  force  withstood, 
And  proudly  gave  a  brave  defiance 
To  H^'it  and  Dulness  in  alliance. 

Thia  apparition  (with  relaticn 
To  ancient  modcs  of  derhation, 
Thit  we  may  properly  so  cali, 
Although  it  ne'er  appears  at  all, 
As  by  the  way  of  itmuendo, 
Lucus  ia  madę  ii  non  lucendo) 
Superior  to  the  Tulgar  modę, 
Nobly  disdaina  that  aertile  road, 
Which  coward  ghoata,  aa  it  appears, 
Hare  walk'd  in  fuU  five  thousand  yeam^ 
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And  fbr  resłraint  too  mighty  grofwn^ 
Strikcs  out  a  metbod  of  ker  own, 

Otbers  may  meanly  start  away, 
Aw*d  by  the  herald  of  the  day, 
With  faculties  too  weak  to  bear 
The  freshness  of  the  moming  air, 
May  Yanish  with  the  melting  glooni, 
Aod  glide  in  si lence  to  the  tomb; 
She  dares  the  Sun's  uiost  piercing  light. 
And  knocks  by  day  aa  well  as  night. 
OiherSf  with  nlcan  and  partial  view, 
Thdr  vi8its  pay  to  one  or  łtco  ; 
She  great  in  rcputation  grown, 
Keeps  the  best  company  ia  town. 
Out  actlve  cnterprising  ghost 
As  large  and  splendid  routs  ran  boast 
As  those  wliich,  raisM  by  Pride's  command, 
Błock  up  tl)e  passage  throngh  the  Sirand. 
Great  adepts  in  the  fightjng  trade, 
Who  serve  thcir  time  on  the  paradę; 
Shc-saints  who,  true  to  Pleasure'8  pkui, 
Taik  about  God,  and  lust  for  man ; 
Wits,  who  belie\'e  nor  God,  nor  ghobt. 
And  foołs,  who  worship  eT^ry  post; 
Cowards,  whose  lips  with  war  are  bung; 
Men  truły  brave,  who  hołd  their  tongue ; 
Courtiers,  who  laugh  they  kiiow  not  wby, 
And  cits,  who  for  the  same  cause  ery ; 
The  canting  tabemacle-brotlier, 
(For  one  rogue  still  suspects  auother) 
Ladies,  who  to  a  spirit  fly, 
Rather  than  with  their  kmbands  lie  ; 
Lords,  who  as  chastely  pass  their  lires 
With  other  wonoen  as  their  tmves ; 
Proud  of  their  intelleota  and  ciottbes, 
Physicians,  lawyers,  parsons,  beaux. 
And,  truant  from  their  desks  and  shops, 
Spruce  Tempie  clerks,  and  'prentice  ibpi» 
To  Fanny  come,  with  the  same  view, 
To  find  ber  fals^  or  find  ber  true. 
Hark  1  something  creeps  about  the  hoose ! 
Is  it  a  sfńńt,  or  a  moutef 
Hark  !  tomethhig  scnteket  round  tbe  nrara ! 
A  cat,  a  rałt  a  iinbb^d  ^rch^-iroom* 
•  Hark !  on  the  wainscot  now  it  knooks  ! 
"  If  U!on*rt  a  ghosł,''  cried  Ortfaodoi, 
With  that  affected  toUmn  air 
Which  hypocrites  deligbt  to  wear. 
And  all  tbose  formt  ąf  conteęuence 
Which  ibols  adopt  instcmd  of  serue ; 
'*  If  thou'rt  a  ghott,  who  from  tbe  tomb 
Stalk^st  sadly  sileni  through  tbis  gloom, 
In  breach  of  Nature'8  stated  laws. 
For  good,  or  bod,  or  for  no  cause» 
Give  now  nine  knocks;  like  priests  of  old, 
Ninę  vee  a  taered  number  faold." 

"  'Psha,^'  cried  Profound,  (a  man  of  parts, 
Deep  read  in  all  the  cuńous  artf , 
Who  to  their  biddcn  ^ings  had  trac*d 
The  force  of  iiumbers,  rightly  plac*d) 
"  As  to  the  number,  you  are  right, 
As  to  the  formt  mistaken  qutte. 
What^s  nine  ?  Your  adepts  all  agree^ 
Hie  virtue  lics  in  three  timu  threeJ** 

He  said,  no  need  to  say  it  twic^ 
For  tfarice  she  knock'd^  and  thrioe,  and  tfarioep 

The  crowd,  confounded  and  amaz^d, 
In  sileiice  at  each  otber  gaz*d. 
From  Celia's  band  tbe  anuif-boi  feU* 
Tinsel,  whp  a^«d  wiih  the  beile, 


To  pick  it  up  attempts  in  y^joL, 
He  stoops,  but  cannot  rise  again. 
Immane  Poiiqioso  was  not  hesutl 
T*  import  one  crabbed  foreign  wonL 
Fear  seizes  heroes,  fools,  and  wita. 
And  Plausible  his  pray^rs  forgeta. 

At  leogtb,  as  pe^>le  just  awake, 
Into  wild  dissonance  they  break ; 
AU  ta1k'd  at  once,  t^ut  not  a  word 
Was  understO(xl,  or  ])lainly  heard. 
Such  is  the  noise  of  chatfring  geesa. 
Slow  sailin.c  on  the  summer  breeze ; 
Such  is  the  language  Discord  speaka 
In  Heicktcomen  o'cr  beds  of  leeks ; 
Such  the  confus'd  and  horrid  sounds 
Of  Irisk  in  potatoe-grounds. 

But  tir'd,  for  ovcn  C *s  tongua 

Is  not  on  iron  hinges  buntc, 
Fear  and  Confusion  sound  rctreat, 
Reason  and  Order  take  their  seaL 
The  faot  confirmM  beyond  all  doubt, 
They  now  would  ftnd  tbe  causcs  out. 
For  this  a  sacred  rule  we  find 
Among  the  nicest  of  mankind, 
Which  never  might  exception  brook^ 
Fron)  Hobbes  e'en  down  to  Bolingbroke^ 
To  doubt  of  facts,  bowever  true, 
Uniess  they  know  the  causes  too. 

Trifle,  of  whom  'twas  bard  to  tell 
Whcn  he  intanded  ill  or  well, 
Who,  to  prevent  all  further  potber, 
Probably  meant  nor  one  nor  f  other, 
Who  to  be  silent  always  loth, 
Would  speak  on  either  side,  or  both» 
Who,  led  away  by  loye  of  famę, 
If  any  new  idea  came, 
Whate'er  it  madę  for,  always  said  it. 
Not  with  an  eye  to  truth,  but  credit ; 
For  orators  pr^est,  *tis  known. 
Talk  not  f(Nr  our  sake,  but  their  own  ; 
Who  always  show^d  his  tałents  best 
When  serious  tbings  were  tum^d  to  jest^ 
And,  under  much  impertinence, 
Posses8'd  no  common  share  of  sense ; 
Who  could  deceive  the  flying  hours 
With  chat  on  butterflies  and  floiv*r8 ; 
Could  talk  of  powder,  patches,  paint, 
With  the  same  zeal  as  of  a  saint; 
Could  prove  a  Sibyl  brighter  far 
Than  Ventu  or  the  Moming  Star  f 
Whilst  something  stiJl  so  gay,  so  new, 
The  smile  of  approbation  drew. 
And  females  ey'd  the  charming  man, 
Whilst  their  hearts  flutter*d  with  their  faof 
Trifle,  who  would  by  no  means  mias 
An  opportunity  like  this, 
Pn>ceeding  on  his  usual  plan, 
SnuVd,  strok^d  his  chin,  and  thus  began  : 

"  With  sheers  or  scissars,  sttord  or  kn\fef 
Whcn  the  F&tes  cut  the  thread  of  lifi^ 
(For  If  we  to  the  grare  are  sent. 
No  matter  with  what  instrument) 
The  body  in  some  lonely  spot. 
On  dunghill  vile,  is  laid  to  rot, 
Or  sleeps  among  raorc  }ioly  dead, 
With  pray*rs  irreterenliy  read ; 
The  soul  is  sent,  where  Fate  ordainiy 
To  reap  rewards,  to  sulfer  pains. 

"  The  virtuous  to  those  mansioBS  go^ 
Where  pleasures  unecnbitter^d  flaw; 
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Where,  Ua^mg  up  a  jocond  bAHł, 
Yłgmir  and  Youth  dance  band  in  band, 
Whllst  Zephyr,  with  harmomoiu  gales, 
Pipes  sofiest  musk  throitgh  tbe  vaic8. 
And  Spring:  ^aiid  Flora,  jcaily  crown*d» 
Wtth  tehet  carpets  spread  tbe  giound ; 
Witb  Ihelier  blusk  «bel«  roaes  hlooin. 
And  ev*ry  sbrub  ejepires  perfumt ; 
Where  crystal  strc^ms  meand*rinff  ąiide, 
Wbere  warbliną  flows  the  amber  tide ; 
Wbere  oUier  »unt  dart  brigbtcr  beami, 
And  ił^kl  througb  purer  ether  streams. 
"  Far  other  seats,  far  ditTrent  state 
The  sons  of  Wickedness  await. 
JusUce  (not  tbat  old  haft  I  mcan, 
Wbo^s  nigbtly  in  tbe  Garden  aeen, 
Who  tets  no  spark  ofmerey  riso 
For  crimes,  by  lohich  men  lo^e  their  egetj 
Nor  ber  who,  with  an  eąual  band, 
Weighs  iea  and  tugar  in  the  Strand ; 
Kor  ber  who,  by  the  world  cleein'd  terie, 
Deaf  to  tbe  widow*s  picrctng  cries, 
Stoel'd  'gaioBt  the  starring  orpban'8  tears, 
Ob  pawH*  ber  base  łńbunai  rears  ; 
But  ber  wbo  after  deatb  preside^ 
Wbom  sacred  Tnith  unerriag  guides; 
Wbo,  free  firom  partial  influence. 
Kor  sinks  nor  raises  enidenee^ 
Before  whom>nothing*s  in  the  dark, 
Who  takes  no  bribe^  and  keeps  no  clerk) 
Jiutice  with  eqaal  scalę  below 
In  doe  proportion  weighs  oot  woe. 
And  always  witb  sucb  lucky  aim 
Koowi  punishments  no  fit  to  fraoie, 
That  she  augments  their  grief  and  pain, 
Leaving  no  reason  to  complain. 

"  Old  maids  and  rakes  are  join'd  togetber, 
Co^ŁUt  and  pnuUtt  like  ulpril  weather. 
Wtfs  forc*d  to  ckum  with  Common^Sensś, 
And  Ijuł  is  yok*d  to  Jmpołenee, 
Professora  (JuUice  to  decreed) 
Unpaid  muat  constant  lectnres  read ; 
On  Eaith  it  often  dotb  befall, 
Tbey^re  paidf  and  never  read  at  aU. 
Parwu  must  practise  what  they  teacb,* 
And  bisbops  are  compeird  to  prcach. 

"  She  who  on  Earth  was  nice  and  prioiy 
Of  delicacy  fuli,  and  whim, 
Whoie  tender  naturę  could  not  bear 
The  rudeness  of  tbe  churlish^air, 
Is  doomM,  to  mortify  h^r  pride, 
llie  change  of  weather  to  abide. 
And  selis,  wbńlst  tears  with  Iiquor  miie, 
Bumt  brandy  on  tbe  shore  of  Styx. 
"  Amro,  by  long  nse  growu  bold 
In  ev'ry  iii  which  brings  him  gold, 
Wbo  bis  Redeemer  won  Id  pułł  down, 
And  sell  his  God  for  half-a-crown ; 
Wbo,  if  some  blockh^ad  should  be  willing 
To  lend  him  on  his  soul  a  sbilling, 
A  wdl-made  bargain  woold  esteem  it, 
And  haye  morę  sense  tban  to  rede<^m  it ; 
Justice  shall  in  those  sbades  confine. 
To  drudge  for  Plutus  in  tbe  minę, 
AU  tbe  day  long  to  toil  and  roar, 
And  cursing  work  the  stubbom  ore, 
Fur  coKCombfi  here,  who  have  no  brains, 
WiŁhont  a  sixpence  for  his  pains. 
Thenre,  witb  each  due  retnm  of  nicht, 
ConipeU*d,  the  /a//,  Min,  hałf-sUrv'd  sprita 


Shall  Fnrth  re-visit,  and  sunrey 

The  place  where  once  bis  treasnre  lay  ; 

Shall  view  the  stalle  wbere  holy  Pride 

WiLh  letter*d  Is^iKMunee  allied, 

Oncc  haild  him  migbty  and  ador^d, 

Descended  to  another  lord. 

Thcn  shall  ke  screaming  picrce  the  air. 

Hang  his  lank  jaws,  and  scowl  despair ; 

Thcn  shall  he  ban  at  Heaven'8  decreea^   , 

And,  bowling,  sink  to  Heli  for  ease. 

**  Those  who  on  Earth  througb  life  have  paat. 
With  c>qaal  pace,  from  first  to  last. 
Nor  vcx'd  with  passions  nor  with  spleen, 
Insip*d,  casy,  and  serene ; 
Whose  hpads  wece  madę  too  weak  to  liear 
The  weigłit  of  hnsiness,  or  of  care ; 
Who  without  merit,  withouŁ  crime, 
Contrive  to  whiłe  away  their  time, 
Nor  good,  nor  bad,  nor  fools,  nor  witi, 
MUd  Justice  with  a  smile  permits 
Still  to  pursue  their  darling  plan. 
And  find  amusement  how  they  oan. 

"  The  beau,  in  gaudiest  plumage  drest 
Wnth  lucky  foncy,  o'er  tbe  rest 
Of  air  a  curious  mantle  throws, 
And  chats  among  his  brother  beaux; 
Or,  if  the  weatber's  fine  and  elear, 
No  sign  of  rain  or  tempest  near, 
EncouragM  by  tbe  cloudless  day, 
Like  g^lded  buiterflies  at  play, 
So  Iivcly  all,  so  gay,  so  brisk, 
In  air  iii^y  flutttr/jloat,  and/rrM. 

"  The  belle  (what  mortal  dotb  not  know, 
Belles  after  dcath  admire  a  bean  ?) 
Witb  happy  grace  renews  ber  art, 
To  trap  the  coxcomb*8  waiid'ńng  heart. 
And  after  death,  as  whilst  they  li^e, 
A  hcart  is  all  which  beaux  can  gire. 

*  In  some  stlll,  solemn,  sacred  shade^ 
Behold  a  group  of  authors  laid, 
Newspaper  wits,  and  sonnetteers, 
Geniiemen  bards,  and  rkyming  pecn, 
Biographers,  wbote  wondrous  worth 
Is  scarce  renemberM  now  on  Earth, 
Wbom  Fielding^s  kumour  led  astray, 
And  pUunłhc  fops,  debauch'd  by  Gray, 
AU  sit  together  in  a  ring. 
And  laugh  and  prattle,  write  and  sing. 

"  On  h:s  oion  works,  witb  Umrel  crownM, 
Ncatly  and  eleganłly  bound, 
(For  this  is  one  of  many  rules 
With  wriłing  hrdt  and  laureat  fools. 
And  which  for  cver  must  succeed 
With  other  lords  who  cannot  read, 
However  dc«titute  of  wit, 
To  make  their  works  for  book-case  fit) 
AcknowledgM  master  of  tbosc  seats, 
Cibbcr  his  birth^day  odes  repeats. 

'  '*  With  ^umph  runę  possess  that  seat, 
With  trinmph  noto  thy  odesrepeat, 
Unrivall'd  rigiisprondly  keep, 
Whilst  ev'ry  hearer*8  InlFd  to  sleep  ; 
But  know,  illustrious  bard,  when  Fate, 
Which  still  puTsnes  thy  name  with  hate, 
Tbe  regal  laurtl  Masts,  which  now 
Blooms  on  tbe  placid  Whitehead*s  brow, 
Low  must  descend  thy  pride  and  famę, 
And  Cibber'8  be  the  second  name.*' 

łlere  Trifle  coiigbM  (for  eoughing  stiH 
Bcars  witness  of  the  gpeaker^s  skil)» 
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A  necessary  piece  of  art, 
Of  rhePric  an  essential  part, 
And  adepit  in  the  speaking  trade 
Keep  a  cougk  by  them  ready  nuuUp 
Which  tbey  successfuUy  dispense 
When  at  a  loss  for  words  or  sense) 
Herę  Trifle  oough*d,  here  paii8*d — ^but  wbite 
He  8trove  to  recoUect  his  smile, 
That  happy  engine  of  his  art, 
Which  triuinph'd  oVr  the  female  beart, 
Credulity,  the  diild  of  Folly, 
Begot  on  clouter*d  MeluDcholy, 
Who  heard,  with  grief,  the  florid  fool 
Tum  sacred  things  to  ridicule, 
And  saw  bim,  led  by  Whim  a«'ay, 
Still  further  from  the  subiect  stray, 
Just  in  the  happ)"^  nick,  aloud, 
In  sbape  of  M — e.  address'd  the  crowd. 
^      "  Werę  we  wit*  patience  berę  to  sit, 
Dupes  to  th'  ioiijertinence  of  wit, 
Tili  Trifle  his  harangue  should  end, 
A  Greenland  night  we  might  attend, 
Whiist  he,  with  flaency  of  speech, 
Would  Tarious  tnighty  nothmgs  teach — " 
(łlere  Trifle,  stemly  looking  down, 
€ravely  endearour^d  at  a  frown. 
But  Naturę  unawares  stept  in, 
And,  mocking,  turnM  it  to  a  grin) 
'*  And  when,  in  Pancy^s  chariot  hurPd, 
We  had  been  carried  round  the  world, 
Inrolr^d  in  errour' still  and  doubt, 
He^d  leave  us  xrhere  we  flrst  set  out. 
Tlius  soldi^rs  (in  whoae  eKCrcise 
Mateńal  use  with  grandeur  vies} 
Lift  up  their  legs  with  mighty  pain, 
Only  to  set  tbem  down  again. 

"  Beiicve  ye  not  (yes,  all  I  see 
In  sound  belief  concur  with  me) 
That  Proyidence,  for  wonthy  ends. 
To  08  unknown,  this  spirit  sends ! 
Tboogh  speechless  lay  the  trembling  tongue, 
Your /oiM  was  on  your  featurcs  hung, 
Yoarfttiłh  I  in  your  eyes  could  see, 
Wben  all  were  pale  and  star'd  like  nu. 
But  scruplcs  to  prevent,  and  root 
Out  ev'ry  shadow  of  dispiite, 
Pomposo,  Piausible,  and  I, 
With  Fanny  have  a^reed  to  try 
A  deep  concerted  scheme — ^This  lught. 
To  iix  or  to  destroy  her  quite. 
If  it  be  /n^,  liefore  weVe  done, 
We^n  make  it  glaring  as  the  Sun  j 
If  it  befalse^  ad  mit  no  doubt, 
•Ere  momiog'8  dawn  we^U  find  it  out. 
loto  the  vaoltcd  womb  of  Death, 
Where  Fannjł  now,  depriT'd  of  breath, 
Lies  fesfring,  whiist  her  tioubled  $prił€ 
Adds  horroar  to  the  gloom  of  night. 
Will  we  deteend,  and  bring  from  thence 
Proofii  of  such  force  to  Gommon-Sense, 
Yain  trifltrt  sbali  no  morę  deceive. 
And  atheists  tremble  and  believe.'' 

He  said,  and  ceas'd ;  the  chamber  rung 
With  dne  appłaoae  from  every  tongue. 
The  mingłed  sound  (now  let  me  ^^ 
Something  by  Wky  of  thmie) 
Was  it  morę  like  Strymonian  eranet, 
Or  windSf  Iow  murmurniff^  when  ii  raint, 
Or  drowty  htm  ąf  ebufrmg  beet, 
Or  the  koearse  nar  qf  angry  teat^ 


Or  (still  to  heighten  and  ezplatn. 
For  else  our  timile  is  vain) 
Shall  we  deciare  it  like  aUfour, 
A  screamj  a  murmur,  A«m,  and  roar  f 

Let  Fancy  now  in  awftil  state 
Present  this  grivt  trium^irate, 
(A  method  wbich  recciY^d  we  find 
In  otker  cases  by  mankind) 
Elecied  with  a  joint  consent, 
AU  fools  in  town  to  represent, 

The  clock  strikes  tweWe,  M — e  starts  and  gweaiik 
In  oałhs  we  know,  as  well  as  pray^rs^ 
Keligion  lies,  and  a  c/tzn-c/i-brother 
May  USC  at  will  or  one  or  t*  other. 
Platisible  from  his  cassoc  drew 
A  holy  manuał,  senn^ing  new ; 
A  book  it  was  ofpritaie  frayWf 
But  not  a  pin  the  worse  fur  wear ; 
For,  as  we  by-the-by  may  say. 
Nonę  but  smali  saints  in  private  pray. 
Religion,  faircst  maid  on  Earth, 
As  meek  as  good,  who  drew  her  birth 
From  that  blest  uuion,  when  in  Heavea 
Pleasure  was  bride  to  Yłrtue  głven; 
Religion,  ever  pIcasM  to  pray, 
PossessM  the  precious  gift  one  day ; 
Hypocrisy,  of  Cunning  bom, 
Crept  in  and  stole  it  ere  the  mom. 
Wh — ^te — d,  that  greatest  of  all  saints, 
Who  always  prays  and  never  faints,  ' 
Whom  she  to  her  otcn  brothers  borę, 
Rapinc  atid  Lust,  on  Severn's  shore, 
Ileceiv'd  it  from  the  s^uinting  damę; 
From  kim  to  Plausible  it  came, 
Who,  with  unosual  care  opprest, 
Now  trembling,  puird  it  from  his  breasti 
Poubt^  in  his  boding  heart  arise. 
And  fancied  spectres  blast  his  eyes. 
DeYotion  springs  from  abject/eor, 
And  stamps  his  pray^rs  for  once  8incere> 

Pomposo  (insoient  and  łood, 
Vaio  idol  of  a  scribbling  crowd, 
Whose  verj  name  inspires  an  awe, 
Whose  ev'ry  word  is  sense  and  law, 
For  what  his  greatneas  bath  decreed, 
Like  laws  of  Pcrsia  and  of  Mede, 
Sacred  throagh  all  the  realm  of  H7/, 
Must  ncTcr  of  repeal  admit;    - 
Who>  cursing  flattery,  is  the  tool 
Of  ev'ry  fawning,  flattMng  fool ;     • 
Who  wit  with  jealous  eye  sunreys, 
And  sickens  at  another^s  praise; 
Who,  proudly  seiz^d  of  Leaming^s  throne, 
Now  damns  all  leaming  but  his  own ; 
Who  scoms  those  common  wares  to  trade  ia^ 
Reas*ning,  eonvincmgf  and  persuading, 
But  makes  each  sentence  current  pass 
With  puppy,  eoxcomb,  teoundrel,  aa  ; 
For  tis  with  him  a  certain  rule, 
The  folly's  provM  when  he  callś  fool ; 
Who,  to  increase  his  natire  strengtb, 
Draws  words  six  syllables  in  length, 
With  which,  assisted  with  a  frown 
By  way  of  cl  uh,  he  knocks  us  down ; 
Who  'boTe  the  Tulgar  dares  to  rise» 
And  sense  of  decency  defies  ; 
Por  this  same  decency  is  mada 
Only  for  bunglers  in  the  trade. 
And,  like  the  cobw^  laws,  is  still 
Broke  tbrougb  by  great  onet  wben  thej  will)— 
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l\)mposo,  with  sirong  sen^e  supplieci, 
Sitpported  and  confirmM  by  pride, 
Hb  comrades*  terruurs  to  beguile, 
Grmn^d  horrjbly  a  ghastly  smiie  .• 
Features  so  horrid,  were  it  li^ht,  " 

Woald  put  the  Devil  himself  to  flight. 
Such  were  the  Łhree  in  name  and  worth, 

Whom  ZpjiI  and  Judgment  singled  forth 

To  try  the  */w//tf  on  Reason's  plan, 

Whcther  it  was  of  God  or  man, 
Dark  was  the  litght,  it  was  that  bour 

"WTien  Terrour  rcigns  in  fiiUest  pow*r, 

When,  as  the  1earn'd  of  old  have  said, 

Tbe  yawning  Grave  głvcs  up  her  dead, 

When  Murder,  Rapine  by  ber  side, 

Stalks  o'er  the  Earth  with  g  ant  stride  ; 

Our  Quixote3  (for  that  knight  of  old 

Was  not  in  tnith  by  half  s'o  boid, 

Tbough  Rea^ion  at  the  same  time  cries, 

"  Our  Quixotes  are  not  half  so  to  w," 

Since  they,  with  other  foilies,  boast 

An  cspedition  'gainst  a  ghostj 

Through  the  duli  decp  surrounding  gloom, 

In  dose  array,  tow^rds  Fanny's  tomb 

A(lvcntar'd  forth. — Catitiou  before, 

With  beedful  step,  the  lantern  borę, 

Pointing  at  graves  j  and  in  the  rear, 

Trembling,  and  ialking  budy  went  Fear.    . 

The  church-yard  teenaM— th*  unsetUed  ground, 

M  in  an  ague,  shook  aroiind ;  . 

"Wliile  in  some  dreary  vault  confin*d, 

Or  riding  on  the  koUoui  wind, 

Jlorrour,  which  turns  the  heart  to  stone, 

1q  dreadfiil  sounds  was  heard  to  groan. 

Ali  staring,  wjld,  aud  out  of  breath, 

At  length  thoy  reach  the  place  of  Death. 
A  vault  //  was,  long  tinie  apply*d 

To  hołd  the  last  rcoiains  of  Pr.de: 

Ko  Leggar  there,  of  bumble  race. 

And  humble  fortunes,  finds  a  place; 

To  rest  in  pomp  as  well  as  eate, 

The  oniy  way*s  to  pay  the/<?«, 

Fools,  rogues,  and  whores,  ifrich  and  greai, 

Ptoud  e*cn  in  death,  here  rot  iu  stałe. 

No  thieres?  disrobe  the  well-dresł  dead, 

Koplumbers  steal  the  sacred  lead; 

Ouiet  and  safe  the  bodies  lie, 

Xo  9extons  sell,  no  surgeons  buy, 

Thrice  each  the  pond*roiis  key  applyM, 
And  thrice  to  tum  it  Yainly^tryy, 
TSH  taught  by  prudence  to  unitę. 
And  straining  with  collected  might, 
The  stubbom  wards  resist  no  mure. 
Bat  open  flies  tbe  growling  door. 

Threc  pacea  back  thcy  fell  amaz'd, 
like  stałuei  stood,  like  madmen  gazM  ; 
Tbe  frighted  blood  fona|Ees  ^iie  face. 
And  s<»«'k5  the  heart  with  quicker  pace; 
The  throbbiog  heart  its  feare  declares. 
And  upright  stand  the  bristled  hairs ; 
The  head  in  wild  distraction  swims ; 
Cold  sweats  bedew  the  trembling  limbs  ; 
Naturę,  whilst  fears  her  bosom  chill, 
Suspends  her  pow^rs,  and  life  stands  still. 

Thus  had  thcy  stood  tiii  notc,  but  Shamc 
(An  oseful,  though  negiccted  damę, 
By  Heav'u  designM  the  friend  of  man, 
Tbough  we  degrade  her  all  we  can, 
And«trive,  as  our  first  proof  of  wit, 
Her  namc  and  naturę  to  forget) 
\0L  XIV. 


Cąine  to  their  aid  in  happy  hohr, 
And  with  a  wand  oF  mighty  powV 
Struck  on  their  hearts;  ytiiufeurs  sub.side. 
And,  baffled,  leave  the  field  to  Pride. 
•  Shall  they,  (forbid  it  Famę)  shall  thcy 
The  dictates  of  vile  Foar  obey  ? 
Shall  they,  the  idols  of  tho  town. 
To  bugbears  Fancyform^d  bow  down  ^ 
Shall  they,  who  greatest  zeal  exprest, 
And  undertook  for  all  the  n-st, 
Whosc  ipatchless  courage  all  admire, 
Inglorious  from  the  task  retire  ł 
How  would  the  wicked  ones  rejoice, 
And  itffidels  exalt  their  voice, 
If  M — e  and  Plausible  were  found. 
By  shadows  awM,  to  quit  their  ground  ? 
How  would  fooLs  laugh,  should  it  appear 
Poniposo  was  the  slave  of  fear  ? 
'*  Perish  the  tbought !  Tbough  to  our  eyes 
In  ałl  its  terrours  Heli  sbould  rise, 
Though  thousand  ghosts,  in  dread  array, 
With  glaring.  eye-balls,  cross  our  way, 
Though  Cautiun,  trembling,  stands  aloof* 
Still  we  will  on,  and  dare  the  proof." 
They  said  ;  and  without  further  halt, 
Dauntless  marchM  onward  to  the  vault. 

What  mortal  men,  who  e^er  drew  breath, 
Shall  break  into  the  house  of  Death, 
With  foot  unhallow^dy  and  from  thence 
The  mysfries  of  that  state  dispense, 
Unless  thcy,  with  due  rites,  f>repare 
Their  weaker  sensc  such  sights  to  bear. 
And  gain  permission  from  the  state. 
On  F^rth  their  joumal  to  relate  ? 
Poets  themselves,  without  a  crime, 
Cannot  attempt  it  e^en  in  rkyme. 
But  aiways,  oń  such  grand  occasion, 
Prepare  a  sołemn  intocation, 
A  jK>sey  for  grim  Pluto  weave, 
Aud  in  smooth  numbers  ask  his  leaye. 
But  why  this  caution  ?  Why  prepare 
Rites,  needless  now  ?  for  tJa^ice  in  air 
The  Spirit  of  the  Night  hath  sneez'd, 
And  łAnce  hath  clappM  his  wings  well^pleasM. 

Descend  then,  Truth,  and  guard  thy  side. 
My  Muse,  my  patroness,  aud  guide! 
Let  otbers  at  invention  aim, 
And  seek  by  faUitics  for  famę ; 
Our  story  wanta  not,  at  this  time, 
Flmtnces  9,nd  furbelows  in  rhyme: 
Relate  plain  facts ;  be  brief  and  bold  ; 
And  let  the  poets,  iam'd  of  old, 
Seek,  whilst  our  artless  tale  we  tell, 
In  vain  to  find  a  parallel : 

SiLENT  ALL  THREE  WENT  IN,  ABOUT 

All  THREE  TURNIO  SILENT,  AND  GAMB  OUl'* 
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It  was  the  hour,  when  kuswife  Mont 
With  pearl  and  linen  hangs  each  thom, 
When  happy  bards,  who  can  regale 
Their  Muse  with  country  air  and  ale, 
Ramble  afield,  to  brooks  and  bow'r8. 
To  p\ck  up  scntiments  aadJIowWsi 
When  dogs  and  'squires  from  kennel  fly, 
And  hogs  and  farmers  quit-tłieir  sty; 
When  my  lord  rises  to  the  cbase. 
And  brawnv  chaplain  takes  his  place. 
X 
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ThfiS3  images,  or  bad  or  good, 
If  they  are  rigbtly  uoderstoody 
Saf^aciotŁs  readers  must  allow, 
Proclaim  iis  in  the  country  now ; 
For  ob»ervations  mostly  rrse 
From  obificts  jtist  before  our  eyes. 
And  ev'rv  lord  in  critic  wit 
Can  tell  you  where  the  piece  was  wiit, 
Can  puint  out,  as  he  goes  along, 
(And  wbo  >baU  dare  to  say  he'8  wrong?) 
Wbcther  tbe  wartnth  (for  bards  we  know 
At  present,  nłiver  morę  than  glow) 
Wa.s  in  the  town  or  country  caught, 
By  the  pcculiar  tum  of  thougbt. 

Ir  WAS  THP  HoiR — though  critics  frown. 
We  now  declare  ourseWes  in  town, 
Kor  will  a  momenfs  pause  a!low 
For  finding  w  hen  we  came,  or  how. 
The  ma  i  who  deals  in  humbic  prose, 
Ti^d  down  by  rule  and  method,  goes ; 
But  th«y  who  court  the  vig'rous  Muse, 
Their  carriage  bave  a  right  to  choose. 
Free  as  the  ar,  and  unconiin'dy 
Swift  as  the  motions  of  the  mind, 
The  poet  darts  from  place  to  place, 
And  instant  bomid:)  o'er  time  and  space^ 
Kature  (whil^t  blendcd  iire  and  skilL 
Inflame  our  passions  to  his  will) 
Smilcs  at  ber  vioIated  laws, 
Aud  cronns  his  dar-ng  witb  applause. 
Should  there  be  stiil  some  rigid  few, 
Who  keep  prcffiriettj  in  view, 
Whose  heads  tum  round,  and  cannot  bear 
This  whirling  passage  through  the  air, 
Free  leave  have  sucb  at  borne  to  sit. 
And  write  a  regimen  for  wit  j 
Tu  clip  our  piuions  let  them  try, 
Not  having  heart  themselves  to  fly. 
1t  was  the  hour,  when  devotee8 
Breathe  pious  cursfs  on  their  knees, 
H^Tien  they  with  pray'r8  the  4ay  begin 
To  sanctify  a  night  of  sin  ; 
Wben  rogues  of  modesty,  who  roam 
Under  the  veil  of  night,  sneak  borne, 
That  free  from  all  restraint  and  awe, 
Just  to  tbe  windward  of  tbe  law, 
Łe>8  modest  rogues  tbeir  tricks  may  play. 
And  pluń' er  in  tbe  face  of  day. 

But  hołd — whilst  thus  we  play  the  fools 
In  bold  contempt  of  ev'ry  role, 
Things  of  no  C(n)sequence  expressing, 
Desrribing  now,  and  now  dłtrressing. 
To  the  discrcdit  of  our  skill, 
The  main  concem  is  standing  stilL 

In  pfays  indeed,  when  storms  of  rago 
Tempestuous  in  tbe  soul  engage, 
Or  when  tbe  spirits,  weak  and  Iow, 
Are  sunk  in  deep  distress  and  woe, 
With  strict  propriety  we  bear 
Bescription  stealing  on  tbe  ear,* 
And  put  off  feeling  half  an  honr 
To  ihalch  a  cat,  or  point  aJfow'r ; 
But  in  these  terious  works,  design'd 
To  mend  the  morals  of  mankind, 
We  must  for  ever  5e  disgracM 
With  all  the  nicer  sons  of  Taste, 
If  once,  the  sbadow  to  ptireue, 
We  let  the  substance  out  of  view, 
Our  meatis  must  uniformly  tend 
.^  dae  proportion  to  their  end. 


I  And  evVy  passage  apdy  join 
To  bring  about  tbe  one  design. 
Our  firiends  themselres  cannot  admit 
This  rambling,  wild,  digressi^e  wit. 
No — not  those  very  friends,  who  found 
Their  credit  on  tbe  self-same  ground. 

Peace,  my  good  gmmbling  sir — lor  one«, 
Sunk  in  the  solemn,  formal  dunce, 
This  coKcomb  shall  your  fears  begtiile— — 
We  will  be  duli — ^that  you  may  smile. 

Come  Method,  come  in  all  thy  pride, 
Dullness  and  Whitebead  by  thy  side^ 
Dullness  and  Method  still  are  one. 
And  Whitehćad  is  their  darliog  son. 
Not  he  "  whose  pen,  above  control, 
Strack  terrour  to  the  guilty  sou!. 
Madę  Folly  tremble  through  her  state» 
And  yillains  blusb  at  being  great, 
Whilst  he  himself  with  steady  face, 
Disdaining  modcsty  and  grace, 
Could  blunder  on  throUgh  thick  and  thin, 
Through  evVy  mean  and  8ervile  sio, 
Yet  ffwear  by  Philip  and  by  Paul, 
He  nobly  soomM  to  blush  at  all  i 
But  he,  wbo  in  tbe  laureat  chatr, 
By  Grace,  not  Merit,  planted  there^ 
In  awkward  pomp  is  seen  to  sit. 
And  by  łvs  paŁenŁ  proves  his  wit ; 
For  £Bvours  of  the  great,  we  know, 
Can  wit  as  well  as  rank  bestow, 
And  they  who  without  one  prctension, 
Can  get  for  fools  a  place  or  pension, 
Must  able  be  suppos^d  of  course 
(If  reason  is  alIow'd  due  force) 
To  give  such  qttalitie8  and  grace 
As  may  eąuip  them  for  the  place. 

But  he — who  measures  as  he  goes, 
A  mongrel  kind  of  tinkling  proee. 
And  is  too  frugal  to  dispense 
At  once  both  poetry  and  sense; 
Who,  from  amidst  his  hbtmh*rmq  guards, 
Deals  out  a  charge  to  suhjerl  hanit, 
Where  couplets  after  couplets  creep 
Propitious  to  the  reign  of  sleep, 
Yet  ey^ry  word  imprints  an  awe. 
And  all  his  dictates  pass  fbr  law 
With  beaux,  who  simper  all  around. 
And  belles,  who  die  in  ev'ry  sound. 
For  in  all  things  of  this  relation. 
Men  mostly  judge  tton\,iiiuation. 
Nor  in  a  thousand  iind  we  one 
Who  really  weighs  what*s  said  or  done. 
They  deal  out  censure,  or  gire  credit, 
Merely  from  him  who  did  or  said  it. 

But  he — ^who,  happiJy  seme, 
Means  nothing,  yet  would  seem  to  mean; 
Who  rules  and  cautions  ca»  dispense 
With  all  that  humble  insolence, 
Wliich  Impudence  in  vain  would  teacb. 
And  nonę  but  modest  men  can  reachj 
Who  adds  to  sentiments  the  grace 
Of  always  being  out  of  place, 
And  irawU  out  morals  with  an  air 
A  gentlemad  would  blush  to  wear; 
Who,  on  the  rhasiesi,  ttmphsŁ  plan, 
As  rhatte,  as  ttmple  as  tbe  man, 
Without  or  cbaracter,  or  jJot, 
Naturę  uoknown,  and  Art  forgot, 

»  Paul  Whitehęąd* 
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Can,  wtth  mocb  racliing  of  the  brains. 

And  years  consain'd  ia  lctter'd  pains, 

A  heap  of  wói^ds  togcŁher  lay^ 

And,  smirkinfT,  cali  the  Łhlng  a  Play ; 

Wbo,  champion  swórn  in  Yirtue^s  'Cause, 

''Gainst  Vice  his  iiny  bodkin  draws, 

Bat  to  no  part  of  prurieace  stranger, 

F!»t  blonts  the  point  for  fear  of  daogcr. 

Sa  narses  sagę,  as  caution  works, 

Wben  children  first  use  knivcs  and  forks. 

For  fear  of  uiischief,  it  is  known, 

To  others'  flngers,  or  thcir  own, 

To  take  the  edge  off  wisely  choosc, 

Tfaough  the  same  stroke  takcs  off  the  usie. 

Thee,  Whitehead,  thee  I  now  iDvoke> 
Sworn  foe  to  Satire^s  gen'rous  stroke, 
Which  Riakes  unwilliog  Conscience  feel. 
And  woonds,  but  only  wounds  to  heal, 
Good-natur^d,  easy  ereature,  mild, 
And  gentle  as  a  oew-born  child, 
Thy  knuł  would  never  ooce  adnoit 
Fen  mhoUfome  rigour  to  thy  wit ; 
Thy  hen*f,  if  Conscience  should  comply^ 
Its  kind  assisŁance  would  deny, 
And  łend  thee  neither  force  nor  art. 
To  dnve  it  onward  to  the  heart 
O  may  thy  sacred  pow'r  control 
Each  fiercer  working  of  my  soul, 
Bamp  cTery  sparft  of  genuine  fire, 
And  langaors  like  tbine  own  inspire; 
Trite  be  eacb  thought,  and  eT'ry  lina 
As  wuralj  and  as  duli  as  tbine. 

Pois'd  in  mid-air — (>t  matteis  not 
To  sscertain  the  very  spot, 
Kor  yei  to  gire  you  a  relation, 
Hov  it  ełuded  grauitation-^) 
UoDg  a  waleh-tower — by  Vulcan  plannM 
WiŁb  such  rare  skill,  by  Jove's  command, 
Thłl  ev'ry  woni,  which  whisper'd  here, 
Scarce  ribrates  to  the  neighbour  ear. 
On  the  still  bosom  of  the  air 
h  borne,  and  heard  distinctly  there, 
The  palące  of  an  ancient  damę, 
Wbom  men  as  well  as  gods  cali  Famę. 

A  pntttling  gosńpy  on  who6«  tongae 
Proof  ofperpetual  motion  hung; 
Wliose  langs  in  strength  all  lungs  surpass, 
Ijke  her  own  trumpec  madę  of  brass, 
Who  with  an  hundred  pair  of  eyes 
The  vain  attacks  of  sleep  defies ; 
Wlio  witli  an  hondred  pair  of  wings 
Nev8  from  the  fuithest  quarters  brings  ; 
Sees,  hears,  and  tells,  untold  before, 
Ali  that  she  knows,  and  ten  times  morę. 

Not  all  the  rirtues  which  we  find 
Coocentefd  in  a  Hunter'8  mind. 
Cm  make  hor  spare  the  ranc^rous  tale, 
Jf  in  Mie  point  she  cbance  to  fail; 
Or  if,  once  ia  a  thousand  years, 
A  pencct  character  appears, 
Such  as  of  late  with  joy  and  pride 
My  soul  poesc«:s*d,  ere  Arrow  died  ; 
Or  such  as,  Ertvy  must  allow, 

The  world  enjoys  in  H^ now ; 

This  hag,  who  aims  at  all  alike, 
At  Yirtues  e'en  like  their*!i  will  strikc. 
And  make  faults,  in  the  way  of  trade, 
Wben  she  can*t  liud  them  ready  madę. 

All  things  sbe  takes  in,  smali  and  gr^at, 
Tai*s  of  a  Łoysłtop  and  a  tlafe  } 


Of  yjits  and  foolsy  of  sainis  and  kingiy 

Of  garłers,  stars,  and  leadiniĘ-string*  ; 

Oiold  lords  fumbłing  for  a  cla'>. 

And  young  oncsfuU  ąf  -fraycr  and  pap  ; 

Of  courti,  of  muralSf  and  łye-tcigSt 

Of  bearsy  and  serjeanU  dancing  jigs j 

Of  grave  professprs  at  the  bar 

Ijeaming  to  Ihrum  on  the  gutłary 

Whilst  laws  are  slubber^d  o' er  in  basta, 

And  jtidgmeńł  sacrific^d  to  taste ; 

Cf  whited  sejmlckresy  lawn  sleeves^ 

And  God'8  house  madę  a  den  of  thietes  ; 

Of fun^ral  pompSy  where  clamours  hung. 

And  fix'd  disgrace  on  ev'ry  tongue, 

Whilst  Sense  and  Order  blush'd  to  see 

NobUs  without  humanity ; 

Of  eoronaiions,  where  each  hcart, 

With  honest  raptures,  borę  a  part ; 

Of  cilyfeastSy  where  Elegance 

Was  proud  her  colours  toadyance. 

And  Gluttony,  uncommon  case, 

Cou'd  only  get  the  second  place ; 

Of  nem-rais^d  pillars  in  the  state, 

Who  must  be  good  as  being  great; 

0(  thoulders,  onr  which  bonours  sit 

Almott  as  clumsily  as  wt ; 

Of  daughty  knighUy  whom  /f7/e«  please. 

But  not  the  payment  of  iii^fees; 

Of  lectures,  whither  ev'ry  fool 

In  second  cfaldhood  goes  to  school ; 

Of  grey-beards  deaf  to  Reason^s  cali, 

From  inn  ąf  courły  or.  ciłjf  hally 

Whom  youthful  appetites  euslave, 

With  one  fbot  fiiirly  in  the  g^ve. 

By  help  of  crutch,  a  needful  brother, 

Leaming  of  Hart  to  dance  with  t'  otbcr; 

Of  doełors  ręgularly  bred 

To  fili  the  mansions  of  the  dead ; 

Of  guacks  (for  ąnacks  they  must  be  still 

Who  sare  wben  forms  require  to  kill) 

Who  life,  and  health,  and  vigour  give 

To  him,  not  one  would  wish  to  Iive; 

Of  artitts  who,  with  noblest  view, 

Disinterested  plans  pursue. 

For  trembling  worth  tbe  ladder  raise. 

And  mark  out  tbe  ascent  to  praise ; 

Of  arts  and  idencesy  where  meet 

Sublime,  prąfoundy  uod  all  complete, 

A  set  (whom  at  some  fitter  time 

The  Muse  shall  contecrate  in  rhyme) 

Who  humble  artists  to  outdo 

A  lar  morę  liberał  plan  pursue, 

And  let  their  weU-judg^d  premiums  fali 

On  those  wbo  have  no  worth  at  all ; 

Of  sign-post  *xhibiHonSj  rais*d 

For  laughter  morę  than  to  be  prais^d 

(Though  by  the  way  we  canuot  see 

Why  pttase  and  laughier  mayn't  agree) 

Where  genuine  humour  runs  to  waste, 

And  jufttly  chidcs  our  want  of  tc&te, 

CensurM,  like  other  things,  though  good, 

Because  they  are  not  understood. 

To  higher  subjects  now  she  soars, 
And  talks  of  foliłics  and  whores 
( If  to  yoor  nice  and  cbaster  eara 
That  term  indelicałe  appears, 
Scrpture  polUely  shall  reiine. 
And  mclt  it  into  concubine)  ; 
In  the  same  breath  sprcads  Bdtirbon^s  leagitr. 
And  pablishes  the  gra/id  infrigur  ; 


nos 
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In  Briissels  or  owr  ouii  Cazette 

Makcs  armics  fight  which  never  met, 

And  circulates  the  pox  or  plague 

To  Ix>ndon,  by  the  way  of  Hague  j  « 

For  al  I  the  lics  which  therc  appcar 

StampM  with  authoriły  coine  here ; 

Borrows  as  freely  from  the  gabbie 

Of  soine  nide  leader  of  a  rabbie, 

Or  from  the  qua'*nŁ  harangues  of  tbose 

Who  lead  a  nation  by  the  nose, 

As  from  those  słorms  which,  void  of  art, 

Burst  from  our  honesł  patriofs  heart, 

When  Eloquence  and  Yirtue  (late 

RemarkM  to  Iive  in  mutual  hate) 

Fond  of  each  other*s  friendship  grown, 

Claim  ev'ry  sentrnre  for  their  own  ; 

And  with  an  equal  joy  rec.tes 

Paradę  amourSy  and  fialf-pay  fghłSy 

PerforniM  by  heroes  oifair  ueałk^rC 

Mercly  by  dint  of  luce  and  feather, 

As  tbose  rare  acts  which  Honour  taught 

Our  daring  sons  where  Granby  fought, 

Or  those  which,  with  superior  skill, 

Sackville  achievM  by  słatiding  stiłl. 

This  hag  (the  curiouH  if  they  please 
May  scarch  from  earliest  times  to  these. 
And  poets  they  will  always  see, 
With  gods  and  goddesies  make  free, 
Trcating  them  ałl,  except  the  Muse, 
As  scarcely  fit  to  wipe  their  shoes) 
Who  had  beheld,  from  first  to  last, 
How  our  triumvirate  had  passM 
Nighfs  dreadful  intenral,  and  heard 
With  striot  atteiftion  every  word, 
5)00n  as  she  saw  return  of  light. 
On  sounding  pinlons  took  ber  flight 

Swift  through  the  regions  of  the  sky, , 
Above  the  reach  of  human  eye, 
Onward  she  (Jroye  the  furious  blast. 
And  rapid  as  a  wbirlwind  past 
0'cr  countries,  once  the  seats  of  Tasłe, 
By  Time  and  Ignorance  laid  waste  j 
0'er  Jands,  where  former  ages  saw 
Heason  and  7Tuik  tlie  only  law  j 
Where  arłs  and  arms,  and  public-love 
In  gen'rous  emulation  strove; 
Where  kings  were  proud  of  legał  swny, 
And  subjects  happy  to  obcy, 
Though  now^  in  slay^ry  snnk,  and  broke 
To  Sui)ersłHion's  galling  yoke ; 
Of  arUt  of  arms,  no  morę  they  tell, 
Or  Freedom,  whiclj  with  Science  fcU. 
By  tyrants  aw'd,  who  nevcr  find 
The  passage  to  their  people^s  mind. 
To  whom  the  joy  was  never  known 
Of  planting  in  the  heart  their  throne. 
Far  from  all  prospect  of  relief, 
Their  hours  in  fruitless  pray'rs  and  grief, 
For  loss  of  blessings  łhey  employ, 
Which  we  unthanĄfully  enjoy. 

Naw  is  the  time  (had  we  the  will) 
T*  amaze  the  reader  with  our  skill. 
To  pour  out  such  a  flood  of  knowledge 
As  might  suflioe  for  a  wholc  college, 
Whilst  with  a  true  poeiic  force 
We  trac'd  the  goddess  in  her  course, 
Siceełly  describing,  in  our  flight, 
Each  common  and  uncommon  sight, 
Making  our  jonmaf  gay  and  pleasant, 
With  thjngs  long  past,  and  things  now  preseut 


I  Rhers — once  nymphs — (a  transformattoit 
h  mighty  pretty  in  relation) 
From  greai  aułhuńłies  we  know. 
Will  matter  for  a  tale  bcstow.   , 
To  make  the  obsenration  elear, 
We  give  our  friends  an  instance  hone. 

The  day  (that  never  ia  forgot) 
Was  teryjtnct  but  very  hot  ; 
The  nymph  (another  gcnVal  nile) 
InflamM  with  heat,  laid  down  to  cool ; 
Her  hair  (we  no  cKceptions  find) 
M  av'd  careless  foating  in  the  wind ; 
Her  heamng  breastsy  like  summer  seat^ 
SeenCd  arnWoiu  of  the  f>layful  breeze  ; 
Sho\i]d  fond  Description  tunc  our  lays 
In  chuicesł  arcents  to  her  praise, 
Deseriptłon  we  at  last  should  find, 
Baffled  and  wcak,  wonld  halt  behind. 
Naturę  had  form'd  her  to  inspire 
In  evVy  bosom  soft  desire, 
Pasiioru  to  raise  she  eould  nołfeel, 
Hounds  to  injiict  she  wmld  not  heaU 
A  god  (his  name  is  no  great  matter, 
Perhaps  a  Jove,  perhaps  a  Satyr) 
Kaging  with  lustfti  godlike  fiame. 
By  chance,  as  ttsual,  thither  came  ; 
With  gloting  eyes  the  fair-one  view'd, 
Dcsir*d  her  first,  and  then  pureuM. 
She  (for  what  other  can  she  do?) 
Most  fly — or  how  can  he  pursue  ? 
The  Muse  (so  custom  hath  decreed) 
Now  proves  her  spirtt  by  her  specd. 
Nor  must  one  limi-Ąng  linę  disgrace 
The  life  and  vigour  of  the  race. 
Sue  russ,  akd  ub  runs,  till  at  length, 
Quite  destitute  of  breath  and  strengtb. 
To  Heav'n  (for  there^we  ali  apply 
For  help,  when  there  'g  no  other  nigh) 
She  ofiers  up  her  urgin  pray*r, 
(Can  virgins  pray  unpitied  there  ?) 
And  when  the  god  thinks  he  bas  caught  her, 
Slips  through  bis  hands,  and  runs  to  water, 
Becomes  a  stream,  in  which  the  poet, 
If  he  has  any  wit,  may  show  it. 

A  city  once  for  power  renown'd, 
Now  leveird  evcn  to  the  ground, 
Beyond  all  doubt  is  a  directios 
To  introduce  9ome  Jine  reflection. 

Ahy  zcoful  me  !  Ah  !  tcoful  tnan  ! 
Ahf  Koful  all.'  do  all  tce  can  ! 
Who  can  on  earthly  things  depend 
For  one  to  t*  other  momenfs  end  ? 
Honour,  wit,  gcnius,  wcaitli,  and  glory, 
Good  lack  !  good  lack  /  arc  transitory  ; 
Nothing  is  surę  and  stable  found, 
The  very  Earih  itself  tums  ronnd. 
Monarchst  nay  ministers  must  die, 
Must  roty  must  stink — Ah,  me  !  ok,  why  ! 
Cities  themselyes  in  time  decay. 
Ifcities  thus — Ah,  xcell-a-dayf 
If  brick  and  mortar  have  an  end. 
On  what  c^nfiesh  and  blood  depend ! 
Ahy  Tooful  me  !  Ah,  to^ful  mon  ! 
Ahy  tcoful  all  /  do  all  vce  can  ! 

England  (for  that  's  at  la^t  the  ftcene, 
Though  \<  orlds  on  worlds  should  riac  betwecn, 
Whlther  we  must  our  course  porsue) 
Kn^land  should  cali  into  review 
Times  long  sińce  past  indeed,  but  not 
By  Ijiglishmen  to  be  forgot, 
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Tliouch  Knglaiid,  once  ao  dcar  to^ame, 
Siiiks  in  Great  Britain^s  dearer  name. 

Herę  eon  Id  we  meation  chief t  uf  old, 
In  plain  aod  ni.^s^d  honoar  bold, 
To  Yirtuft  kind,  to  Vice  screre, 
Stransrers  to  bribcry  and  fear,  ** 

Who  kept  no  wretohcd  cŁans  in  awe, 
Who  ncver  broke  or  toarpi^d  the  law  ; 
hitm*iy  whoniy.in  her  betlcr  daya, 
Ołd  Romę  might  have  been  proud  to  raise; 
Wbo,  steady  to  their  country^s  claim, 
Boldly  stood  ap  in  FreedunCs  name, 
Fen  to  the  tecth  of  Tifranl-pridc, 
And  when  they  could  no  morę,  they  died.  , 

Tbere  (sŁńkiną  contrasŁ !)  might  we  place 
A  seirile,  mean,  degen^rate  race, 
IfiTflingSf  who  Ya^aed  nought  but  gold,. 
By  the  best  bidd^r  bouglit  and  sold; 
Tnianfcł  from  Honoar^s  sacred  laws, 
Betrayers  of  tbcir  country*8  cause ; 
The  dapes  of  party,  tools  of  powV, 
Slares  to  the  nunion  ofan  hour  ;  * 
Lacquiei,  wbo  watchM  afaoouriie'!  .nodf 
Aod  took  a  puppeł  for  their  god* 

Sincere  and  Iionest  in  our  rhymes, 
How  might  we  praise  xh.ese' happier  times ! 
How  might  the  Mnse  cocalt  her  lays. 
And  wanton  in  a  monarchia  praise  ! 
T.-ll  of  a  prince  in  England  bom, 
Wbose  yirtaes  Engtand^s  crown  adom  ^ 
Id  youth  a  pattern  unto  age, 
So  chastp,  so  pious,  and  so  sa^^e ; 
Who  true  to  all  tbóse  jlacred  bands 
Which  private  happiness  demanda, 
Yet  ncTer  lets  them  rise  above 
Thft  stronger  ties  of  public  love. 

With  conscious  pridc  sce  England  stand, 
Onr  holy  charter  in  her  hand, 
She  waves  it  round,  and  oVr  the  i&le 
See  Liherly  and  Courage  smiłe. 
No  morę  she  moums  ber  trcasures  hurl'd 
In  subsu6a  to  all  tbe  world ; 
No  morę  by  foreign  threats  disinayM, 
No  more  deceivM  wlth  foreign  aid, 
She  deals  out  sunis  to  pelttf  states 
H1kxu  ffonour  scoms,  anrl  Rea*<on  hatea ; 
But,  wiser  by  cxperience  gruwo, 
Finds  safety  in  hersnlf  alone. 

"  Whiłst  thua,"  she  cries,  "  my  ehildren  stand, 
An  hoaest,  Taliant,  nathe  band, 
A  train'd  militia,  brave  and  frcc, 
Tme  to  their  king,  and  triic  to  me, 
No/ow^a  hirelings  shall  be  known, 
Ngr  necd  «re  hirelings  of  our  oan. 
Uoder  a  jast  and  pious  reign 
TTie  statesman*;:  sophistry  is  vain ; 
Vałn  is  each  vile  corrupt  pretence, 
Thesc  are  my  natural  defence ; 
Their  fiiith  I  know,  and  they  shall  prove 
The  bulwark  of  the  king  they  love.'* 

These,  and  a  thousaiid  things  beside, 
Kd  we  coosiilt  a  poetka  pride, 
Soroe  gay,  some  serious,  might  be  said^ 
But  ten  to  one  they  »d  not  be  read ; 
Or  were  they  by  aome  carious  few. 
Not  ercn  those  would  thipk  thcm  truć.    • 
For,  from  the  time  that  Jubal  first 
^ect  ditties  to  tbe  harp  rehearsM, 
roeU  have  always  boen  suspected 
.Qt  haviDg  truth  in  rhyme  neglectcd. 


Tliat  bard  except,  who  from  his  youth 

Eqnally  famM  iurfaiłh  and  truth^ 

By  pnidence  taught,  in  courlly  cf>ime 

To  courtly  ears  bruught  łruth  in  rhf/me» 
But  though  to  poets  w<;  allo'A', 

No  mattcr  w  hen  acquir*d  or  how, 

From  truth  ńnboundcd  deviation, 

Which  custom  calls  imagination, 

Yet  can^t  they  be  suppos'd  to  lic 

Onc-half  so  fast  as  Famę  can  fly. 

Therefore  (to  solve  this  Cordian  knot, 

A  point  we  ahnost  bad  forgot) 

To  courteous  readers  be  It  known, 

TTiat  f»id  of  verse  and  falssehood  grown, 

Whilst  we  in  sweet  digression  sung. 

Famę  checkM  her  digbt,  and  heUI  her  toagn^ 

And  now  pursuns  with  double  f(;rco 

And  double  speed  her  destinM  i^uurse ; 

Nor  stops,  tili  she  the  place  arrires, 

Where  Genius  star\'es,  and  Dnllm  j»s  thrives  j 

Where  ricbes  virtue  are  estcemM, 

And  craft  is  truest  wisdom  deonrd ; 

Where  Commerce  proudly  rcais  her  throne 

In  State  to  other  lands  unknown ; 

Where  to  be  chcated,  and  to  cheat, 

Strangera  from  ev'ry  quarter  meet ; 

Where  Christiana,  Jews,  and  Turks  shake  handsy 

United  in  commcrciał  bands, 

All  of  one /aiM,  and  that,  to  own 

No  god  but  Interest  alunc. 
When  gods  and  goddesses  cóme  down 

To  look  about  them  herc  in  town, 

(  For  cbange  of  air  is  undcrstood 

By  sons  of  Physic  to  be  good, 

In  due  proportions  now  and  then 

For  these  same  gods  as  well  as  men) 

By  custom  mPd,  and  not  a  poet 

So  very  duli,  but  he  must  know  it, 

In  order  to  rem&in  ineog, 
They  always  travel  in  a  fog. 

Tit  if  ^e  majesty  expose 

To  Yulgar  eyes,  too  cheap  it  grows; 

The  force  is  lost,  and  free  from  aw'*. 

We  ppy  and  censurc  ev'ry  flaw, 

But  well  preservM  from  publio  viow, 

It  always  breaks  foith  fresh  a!id  new  ; 

Fierce  as  the  Sun  in  all  his  pridc, 

It  shinc!;,  and  not  a  spofs  desc-.ictl. 
Was  Jove  to  lay  his  thund<;r  by. 
And  with  his  brethren  of  the  sky 
Desccnd  to  Earth,  and  fri-sk  about, 
Like  chałtrrins:  N         ,  fmm  ront  to  rout, 
He  would  he  found,  with  all  his  host, 
A  nine  days  wonder  at  the  most 
Would  we  in  trim  our  hooours  wrar, 
We  must  preserve  them  from  the  airi 
What  is  familiar,  men  ncglcct, 
However  worthy  of  respect. 
Did  they  not  find  a  ccrtaiu  friend 
In  mroeliy  to  recomineud, 
(Such  we  by  sad  experience  find 
The  wretohcJ  folly  of  maiikind) 
Venus  might  unattractive  i>\vw\ 

And  II fix  no  eycs  but  mint. 

But  Famę,  who  ncvercard  a  jot    • 
Whether  she  was  admir'd  or  not. 
And  never  blushM  to  show  her  fjce 
At  any  time  in  any  t^iucc, 
In  her  own  shape,  withont  disguise^ 
And  yisiblc  to  mortal  eyes, 
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On  'Chftngc,  ex<ct  at  seven  o^tock, 

A  is:hted  on  the  to^ather-coek^ 

Wiiich,  planted  there  time  out  of  mindy 

To  notft  the  cban^cs  of  the  wind, 

Might  no  improi)er  emblem  be 

Of  h(*r  own  mutability. 

Thrice  did  she  sonnd  her  tramp  (the  «&me 

Wiiich  from  tbe  first  belong*d  to  Famę, 

An  old  iU-favoufd  instramcnt 

With  \vhich  the  goddess  was  cootent, 

Q^»ough  undcr  a  poiiłcr  race; 

Bag-pipes  might  well  snpply  its  place) 

And  tlirice  awakenM  by  the  sound, 

A  gcnVal  din  prerailM  around,  • 

Conftision  thruugh  the  city  past» 
And  Fear  bcstrudc  the  dreadful  blast. 

Those/raga/f/  currents,  which  we  meet 
DisŁilling  sofi  through  every  street, 
AfTrighted  from  the  usual  course, 
Ban  murmYtng  upuards  to  their  sourcc ; 
Siulucs  wept  tcars  of  blood,  as  fast, 
As  \(  hen  a  Csesar  breathM  his  last ; 
łJor.^es,  which  always  us'd  to  go 
Afont-pace  in  ray  lord  mayor^s  show. 
Im  ■  ctuous  from  thcir  slabie  bnjke. 
And  aidcrmen  and  oxen  spoke. 

łlalis  fclt  th'j  foroe,  tuxo'rs  shook  arjund, 
And  steeplcs  nodded  to  the  ground ; 
St  Paul  himself  (strangc  sight !)  was  seen 
To  bow  as  humbly  as  the  dcan, 
Tbe  Mansion  Hous%  for  ever  plac*d 
A  monument  of  city  taslf, 
Trembled,  and  seem'd  aloud  to  groan 
Through  all  that  hidcous  weight  of  stone. 

To  still  the  sound,  or  stop  her  ears, 
Remore  the  cause  or  sense  of  fears, 
Physic,  in  coii^e  seated  high, 
Would  any  thing  but  miKPcine  try. 
No  morc  in  Pewt'rer*8  Hall '  was  hcard 
The  proper  fbrcc  of  ev'ry  word  j 
Thosc  seats  were  desolate  become, 
A  hapless  Elocution  damb. 
Form,  nfy^bonif  and  nty-hred, 
Ly  strict  Deeorfan  ever  led, 
Who  tbreescore  years  had  known  the  grace 
Of  one,  duli,  ttżff',  uncaried  pacę, 
Tcrroiir  preyailing  over  Pride, 
Wa3  seen  to  take  a  larger  stride ; 
Wom  to  the  bonę,  and  cloth*d  in  ragSi 
See  Av*rice  closer  bug  his  bags; 
With  ber  own  weight  unwieldy  grown, 
See  Credit  totter  on  her  throne ; 
Yirtue  alone,  had  she  becn  therc, 
Tbe  mi?hty  sound,  unmovM,  could  brar. 
(Jp  from  the  gurgeous  bod,  where  Fate 
Dooms  annual  fods  to  sleep  in  state. 
To  sleep  so  sound  that  not  one  gleam 
Of  fancy  can  provokc  a  drearo, 
Great  Dullman  started  at  the  sound, 
GapM,  rubb'd  his  eyes,  and  star'd  aroiuid. 
Much  did  he  wish  to  know,  much  fear 
Whence  sounds  so  borrid  siruck  his  ear, 
So  much  unlike  those  peaceful  notes, 
Tbat  equal  harmony  which  floats 
On  the  doli  wing  of  city  air, 
Grave  prelude  to  a  feast  or  fair: 


*  Where  Mr.  Shcridan,'  at  thiy  period,,  read 
turcs  on  elocution. 
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Mnch  did  he  inly  niminat« 

Conceming  the  decrees  of  Fatc, 

1levolving,  though  to  little  end, 

What  this  same  trumpet  might  portend. 
"  Could  the  French — no— that  could  noi  be 

Under  Bate*B  acthe  ministry, 

Too  wttrł^ful  to  be  so  decciv'd, 

Havc  stolen  hither  unperreiv'd  ? 

To  Newfoundland  indeed,  we  know, 

Flcets  of  war  unobserv'd  may  go  j 

Or,  if  observ'd,  may  be  suppos^d, 

At  interrals  when  Reason  doz/d. 

No  othcr  point  in  view  to  bear 

But  pleasnre,  heałth,  and  changc  of  air« 

But  Reason  ne*er  could  sleep  so  soitnd 

To  let  an  enemy  be  found 

In  our  Land'8  heart,  cre  it  was  known 

They  had  departcd  from  their  own. 
**  Or  could  his  succetsnr  (ambition 
fs  ever  hauuted  with  suspicion) 
His  daring  suceettor  elccł, 
All  customs,  ruU*s,  and  forms  rcjcct. 
And  aim,  regardless  of  the  crime, 
To  scize  the  chair  before  his  time  ? 

**  Or  (deeming  this  the  Incky  bour, 
Sceing  his  countrymen  in  pow*r, 
Thrfse  coanlrymełłf  who,  from  the  first, 
Tn  tumults  and  reMfion  nursM, 
Howe*er  tbey  wear  the  mask  of  art, 
Stili  hve  a  Stuart  m  Uteir  heart J 
Could  Scottish  Cliarles'' 

Cor^łure  itias, 

That  mental  ignis  fatuus, 
Led  his  poor  brains  a  wrary  danctf 
From  France  to  Rngland,  hence  to  France, 
'Till  infonnation  (in  the  shape 
Of  chaplain  Icamed,  good  sir  Crapc, 
A  lazy,  lounging,  pamp€r*d  priest, 
Well  known  at  ev'ry  city  feast. 
For  he  was  been  mucli  offner  therc 
Than  in  the  house  of  God  at  pray*r; 
Who  always  ready  in  his  place, 
Ne*er  let  God's  crcatnres  wait  for  graOP, 
Though,  as  the  best  histurians  write. 
Less  fkmM  ibr  faith  than  appetite, 
His  disposition  to  revoal, 
The  grace  was  sliort,  and  long  the  meal ; 
Who  always  would  exces8  ad  mit, 
If  hauwh  or  t  trtle  came  with  it. 
And  ne*er  engag*d  in  the  defence 
Of  self-denyin?  abstincnce, 
When  he  could  fortunately  mect 
With  any  thing  he  lik'd  to  eat ; 
Who  knew  that  winę,  on  scripture  plon. 
Was  madę  to  checr  the  heart  of  man  ; 
Knew  too,  by  long  experience  taught, 
That  cheerfołncss  was  kil  Pd  by  thought; 
And  fit>m  those  preroises  cołlected, 
(Which  few  pcrhap«  would  have  suspectwl) 
That  nonę,  who  with  due  share  of  sense 
Observ*d  the  ways  6f  Providencc, 
Could  with  safe  conscience  leave  ofT  drinkin^, 
TiiI  tbey  had  lost  the  power  of  thinking ; 
With  eyes  haIf-e!os'd  came  waddfing  in. 
And,  having  etrok^d  his  double  rA/i, 
(Tbat  rhif,  whose  credit  to  maintain 
Against  the  scofTs  of  the  profane, 
Had  cost  him  morę  than  ever  state- 
I  Paid  fur  a/toor  electoraie. 
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Which  afler  all  Łhe  cost  and  rout 
Jt  had  becD  better  much  without) 
Briefly  (for  hrenkfastf  you  must  know^ 
Was  waitin^  nil  the  while  bclow) 
Reiated,  botvin^  to  the  gmund, 
The  cause  of  that  uncommon  souud  }    • 
Reiated  too,  that  at  the  door, 
Pomposo,  Piausible,  and  Moore  3, 
Be^j^*d  that  Fama  might  not  be  allow^d 
Thelr  shaiiKi  to  pabiish  to  the  crowd ; 
That  somc  new  ławs  hc  would  proyidę^ 
(If  old  could  not  be  misapplied, 
Włth  as  much  ease  and  safety  there, 
As  tbey  are  misapplied  dsewhtre) 
By  whtck  it  might  be  constnaed  treason 
In  man  to  exerci8e  his  reason ; 
ffhicA  might  inąemously  devise|' 
One  punishment  for  truth  and  lies ; 
And  fairiy  prove,  when  they  had  done, 
"Hiat  truth  and  folsehood  were  but  onej 
#^^*A  juries  must  indeed  retain» 
But  their  effect  shonid  render  vain» 
Making  all  real  power  to  rest 
In  oits  orrupłed  roiten  br&uł. 
By  who6e  fahe  ghst  the  very  BiUe 
Hight  be  interpreted  a  Uitel. 

Moore  (who,  his  revYeoce  to  sare, 
Pteaded  the  fbol  to  skreen  the  knave, 
llioagh  aU,  vho  witneasM  on  his  par^ 
S«ore  for  his  head  against  his  hearlj 
Had  taken  down,  fcom  first  to  last, 
A  jiist  account  of  all  that  past ; 
But,  sińce  the  gracious  will  of  Faie, 
Włio  mark*d  the  child  for  wealth  and  state 
E'en  in  the  cradle,  had  decreed 
The  mifrhty  DuUman  ue*ęr  should  read, 
That  Office  of  ditgrace  to  bear 
The  smnotk^Hp^d  Plausible  was  there. 

From  H e'en  to  Clerkenwell 

Who  knows  not  tmootk-Upp^d  Plausible  ? 
A  preacher  deem*d  of  grcatest  nota. 
For  preaching  that  which  othere  wrote. 

łlad  DuUman  now  (and  fools  we  see 
Seldom  want  curiosity) 
Consented  (but  the  mnttrnimr  shade 
Of  Gascoyne4  hastenM  to  bis  a»d, 
And  in  his  hand,  what  could  he  roore  ? 
Triumpbant  Canning'8  picture  borę) 
Tbat  our  thfee  heroes  shonid  advance. 
And  read  their  condcol  romance^ 
How  ric!i  a  feast,  what  royal  farę 
We  for  our  readers  might  prepare ! 
So  rich,  and  yct  so  safe  a  feast, 
That  no  oneforeifcn  UtUant  beast^ 
Witbin  the  purlieus  of  tbe  law 
Sno\ild  dare  thereon  to  lay  his  paw, 
And,  ĘtozeJinfr,  ery,  with  surly  tooe, 
**  Kecp  o(?-^t hi*  feast  is  all  my  own.** 

Bending  to  earth  the  downcast  eye, 
Or  pianting  it  against  the  sky, 
As  on^  immersM  in  deepest  thought, 
Or  with  somc  holy  vision  caught»     ' 
His  bands,  to.aid  Łhe  traitor's  art, 
DevDutly  foldcd  o'er  his  heart, 
Herę  Moore.  in  fraud  well  skiird,  sbould  go, 
AU  sabd,  with  sołemn  step  and  slow. 

3  A  clergyman,  who  unluckiły  inroWed  himeelf 
in  the  Cock  Lane  gbost  imposition* 
4Sir  Crlsp  Gaccoyns, 


O  that  ReIigion's  sacred  nailie, 
Meant  to  inspire  the  purest  flamCi 
A  prostitute  should  ever  be 
To  that  archfend  Hypocrisy, 
Where  we  find  ev*ry  other  vice 
Crown*d  with  damn*d  sneaking  cfmardice! 
fitJd  sin  reclaim'd  is  often  seen ; 
PasŁ  hnfie  Ihul  man,  rcho  dares  be  trtean, 

There  fuli  of /iWA,  and  fuli  of  grace, 
W>th  that  fine  round  unmeaningface 
Which  Naturę  give8  to  sons  of  Earth 
Whom  she  designs  for  ease  and  mlrth, 
Should  the  prim  Plausible  be  scen, 
Obser^e  his  stlfT  atTected  mień ; 
'Gainst  Naturę,  arm'd  by  Gravity, 
His  features  too  in  buckie  see ; 
See  with  what  sanctity  he  reads, 
With  what  devotion  tells  his  beads  I 
Now  prophet,  show  me,  by  thine  art,    . 
What  *s  the  religion  of  his  heart; 
Show  there,  if  truth  thou  can'st  uiifold^ 
Religion  center^d  ali  in  gold ; 
Show  htm,  nor  fear  Correction^s  rod, 
As  false  to  friendsfup,  as  to  God. 

Horrid,  un^eieldyf  without  form^ 
Saoagef  as  Ocean  in  a  storm, 
Of  siw  firodigiotu,  in  the  rear, 
Thai  post  (^honour,  should  appear 
Pomposo;  Famę  around  should  tell 
How  he  a  siave  to  int^rest  fell ; 
How,  for  inlegr/ty  renown'd, 
Which  booksellers  have  often  found, 
He  for  suhsrribers  baits  his  book, 
And  takes  their  cash — but  where's  the  book  ? 
No  matter  where — ff^se  fear,  we  know, 
Forbids  the  robbing  of  a  foe ; 
But  what,  to  senre  our  private  ends, 
Forbids  the  cheating  of  our  fnends  ? 
No  man  alive,  who  would  not  swear 
All  's  safe,  and  therefore  hnnett  there.  * 
For,  spite  of  all  the  leamed  say, 
If  we  to  truth  attention  pay, 
The  word  dishonesły  is  meant 
For  nothiog  eise  but  punishment. 
Famę  too  should  tell,  nor  heed  the  threat 
Of  rogues,  who  brother  rogues  abet. 
Nor  tremble  at  the  terrours  hung 
Aloft,  to  mnhe  hfr  kold  her  iongue, 
How  to  all  principles  untrue. 
Not  fix*d  to  oA/ fnends,  nor  to  new, 
He  damns  the  fension  which  he  takes. 
And  lovA  the  Stuart  he  forsakes. 
Naturę  (who  jnstly  regular 
Is  very  seldom  known  to  err, 
But  now  and  then'  in  tportłve  mood^ 
As  some  rude  wits  have  understood, 
Or  through  much  work  requir*d  in  haste^ 
Is  with  a  random  stroke  disgracM) 
Pomposo,  fonn'd  on  r/o2i&//tf/ plan, 
Not  quite  a  beasł,  nor  quite  a  man, 
Like— <?/w/  kmrws  what^^for  never  yet 
Could  the  most  subtle  hunian  wit 
Find  out  a  monster,  which  might  be 
The  shadow  of  a  simiie, 

ThBSE  TUREK,  TRES8  GRBAT,  THESB  KlOHTY  TR1B<, 

Nor  can  the  fioefs  truth  agrce, 
Howe*er  report  hath  done  him  wrong. 
And  warp'd  the  purpose  of  his  song, 
Amongst  the  refuse  of  their  race, 
The  sons  of  lufamy,  to  place 
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Tłiat  open,  getfrous,  mauly  mind 
Which  ue  with  joy  m  Alclrich  find. 
Thcse  three,  who  now  are/a/n/Z/^sbown, 
Jusl  shich'd,  and  scarcely  to  be  known« 
]f  DuUman  tbeir  requesŁ  bad  heard, 
In  stronger  cploais  bad  appear*d ; 
And  friends,  tbough  partial,  at  firet  yiew, 
S/fuciifring^  had  own'd  the  picture  true. 
But  had  their  joumal  been  display  *d. 
And  thc  whote  proce»8  open  laid, 
What  a  vast  unexhausted  field 
For  mirth  nmst  soch  a  joumal  yield  ! 
In  ber  own  angor  strongly  charinM, 
'Gainst  hopc,  'gainst  fear  by  conscicnce  arm'd, 
Then  had  bold  Satirc  madę  her  way, 
KnifrfUs,  hrds,  and  dukes^  ber  destinM  prey. 

But  Prudc-nce,  erer  sacred  naiiie 
To  those  who  feel  not  virtue's  llauie, 
Or  oniy  feel  it  at  the  best 
As  the  duli  dupę  of  inierett, 
Whisper'd  aloud  (for  this  we  fnid 
A  custoin  current  with  mankiud, 
So  loud  to  H  hispcr,  that  each.word 
May  all  around  be  plainly  heard. 
And  Priłdence  suro  would  never  misa 
A  cu.stom  so  contriv'd  as  this 
Her  candour  to  secure,  yet  al  ni 
.  Surę  death  against  anuther^s  fanie) 

**  KnisfUs,  iordSf  and  dukes — mad  wretch,  forbear, 
Dangers  imthought  of  ambusli  there ; 

Confiue  tby  ragę  to  ucaker  slaves, 

Jaugh  at  smafl  fools,  and  lash  smali  knaues. 

But  never,  hclfi/ess,  mran,  and  poor,     . 

Rush.on,  where  laws  cannot  sccITte ; 

Nor  think  tbyself,  mistaken  youth, 

Secure  in  principles  of  Iruth, 

Trttih !  w  by,  shall  ev'ry  wretch  of  letters 

Darc  to  speak  Łrulk  against  his  ŁeUcrs ! 

l^et  razi^fid  Yirtue  stand  aloof, 

Nor  niutter  accents  of  reproof ; 

I^t  laiiąrd  Wit  a  mute  become, 

M^^heu  wealth  and  pow'r  would  bavc  ber  dumb. 

For  who  the  Devil  doth  not  know 

Tiiat  titles  and  estates  bestow 

An  ample  stock,  where'cr  they  fali, 

Of  graces  which  we  mental  cali  ? 

Beggars,  in  ev'ry  age  and  nation, 

Are  rogues  and  fools  by  situation  ,• 

The  rioh  and  great  are  imderstood 

To  be  of  course  both  wise  and  good. 

Consult  then  int^rest  niore  than  pride, 

Discreetiy  takc  the  stn)n;rer  side  ; 

Df^sert  in  time  the  simple  fow, 

Who  ViiVte*s  barreu  path  pursue; 

Adopt  my  maxims ^(biluw  me 


To  Baal  bow  thc  prudent  knee ; 
Deny  tJiy  God,  betray  thy  friend, 
At  BaaPs  altars  hourly  bend ; 
So  shalt  thou  rich  and  great  be  seen ; 
To  be  great  nn:v,  you  musi  be  mcan.'* 
Hence,  lempłer^  to  some  weakcr  sou  I, 
Which  fear  and  intcrest  control ; 
Yainly  thy  precepts  are  addressM, 
Where  Yirtue  steels  the  stcady  bre;'st. 
T  lY<x}ugh  meanness  wadę  to  lioasted  pLwV, 
Through  guilt  ropcatcd  ev'ry  honr; 
What  is  thy  ga-n,  when  al  i  is  donc, 
What  mighty  laurels  hast  thou  won  ? 
Duli  cn)wds,  to  wlioui  thc  hcarfs  uuknowOi 
Pidisc  thee  for  virtues  not  tiiy  owu ; 
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I  But  will,  at  oncc  mdn*9  scourge  and  firicndi 
Imparliai  Conscience  too  commend  ? 
From  hor  reproaches  ran*st  thou  fly  ? 
Can'Rt  tłłou  with  worlds  her  si lence  buy  ? 
Believe  it  not — ^lier  stings  shall  find 
A  i$assagc  to  tby  coTcard  mind. 
Thcre  shall  she  fix  ber  sharpest  dart, 
Thcre  show  thee  truły,  as  tk^t  art, 
Unkn^fŁ  Co  those y  by  whotn  łhou  *rt  prrz*d; 
Kn'^xvn  to  thjselfto  be  despis^d. 

Thc  man  who  weds  the  sacred  Muse, 
Disrlains  ali  mercenary  views, 
And  he  who  Virtne's  throne  would  rear, 
I^ughs  at  the  phantoms  rais'd  by  fear. 
Though  Fo//^,  TobM  in  puri>le,  shines, 
Though  Vice  oxhausts  Fennunn  mines, 
Yct  shall  they  tremble,  and  tum  pale, 
When  SatireSvidlds  her  mighty  tiail; 
Or  should  they,  of  rebuke  afraid, 
With  Melcombe  «eek  HeIPs  dcepest  shadę,  ^ 
Satire,  still  mindful  of  her  aim,  i 

Shall  bring  thc  cowards  back  to  shame. 

Hated  by  many,  Iov'd  by  few, 
Above  each  little  private  view, 
Honcst,  tbough  poor,  (and  who  shall  dare 
To  disappoint  my  boasting  thcre  ? ) 
Hardy  and  resolute,  t!:ough  weak, 
Thc  dictates  of  my  heart  to  spcak, 
Willing  I  bcnd  at  Satire*8  throne  ; 
What  powV  I  havp,  be  all  her  tmnu 
Nor  shall  yon  lamf  'r's  specious  art, 
Conscious  of  a  corrupted  bcart, 
Create  imaginary  fear, 
To  damp  us  in  our  bold  career. 
Wby  should  we  fear?  and  what? —the  laws  i 
Tliey  all  are  armM  in  Yirtue*s  cause  ; 
And  aiming  at  tlie  sclf-same  cud, 
Satire  is  always  Yirtue^s  friend: 
Nor  shall  that  Muse,  whose  honcst  ragę, 
In  a  corrupt  degen^rate  age, 
(When  dead  ti»ev*ry  nicer  Ben?c, 
Deep  sunk  in  vice  and  indolence, 
The  spirit  of  old  Romę  was  brokc 
Bonealh  the  łt/rant  fidrllei^s  yoke) 
BanishM  the  rosę  frora  Nero*s  cheek,- 
Under  a  Brunswick  fear  to  speak. 

Drawn  by  Conceit  from  Rea«on*s  plan> 
How  vain  is  that  poor  rreaturf^  man ! 
How  pleas'd  is  ev'ry  paltry  elf 
To  prate  about  that  thing  himself ! 
Aftcr  my  promise  madę  in  rbymc, 
And  mcant  in  eemest  at  that  time, 
To  jog,  according  to  the  modę, 
In  one  duli  pace,  in  one  duli  road, 
What  but  that  curse  of  heart  and  head 
To  this  d}q;i'essiQn  could  bave  led, 
WTicre  plungM,  in  vain  I  look  about. 
And  can*t  staj'  in,  nor  well  get  ouL 

Could  I,  wihiilst  Humour  hołd  the  quill, 
Gould  I  disress  with  half  that  skill, 
Could  I  with  half  that  skill  return, 
Which  we  so  much  admire  in  Steme  j  • 


Wliere  each  digressiorty  seeming  vain. 
And  only  fit  to  enteitain, 
Is  found  on  better  recolledion, 
To  have  a  just  and  nice  connetrtion. 
To  help  the  whole  with  wondrons  art, 
Whence  it  seems  idly  to  depart; 
Then  should  o\ir  readers  ne'er  nccuse 
TliesiC  wild  escursions  of  the  Muse, 
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\e*cr  bacKirard  turn  duli  pnges  o*er 

*ro  recotlect  what  went  before ; 

Decply  impressM,  and  evfer  new, 

Each  image  past  śhould  start  to  vi6w. 

And  we  to  Dullman  now  come  in, 

As  if  we  ne*er  had  absent  been. 

Have  you  not  iteen,  when  dan^^erS  near, 

The  coward  check  tum  tehiłe  with  fear  ? 

Have  you  not  scen,  when  danger^s  fied, 

The  self-same  cheek  with  joy  turn  red? 

These  are  Iow  symptoms  which  we  fmd 

Fit  only  for  a  vulgar  tnind, 

Where  honest  feajtares,  void  of  ait, 

Betray  the  fcelings  of  the  beart: 

Our  Daliman  with  a  face  was  blessM 

Where  no  one  passion  was  expre88'd  ; 

His  eye,  in  Sifne  siujjor  caught, 

Iroply*d  a  plenteous  lack  of  thougbt; 

Nor  was  one  linę  that  whole  face  seen  in, 

Which  cotild  be  iustly  charc*d  with  meaning. 
To  Avarice  by  A/>iA  aUy*d, 

Debauch'd  by  marriaire  into  pride, 

In  age  grown  fond  of  youthfid  sports, 

Of  poinps,  of  Tanities,  and  courts. 

And  by  success  trx>  miichty  madę   • 

To  love  his  country  or  his  trade, 

StifF  in  opinion  (no  rare  casc 

With  blockheads  in  or  ont  of  place) 

Too  weak,  and  insolent  of  rouI, 

To  su  Ser  Reason*s  just  control, 

Bnt  bending,  of  his  own  accord, 

To  that  irim  transtent  hy^  My  Lord ; 

Tlie  dupę  of  Scols  (a  fatal  race, 

^Vhom  God  in  xcra/h  contrivM  to  place, 

To  Fcourge  our  crimes,  and  gali  our  pride, 

A  constant  thorn  in  £ngiand*s  side ; 

Whom  first,  our  grcatness  to  oppose, 
He  in  his  ven!^eancc  mark*d  for  fnes; 

Then,  morę  to  9erve  bis  wrathful  cnds. 

And  mnre  to  curss  us,  mark*d  for  friends) 

Deep  in  the  state,  if  we  give  credit 

To  lum,  fur  no  one  elae  e'cr  said  it; 

Swom  friend  of  great  onei;  not  a  few, 

Though  he  their  titles  oidykuew, 

And  those  (which  enrious  of  his  breeding 

Book'W^rms  have  charg'd  to  want  of  reading) 

Mcrely  to  show  himself  jiolitc, 

He  flever  wonld  pponounce  arighf; 

Au  orator  with  whom  a  host 

Of  those  which  Romę  aml  Athens  boast, 

In  ali  their  pride  might  not  contcnd  ;    ■ 

Who,  WTth  no  pow'rs  to  reoommend, 

Whil«t  Jackey  Hume,  and  Billy  Whitehead, 

And  Dickey  61over  sat  delighted, 

Could  speak  whole  days  in  Ńature^s  spite, 

Just  as  those  abłe  zerse-mrn  write, 

<>reat  Dullmau  from  his  bed  arose— 

Tlirice  did  he  spit — tłirlce  wipM  bis  nose— 

Thrice  strove  to  smile — thrioe  strove  to  frown— 

And  thrice  Io(3k'd  up— and  thrice  lookM  down— 

Then  si lence  broke — **  Crape,  who  am  I  ?" 

.  Crape  bow'd,  and  smil'd  an  arch  reply. 
"  Am  I  not,  Crape — I  am,  you  know, 
Above  ali  those  who  are  below. 
H»ve  I  not  knowledge  ?  and  for  w/V, 
Money  will  always  purchase  it ; 
Kor,  if  it  needful^hould  be  found, 
Wili  I  grudge  ten  or  twenty  poUnd, 
For  which  the  whole  stock  may  be  bonght 
Of  sc9uivirel  za.it  not  worlh  a  groat. 
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But  lest  I  sbould  proceed  too  far, 

III  feel  my  friend  tke  minister- 

(Oreat  men,  Crape,  must  not  be  neglected) 

How  he  in  this  point  is  ani^cted  ^ 

For,  as  I  stand  a  magistrate. 

To  8erve  him  first,  and  next  the  state, 

Perhaps  he  may  not  think  it  fit 

To  let  his  magistrates  have  wit. 

"  Bonst  I  not,  at  this  very  hour, 
Those  large  effects  which  troop  with  pow*r  ? 
Am  I  not  mighty  in  the  land  ? 
Do  not  [  sit,  whilst  others  stand  ? 
Am  I  not  with  rich  garments  gra6My 
In  seat  of  hoiiour  always  placM } 
^Vnd  do  not  cits  of  chief  degrec, 
Though  proud  to  others,  bend  to  me  ? 

*'  Have  I  not,  as  a  justice  ought, 
The  laws  such  wholesome  rigour  taught, 
That  Fornicationj  in  disgrace, 
Is  now  afraid  to  show  ber  face, 
And  not  one  whore  these  walls  approache^, 
Unless  they  ride  in  our  own  coachcs  ? 
And  shall  this  Famę,  an  ołdpoor  strumpet, 
Without  our  liceuce  sound  ber  trumpet. 
And,  euTious  of  our  city'8  quiet, 
In  broad  day-łight  blow  up  a  riot? 
If  insolence  iike  this  we  bear, 
Where  is  our  state  ?  our  office  where  ? 
Fareaeell  alł  honours  of  our  reign, 
Fareroell  the  neck-ennobłirLr  chain, 
Freedom*s  knozcn  badge  o'er  ali  the  globę, 
i^are^tfll  the  soiem^i^spreaf/iną  robę, 
Fare:veU  the  sviforó—/areve//  the  mace, 
Farewdl  ali  title,  pomp,  and  place. 
Remov*d  froni  men  of  high  degree, 
(A  loss  to  tkemy  Crape,  not  to  me) 
Banish*d  to  Chippcnham,  or  to  Frome, 
DuIIman  once  raore  shall  ply  the  loohi." 

Crape,  lifting  up  his  hands  and  f^yes, 
"  Dullman — the  lnom — at  Chippcnham" — crie  , 
"  If  there  be  pow'i"s  which  greatness  Ime, 
Which  rule  Mor,  but  dzeelł  abovf, 
Those  pow'rs  united  ali  shall  join 
To  contradict  the  rash  design.  *    ' 

"  Sooner  shall  stubbom  Will  lay  down 
His  oppusition  with  his  gown, 
Sooner  shall  Tempie  leavc  the  road 
Which  leads  to  Virtue*s  mean  abode, 
Sooner  shall  Scots  this  country  quit,      ' 
And  £ngiand's  foes  be  friends  to  Pitt,  " 

Than  Dullman,  from  his  grandeur  thrown, 
Shall  wander  out-cast,  and  unknown. 
Surę  as  that  ranę"  (a  cane  there  stood 
Near  to  a  fablcy  madę  of  wood, 
Of  dryjtne  wood  a  table  madę. 
By  some  rarc  artist  in  the  trade, 
Who  hhd  enjoy'd  immortal  praisc 
f f  he  had  liv*d  in  Homci^s  days) 
"  Surę  as  that  cane^  which  once  v  as  seen, 
In  pride  of  life  ali  fresh  and  green, 
Tiie  banks  of  Indus  to  adom ; 
Then,  of  its  leafy  honours  shom,  ^ 

According  to  exactest  rule. 
Was  fashion'd  by  the  workman^s  tool, 
And  which  at  present  we  behold 
Cnri^usfif  poVish'd,  crownM  with  ;?«/./, 
With  gold  well-icroujht ;  surę  as  that  tiane 
Shall  never  on  its  native  plain 
Strike  root  afresh,  shall  never  morę 
Fionrish  in  tawny  India'9  shore, 
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So  surę  shall  Dullman  and  his  race 
To  latest  limes  this  station  grace. '^ 

Dallman,  who  all  this  while  had  kept 
His  eye-lids  clo8'd  as  if  he  slept, 
Now  looking  steadfastly  on  Crape, 
As  at  some  god  in  human  shape — 
"  Crape,  I  protest,  you  seem  to  me 
To  have  discharg^d  a  prophecy  ; 
Yes — from  the  first  it  doth  appear, 
Planted  by  Fate,  the  Dullmans  here 
Have  always  held  a  qułet  reign, 
And  hiere  shail  to  the  last  remain. 

'*  Crape,  they're  all  wroog  about  this  ghosi^^ 
Quite  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  post — 
Blockheadsy  to  take  //  in  their  head 
To  be  a  message  from  the  dcad, 
For  that  by  missiąn  they  design, 
A  word  not  half  so  good  as  minę. 
Crape — here  it  is — start  not  one  doubt— 
A  plot — a  plot — Pre  found  it  ouL" 

"  O  God  !"  cries  Crapc,  "  how  blest  the  nation, 
Where  one  son  boasts  such  penetration  !*' 

"  Crape,  IWe  not  time  to  tell  you  now 
Wlten  I  discoyer^d  this,  or  Aow  ; 
To  Stentor  go— if  he*s  not  there. 
His  place  let  Bully  Norton  bear— 
Our  citłzens  te  council  cali— 
Let  afl  meet — *ti8  the  cause  of  all 
Let  the  three  witnesses  attend 
With  al/egationt  to  befrlend. 
To  swear  just  so  much,  and  no  morę, 
As  we  instruct  them  in  bcfore. 

•*  Stay — Crape — come  back — ^what,  dontyou  see 
Th'  effects  of  this  discovery  ? 
Dullman  all  care  and  toil  endures— • 
The  profit,  Crapa,  will  all  be  jfours. 
A  nulre  (fiór,  this  arduous  task 
Perform*d,  theyMl  grant  whate'er  I  ask) 
A  miire  (and  perhaps  the  best) 
Shall  through  my  interest  make  thee  blest* 
And  at  this  time,  when  ąracious  Fate 
Booms  to  tke  Sroł  the  reins  of  state, 
Who  is  mote  fit  (and  fw  your  use 
We  could  ^  Sue  instances  produce) 
Of  Englł*"  -^chnnh  to  be  the  bead^ 
Than  yo\^JpredyŁerian  brcd  ? 
But  when  '.nus  mighty  you  are  madę, 
Unlike  the  brethren  of  thy  trade. 
Be  grateful,  Crape,  and  let  me  not, 
like  liii  Newcastle,  be  fbrgot. 

"  But.an  afikir,  Crape,  of  this  size 
WiU  ask  from  Conduct  va8t  supplies  ; 
It  must  not,  as  the  vulgar  say. 
Be  done  in  hugger^mut^ąer  way. 
Traitors  indeed  (and  thafs  discreet) 
Who  hatch  the  plpt,  in  private  meet ; 
They  should  in  public  go,  no  doubt, 
Whose  business  is  to  find  it  out 

•*  To  morrow — if  the  day  appear 
Łikely  to  tum  out  fair  and  elear— 
Procia  im  a  ^rand  proreuthnafit — 
Be  all  the  city  pomp  display'd; 
Let  the  łra/n-handi** — Crape  shook  his  head-— 
They  heard  the  trumpet  and  were  fled — 
"  Weil,**  cńes  the  Knight,  •*  if  thafs  the  case. 
A/y  servants  shall  supply  their  place-— 
My  servants — minę  alnw^uo  morę 
Than  what  my  senrants  did  before— 
Dost  not  remember,  Crape,  that  day, 
When,  Dullnian*s  grandeur  to  display, 


As  all  too  simple,  and  too  1< 
Our  city  friends  were  thrust  below, 
Whilst,  as  morę  worthy  of  our  love, 
Courtiera  were  entertain*d  above? 
Tell  me,  who  waited  then  ?  and  how  ? 
My  serrants — minę — and  why  not  now  ?i 
In  hastę  then,  Crape,  to  Stentor  go^ 
But  send  up  Hart,  who  waits  below; 
With  him,  till  you  return  again, 
(Reach  me  my  specłacies  and  cane) 
Vl\  make  a  proof  how  I  advance  in 
My  new  accomTilishment  of  dancing.** 

Not  quite  so  fast  as  lightning  flies, 
Wing*d  with  red  aager,  through  the  skies; 
Not  quite  so  fast  ai,  sent  by  Jove, 
Iris  descends  on  wingi  of  Loye  ; 
Not  quite  so  fiast  as  Temmr  rides 
When  he  the  chafing  wikIs  bestrides ; 
Crape  hobbled — ^but  his  mind  was  good— 
Cou'd  he  go  faster  than  he  cou*d  ? 

Near  to  that  Tow*r,  which,  as  we*re  told, 
The  mighty  Julius  raisM  of  old, 
Where  to  the  błock,  by  Justice  led, 
The  reUl  Scot  hath  often  bied, 
Where  arms  are  kept  so  clean,  bo  bright, 
Twere  sin  they  should  be  soil^d  in  figfat, 
Where  bnites  o^foreign  race  are  shown 
By  brutes  much  greater  of  our  own; 
Fast  by  the  crowded  l^hames,  is  found 
An  ample  8quare  of  sacred  groimd, 
Where  artless  Eloqumce  presides. 
And  Naturę  evVy  sentence  guides. 

Here  female  parliamenta  debatę 
About  religion,  trade,  and  state; 
Here  ev'ry  Naiad's  patriot  soul, 
IMsdaining  foreign  base  control, 
Despising  Frenehy  despising  Erse^ 
Pours  forth  the  plain  M  £ngU*h  curse, 
And  bears  aloft,  with  terrours  hung, 
The  honours  of  the  vuJgar  tongue. 

Here  Stentor,  always  heard  with  awe, 
In  thuud*ring  accents  deals  out  law. 
TweWe  furlougs  off  each  dreadfiil  word 
Was  plainly  and  distinctly  heard. 
And  ey*ry  neighbour  hill  around 
Retum*d  and  swellM  the  mighty  sound. 
The  loudest  vir^in  of  the  stream, 
Compar^d  with  Aim,  would  silent  seem ; 
Thames,  (who,  enragM  to  find  his  coarse 
Oppo8'd,  folls  down  with  double  furce, 
Against  tlfe  bridge  indignant  roan^ 
And  lashes  the  resounding  sbores) 
ComparM  with  Ażm,  at  lowest  tide, 
In  softest  whispers  seems  to  glide. 

Hither  directed  by  the  noise, 
Sweird  with  the  hope  of  futurę  joys, 
Through  too  much  zeal  and  hastę  madę  lamę, 
The  reo*rend  8lave  of  Dullman  came. 

"  Stentor*' — with  such  a  serious  air, 
With  such  a  face  ofsolemn  care, 
As  might  import  him  to  contain 
A  nation^swelfiire  in  his  brain — 
"  Stentor,''  cries  Crape,  **  Tm  hither  sent 
On  business  of  most  high  intent, 
Oreat  Dullman'8  orders  to  conTey  f  4 

Dullman  commands,  and  I  obey. 
Big  with  thoee  throes  which  patriots  feel. 
And  lab'ring  for  the  common  weal, 
Some  socret  which  forbids  him  rest, 
Tumbles  and  tostet  in  his  breast. 
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Tttmhfes  and  insses  to  get  free ; 

And  thus  tbe  chief  commands  by  me* 

•*  •  To  morrow,  if  the  day  appear 
Likely  to  tum  out  fair  and  elear — 
Proclaim  a  grand  procestionade — 
Be  all  the  city  pomp  diuplayM — 
Our  citizens  to  council  cali — 
Idct  ali  meet-— tu  the  canse  of  a/7.' " 
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CoxcoifM,  who  Tainly  make  pretence 
To  aomething  of  exalted  seme 
'Bove  other  men,  and,  grmely  wite^ 
AfCect  thoce  pleasures  to  despise, 
Which,  merely  to  the  eye  confinM, 
Ijring  no  improvement  to  the  mind, 
Rai  i  at  al)  pomp:   they  would  not  go 
For  millions  to  a  pnppeł-shnw. 
Nor  can  fonrive  the  mighty  crime 
Of  coantenancing  pa'ilo'nime  ; 
No,  no*,  at  Covent  Garden,  where, 
'Withoiit  a  head  for  piay  or  player, 
Or,  could  a  head  be  found  most  fit, 
Withont  one  play  V  to  second  it, 
They  must,  obeying  Folly'*  cali, 
Thrire  by  merę  show,  or  not  at  all. 

Wltb  these  frraoe  fops,  who  (biess  their  brains !) 
Most  cruel  to  themseWes,  take  pains 
For  wretchedneas,  and  woald  be  thought 
Much  wiser  than  a  wise  man  ought 
For  his  own  happiness  tó  be ; 
Who,  what  they  hear,  and  what  they  see, 
Aad  what  they  smell,  and  taste,  and  feel, 
Distnist,  tiłl  Reason  aets  her  seal. 
And,  by  long  trains  of  consequences 
EnsurM,  gives  sanctioii  to  the  senses ; 
Who  would  not,  Heav*n  fbrbid  it !  waste 
One  hour  in  what  the  world  calls  taste. 
Nor  fondly  deign  to  laugh  or  ery, 
Uniesa  they  know  some  reason  why ; 
^Itb  theae  ąrtne  fops,  whose  B3r8tem  seems 
To  gi^e  up  certainty  for  dreams, 
The  eye  of  man  ia  understood 
As  for  no  other  pnrpose  good 
Than  as  a  door,  throogh  which  of  coufse 
Their  passage  crowding  objects  force, 
A  downright  nsher,  to  admit 
New-comers  to  the  court  of  fFił, 
(Good  Gratity,  forbear  thy  spleen, 
When  I  say  HF//,  I  Witdmn  mean) 
Whc^e  (such  the  practice  of  the  court, 
Which  legał  precedents  support) 
Not  one  idea  is  allow^d 
To  p^  ui]question*d  in  the  crowd. 
Bot  ere  it  can  obtain  the  grace 
Of  holding  in  the  brain  a  place, 
Befbre  th«  chief  in  congregation 
Must  stand  a  striet  examinati<m» 

Not  such  as  tkote,  w^  pbysic  twirl, 
Ful]  fraoght  with  deatn,  from  evVy  curl ; 
Who  prove,  with  all  becoming  state, 
Their  voice  to  be  the  voice  of  Fate ; 
Prepar*d  with  essenctf  dropf  and  piU, 
Te  be  another  Ward,  or  Hill, 
Before  they  can  obtain  their  ends. 
To  sfgn  death-warrants  for  their  fHends, 
And  talents  rast  aa  their's  employ, 
Sęcundum  ariem  to  destroy, 


Must  pass  (or  laws  their  ragc  restrain) 

Before  the  chiefs  of  lVartpick  Lane, 

Thrice  happy  Lane,  where  uncontn>rd, 

In  pmeV  and  leikargy  grown  old, 

Most  fit  to  take,  in  this  blest  land, 

The  reins  which  fell  from  Wyndham*s  band, 

Her  lawful  throne  great  Dullness  rcars, 

StJll  morę  herself  as  morę  in  ]^ears ; 

Where  she  (and  who  shall  dare  deny 

Her  right,  when  Reeves  and  Chauncy's  by) 

Calling  to  mind,  in  ancient  time, 

One  Garth  who  en^d  in  wit  and  rhyme, 

Ordains  from  henceforth  to  admit 

Nonę  of  the  rebel  sons  of  Wit, 

And  makes'  it  her  peculiar  care 

That  Schomberg  nevcr  shall  be  tbere. 

Not  such  as  ihnsef  w  bom  Folly  trains 
To  letters;  though  unble9s'd  with  brains  ; 
Who,  destitute  of  pow^r  and  will 
To  leam,  are  kept  to  leaming  sŁill ; 
Whose  heads,  when  other  methods  fail| 
Receive  instructioń  from  the  taii, 
Because  their  sires,  a  common  case 
Which  brings  the  chiłdren  to  disgrace, 
Imaglne  it  a  certain  rule, 
They  netrer  could  beget  a  fool, 
Must  pass,  or  must  rompound  jfor,  ere 
The  chaptainy  fuli  of  beef  and  prayV, 
Will  give  his  reoerend  pennit, 
Announcing  them  for  orderu  fit, 
So  that  the  prelatc  (what's  a  name  ? 
All  prełates  now  are  much  the  same) 
May  with  a  conscience  safe  and  quiet, 
With  holy  hands  lay  on  that  fał, 
Which  doth  all  facuities  dispense, 
AU  sanctiły,  aUfaithy  all  tenie, 
Makes  Madan  quite  a  saint  appear, 
And  makes  an  oracie  of  Cheerc. 

Not  such  as  in  that  solemn  seat, 
Where  the  Ninę  Ladiet  hołd  retreat, 
The  Ladiet  Ninę,  who,  as  we*re  told, 
Scoming  those  haunts  they  loT*d  of  old, 
The  banks  of  Isis  now  prefer, 
Nor  will  one  hour  from  Oxford  stir, 
Are  held  for  form  ;  which  Balaam^s  ass 
As  well  as  Balaam^s  self  might  pass, 
And  with  his  master  take  degree^*,  , 

Could  he  contrive  to  pay  the  fees. 

Men  of  sound  parts,  who,  deeply  read, 
0*erIoad  the  storehouse  of  the  head 
With  fomlture  they  ne*er  can  usc, 
Cannot  fbrgive  our  rambling  Musc 
This  wild  escursion :  cannot  see 
Why  physic  and  divimly. 
To  the  iiurprise  of  all  beholdcrs, 
Are  lugg^d  in  by  the  head  and  shoulders  ; 
Or  how,  in  any  point  of  riew, 
Oxford  hath  any  th-ng  to  do ; 
But  men  of  nice  and  subtle  leaming, 
Remarkable  ibr  quick  disccrnine, 
Througb  spectacles  uf  critic  mould, 
Without  instrurtion,  will  behold 
That  we  a  method  here  have  cot. 
To  show  what  is,  by  what  is  not. 
And  that  our  drift  (parenlhesit 
For  once  apart)  is  briefly  this. 

Within  the  Brain's  most  sccrct  cciis 
A  certain  hrd chief juslicf  dwclls 
Of  8ov'reign  pow'r,  whom  one  and  aH, 
With  common  voice,  wte  Reason  cali ; 
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Though,  for  the  purposcs  of  satire, 
A  uJime  in  tritth  is  no  j^reat  matter, 
JcfTcries  or  Mansfield,  which  you  will, 
It  mcaiis  a  hrd  chief  justice  stłH. 
//err,  so  our  grcat  projectors  say, 
The  Senses  all  must  homage  pay; 
Hiłher  they  all  must  tribute  bring, 
^      And  pnwtrate  fali  bcfore  their  king, 
Whatever  unto  them  is  bronght, 
Is  cany'd  on  the  wings  of  Thougbt 
Before  his  throne,  where,  in  fuli  state, 
He  on  their  meri^s  holdg  debatę, 
ExaDiine5,  cross-exaiinines,  weighs 
Their  right  to  censurc  or  to  praise; 
Nor  duth  bis  cqual  voice  depend 
Ou  narrow  views  of  foe  and  fricnd  \ 
Nor  can  or  flattery  or  force 
l)ivert  him  from  his  steady  course  \ 
^The  channcl  of  inquiry's  elear. 
No  sham  e.rcminałion* 6  here. 

He,  upright  justicer,  no  doubt, 
Jd  iibitum  piits  in  aud  out, 
Adjnsts  and  settles  in  a  tricc 
M'hat  virtue  is,  and  wbat  is  vice, 
What  is  perfcction,  what  defect, 
What  we  must  choose,  aml  what  reject ; 
He  takes  upon  him  to  explain 
What  pleasure  is,  and  what  is  pain  ; 
Włjiist  we,  obedieut  to  the  whim, 
And  resting  all  our  faith  on  him, 
Tnie  mem*)ers  of  the  sinic  woal, 
Must  learn  to  think,  and  ceasc  to  feel. 

This  glorious  system  form'd,  for  man 
To  practise  when  and  how  he  can, 
If  the  five  Senses  in  alliance 
To  Eeason  huri  a  proud  defiance. 
And,  tbougb  oft  conquer'd,  yet  unbrokc, 
Kndearour  to  throw  oft'  that  j'oke, 
Which  they  a  greater  slavVy  hołd, 
Than  Jewish  bondage  was  of  old  i 
Or  if  they,  something  touchM  witb  sjiam^y 
Allow  him  to  retain  the  name 
Of  royalty,  and,  as  in  sport. 
To  hołd  a  mimie  formal  court; 
Permitted,  no  uncommon  thing, 
To  be  a  kind  of  puppet  king, 
And  suffer'd  by  the  way  of  toy. 
To  hołd  the  glohc,  but  not  employ; 
Our  syslem-^non^TrTs,  struck  with  fear, 
Pro;:;Oosticate  destruction  near ; 
AU  things  to  anarchy  must  run  ; 
'ITie  little  world  of  man's  undone. 

Nay  should  the  />//>,  that  nicest  sensCi 
Ne^lect  to  send  intelligence 
Unto  the  Brain,  distinct  and  elear, 
Of  all  that  passrs  in  hcr  sphcre; 
Should  sbe  prcsuinptuous  joy  receivc, 
Without  the  Undcrstaiuling*s  leavc, 
They  deem  it  rank  and  daring  treasoa 
Against  the  monarchy  of  Ileason, 
Not  ibinkin^,  though  theyre  xvmdrous  wise, 
That  few  have  rrrtson,  most  havc  ei/rs; 
So  that  the  pleasures  of  the  mind 
To  a  smali  circle  are  confm'd, 
Whiist  thosc  which  to  the  senses  fali, 
Beconie  the  property  oPall. 
Besides  (and  this  is  surę  a  case 
Not  much  at  present  out  of  place) 
WTiere.  Naturf  Reason  doth  deny, 
No  art  can  that  defect  supp'y ; 


But  if  (for  it  is  our  intent 
Fairly  to  state  the  argument) 
A  man  should  want  an  eye  or  twd^ 
lite  remedy  is  surę,  though  new ; 
The  cure'8  at  band — no  need  of  fear— 
For  proof— -bebold  the  Chevalier — 
As  well  prepar'd,  bej'ond  all  doubt. 
To  put  eycB  in,  as  put  them  out. 

But,  argument  apart,  which  tends 
T*  embitter  fo^  and  sepYate  friends> 
(Nor,  tum'd  apostatę  for  the  Ninę, 
Would*  T,  though  bred  up  a  dirine, 
And  foe  of  course  to  Keas(m*B  weal, 
Widen  that  breach  I  cannot  heal) 
By  his  own  fense  and  feelings  taugb^ 
In  speech  as  libVal  as  in  thought, 
Let  ev*ry  man  enjoy  his  whim ; 
Whafs  he  to  me,  or  I  to  him  ? 
Might  I,  though  neveT  rob'd  in  ^rmine, 
A  matter  of  this  weight  determine. 
No  penalties  should  settled  be 
To  force  men  to  h5T)Ocrisy, 
To  make  them  ape  an  awkward  zeal. 
And,  feeling  not,  pretend  to  feel. 
I  would  not  have,  might  sentence  rcst 
Finally  fix'd  within  my  breast, 
£'en  Annet  censur^d  and  confinM, 
Because  we're  of  a  diffhrent  mind. 

Naturę,  who  in  ber  act  most  free, 
Herself  delights  in  liberty,- 
Profuse  in  love,  and,  without  boiind, 
Pours  joy  on  ev'ry  creature  round ; 
Wbom  yet,  was  ev*ry  bounty  shed 
In  double  portions  on  our  head. 
We  could  not  truły  bounteous  cali, 
If  Freedom  did  not  crown  them  all. 

By  Providence  forbid  to  stray, 
Brntcs  never  can  mistake  their  way  ; 
Determin*d  still,  they  plod  along 
By  instinct,  neither  right  nor  wrong  ; 
But  man,  had  he  the  beart  to  use 
His  freedom,  halh  a  right  to  choose  ; 
Whether  he  acts  or  well  or  ill, 
Depeuds  entireły  on  his  will : 
To  ber  last  work,  ber  fev'rile  man, 
Is  giv'n  on  Nature^s  better  plan 
A  priviłege  in  pow^  to  err. 
Noir  let  this  phrase  resentment  stir 
Amongst  the  grave  ones,  sinee,  indeed^ 
The  little  merit  man  can  plead 
In  doing  well,  dependetb  still 
Upon  his  pow*r  of  doing  ill. 

Oplnions  should  be  free  as  air ; 
No  man,  whate'er  his  rank,  whate'er 
His  qualities,  a  claim  can  found 
That  my  opinion  must  be  bound. 
And  square  with  bis )  such  slav)sh  chaios 
From  foes  the  lib'rał  soul  disdains, 
Nor  can,  though  true  to  fraendship,  bend 
To  wear  them  even  from  a  frlend. 
Let  those,  who  rigid  Judgc^nt  own, 
Submissire  bow  at  JudgmeR's  throne ; 
And  if  they  of  no  value  hołd 
Pleasure,  tilł  pleasure  is  gro^m  cold, 
Paird  aud  insipid,  forc'd  to  wait 
For  Judgment*8  regular  debatę 
To  give  it  warrant,  Ict  them  fmd 
Duli  subjects  suited  to  their  mind  ; 
llieir*s  be  slow  wisdom :  be  mtj  plan 
To  live  as  merry  as  I  can. 
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BegardlefeB  as  the  fashions  go, 
Whether  there*8  reason  for  H,  or  no  ; 
Be  my  employmeut  here  on  Earth 
To  give  a  lib*ral  scope  to  mirth, 
Iife*s  barren  va'e  wtth  flow^rs  Ł'  adorn. 
And  plurk  a  rosę  firom  ev'ry  thom. 

But  if,  by  Errour  led  astra  y, 
I  chance  to  wander  from  my  way, 
Lei  no  blind  guide  obsenre,  in  spite, 
I*m  wroDg,  vho  cannot  set  me  rigbt. 
ThaŁ  doctor  could  I  ne^r  endure, 
Who  found  diseasc,  and  not  a  care ; 
Nor  can  I  iiold  thal  man  a  friend, 
Whose  zeal  a  belping  band  shall  lend 
To  open  happy  Folly's  eyes. 
And,  making  wretched»  make  me  wise  ; 
For  next,  a  trutb  which  can't  admit 
Reproof  from  Wisdom  or  from  Wit» 
To  britt^  happy  here  below, 
Is  to  belieoe  that  we  are  so. 

Some  few  in  kwtwłeiige  find  reiief, 
1  place  my  comf>ri  in  beltąf, 
Some  for  realiły  may  cali, 
Fancy  to  me  is  all  in  alL 
Jmaąinałionf  through  the  trick 
C>f  doctors,  often  makes  as  sick ; 
And  why,  let  any  sopbist  tcil, 
May  it  not  Ukewise  make  us  well  ? 
Thłs  am  I  snrc,  whate'er  our  view, 
WhaŁever  shadows  we  i[>ur8ue, 
For  our  pursuits,  be  what  they  will, 
Are  little  niore  than  shadows  stiil, 
Too  swifl  they  fly,  too  swift  and  strong, 
For  man  to  catcb,  or  hołd  them  long. 
But  joys  which  in  the  fancy  lłve, 
Each  moment  to  each  man  may  give. 
True  to  himself,  and  trae  to  ease, 
He  softfns  Fate's  tevefe  decroes, 
And  (can  a  mortal  wish  for  morę  ?) 
Creates,  and  malies  himseif  new  o*cr, 
Mocks  boasted  vain  realiiy. 
And  »,  whate^er  he  wants  to  be. 

Hail,  Fancy— to  thy  pow'r  I  owe 
BeliT^raiice  from  the  gripe  of  Woe; 
To  thee  I  owe  a  mighty  debt, 
Whicb  Gratitade  shall  ne*er  forget, 
Whjlst  MemVy  can  ber  force  employ, 
A  large  increase  of  ev'ry  joy. 
When  at  my  doors,  too  strongly  barr*dj 
Authortiy  bad  plac*d  a  guard, 
A  knaoish  guanl,  ordainM  by  Law 
To  keep  poor  Honesiy  in  awe; 
Auibnrify,  severe  and  stem, 
To  intercept  my  wish'd  return ; 
When  foes  grew  proud,  and  friends  grew  cool. 
And  laughter  setzM'  each  sober  fooi ; 
When  Candour  started  in  a  maże, 
And,  meaning  censure,  hinted  praise; 
>Vhen  Prudence,  lifting  up  ber  eyes 
And  hands,  thank*d  Heav'n,  that  she  was  wise : 
When  all  around  me,  with  an  air 
Of  hopeless  sorrow,  look'd  despair ; 
When  they  or  said,  or  seem^d  to  say, 
'*  Tbere  is  bnt  one,  one  only  way, 
Better,  and  be  advłsM  by  us, 
Not  be  at  all,  than  to  be  thus ;" 
When  Yirtue  shunn*d  the  shock,  and  Pridę, 
Disabled,  łay  by  Yirtue^s  side, 
Too  weak  my  ruffled  soul  to  cheer, 
Wbich  coald  not  hope,  yet  would  not  fear  ; 


Health  in  her  motion,  the  wild  grace 
Of  picasiire  speaking  iu  ber  face, 
Duli  regiilarity  thrown  by, 
And  comfort  tieauiing  from  her  eye ; 
Fancy,  in  richest  robes  array'd, 
Came  smiling  fortb,  and  brought  me  aid, 
Came  smiling  o^er  that  dreadful  time, 
And,  morę  to  bless  me,  came  in  rhfme. 

Ner  is  her  powV  to  me  confin'd, 
It  spreads,  it  comprehends  mankind. 

When  (to  the  spirit-stirring  sound 
Of  trumpets  breathing  courage  round. 
And  fifes,  well  mingled  to  restrain. 
And  bring  that  courace  down  again, 
Or  to  the  melancholy  knell 
Of  the  duli,  deep,  and  doleful  beli, 
Such  as  of  late  the  good  Saint  Bride 
MuflBed,  to  mortify  the  pńde 
Of  those,  who,  England  quite  forgot, 
Paid  their  vile  homage  to  the  Sct>t, 
Where  Asgill  held  the  foremost  place, 
Whilst  my  lord  figur'd  at  a  race) 
Processions  (*tis  not  worth  debatę 
Whether  they  are  of  stagc  or  state) 
Mov'e  on,  so  very  very  slow, 
Tis  doubtful  if  they  move  or  no; 
When  the  performera  all  the  uhile 
Mechanically  frown  or  smile, 
Otf  with  a  duli  and  stupid  stare, 
A  Tacancy  of  sense  declare, 
Or,  with  down-bending  eye,  seem  wrought 
Into  a  labyrinth  of  thought, 
Where  Reason  wanders  still  in  donbt, 
And,.once  got  in,  cannot  gct  out ; 
What  cause  sufficient  can  we  find 
To  satisfy  a  thinking  mind, 
Why,  dup*d  by  such  vain  farces,  man 
Descends  to  act  on  such  a  plan  ? 
Why  they,  who  hołd  themseWes  divłne, 
Can  in  such  wretf^hed  foUies  join, 
Strutting  like  peacocks,  or  like  crow8» 
Themseites  emd  Naturę  to  exp08e  ? 
What  cause,  but  that  (you'11  understand 
We  hate  our  remedy  at  band, 
That  if  perchance  we  start  a  doobt, 
£re  it  is  fixM,  we  wipe  it  out, 
As  surgeons,  when  they  lop  a  limb, 
Whether  for  profit,  famc,  or  whim, 
Or  merę  csperimcn^t  to  try, 
Must  always  have  a  siypiic  by) 
Fancy  steps  in,  and  stamps  that  real, 
Which,  ipso  facio,  is  ideaL 

Can  nonę  remember,  yes,  I  know, 
All  must  remember  that  rare  show, 
When  to  the  country  Sense  went  down. 
And  Fools  came  flocking  up  to  town, 
Whei}  knights  (a  work  which  all  admit 
To  be  for  kni^hthood  much  unfit) 
Built  booths  for  birc ;  when  partoru  play*d» 
In  robes  canonical  array'd. 
And,  fiddling,  joiuM  the  Smithfield  dance, 
The  price  of  tickcts  to  advance ; 
Or,  unto  tapsters  turn'd,  dealt  out, 
Runniug  lirom  booth  to  booth  about. 
To  evVy  scouudrel,  by  retail, 
True  pcnnj^worths  of  beef  and  ale, 
Then  łirst  prepar\i,  by  bringing  becr  io» 
For  prescut  grand  eleciioneering  ; 
When  heralds,  running  all  about 
To  bring  ia  order,  turn'd  it  out ; 
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When,  by  Łhc  prudent  mankaU*t  care, 
Łcst  tlie  rude  populace  should  stare^ 
And  wjth  unhallowM  eyes  profmne 
Gay  puppeta  of  patrician  strain, 
The  whole  procession,  as  in  spite, 
Unbeard,  unseen,  stole  off  by  night ; 
When  our  lov'd  ilionarch,  notbing  loŁh, 
Solemnły  took  that  sacred  oatb, 
Whcncc  miitual  firm  agreements  spring 
Betwixt  the  suhjeet  and  the  ktngf 
By  whicb,  in  nsual  manocr  crown^d. 
His  head,  bis  heartl  bis  hands  be  boondj 
Against  himselfy  should  passion  stir 
The  least  propensity  to  err, 
Against  all  slates,  who  might  prepare 
Or  open  force,  or  hidden  snare, 
Tbat  gioriotu  charter  to  maintain. 
By  which  we  tene,  and  he  mutt  reign  ; 
Then  Fancy,  witb  unbounded  sway, 
Revell'd  sole  niistress  of  the  day. 
And  wrought  such  wonders,  as  might  make 
EffypŁian  sorceren  forsake 
Their  balBed  mockeńes,  and  own 
The  palm  of  magie  her^s  a'one. 

A  knight  (who  in  the  silken  lap 
Of  łazy  Peace  had  l!v'd  on  pap, 
Wbo  never  yet  had  dar^d  to  roam 
'Boye  ten  or  twenty  iiiiles  from  borne. 
Nor  even  that,  unless  a  guide 
Was  plac*d  to  amble  by  his  side. 
And  troops  of  slaves  were  fpread  aroand 
To  kecp  his  honour  safe  and  sound ; 
Who  could  not  suffer  for  bis  life 
A  point  to  swordy  or  edge  to  knife, 
And  always  fainted  at  the  sight 
Of  blood;  though  ^twas  not  shed  in  fight, 
Who  disinberited  one  son 
For  firing  off  an  elcfer  gun. 
And  whipt  another,  8ix  years  old, 
Because  the  boy,  prcsumptuous,  bold 
To  madness,  likely  to  becorae 
A  very  Swiss,  had  beat  a  dnim, 
Though  it  appeared  an  instrument 
Most  ^eareabi''  aod  innoceni^ 
Having  from  first  been  in  tbe  hands 
And  seryice  of  the  city  bands) 
Grac'd  witb  those  ensigns,  whicli  were  meant 
To  further  Honour^s  dread  intent, 
The  minds  of  wan'iors  to  inflamc, 
And  spnr  them  on  to  deeds  of  famo, 
W^th  iittle  sword,  large  spurs,  high  fcather, 
Fearful  of  ev'ry  thing  but  weather, 
(And  all  must  own,  who  pay  regard 
To  charity,  it  had  been  bard 
That  in  his  very  first  ccanpaign 
His  hononrs  should  be  soiPd  with  rain) 
A  hero  all  at  once  becamc. 
And  (seeing  otbers  much  tbe  same 
Jn  point  of  valour  as  himself, 
Who  leave  their  courage  on  a  sbelf 
From  year  to  year,  Łill  some  such  rout 
In  proper  season  calls  it  out) 
Strntted,  łook'd  big,  and  swagger'd  morę 
Than  ever  hero  dtd  before ;' 
LookM  up,  lookM  down,  lookM  all  aroiyid, 
Like  Mavor8,  grtmly  smiPd  and  frown*d ; 
6oemM  Heayn,  and  Earth,  and  Heli  to  cali 
To  fight,  that  he  might  rout  them  all ; 
And  personated  Yalour^s  style 
60  long,  spectators  to  beguilei 


That  passing  strange,  and  wooditNU  tne^ 

Himself  at  last  believ'd  it  too^ 

Nor  ibr  a  time  could  he  discem, 

Till  Truth  and  Darkness  took  their  turo, 

So  well  did  Fancy  play  ber  part, 

Tbat  coward  stilł  was  at  the  beart. 

Whiffle  (who  knows  not  Wbiffles  namę. 
By  the  impartial  voice  of  Parne 
Recorded  first,  through  all  tbis  land, 
In  Vanity's  illustrioufl  band  ?) 
Who,  by  alUbounteous  Naturę  meant 
For  offices  of  bardiment, 
A  modem  Hercules  at  least, 
To  rid  the  world  of  each  wild  beast, 
Of  each  wild  beast  which  came  in  Tiew, 
Whether  on  four  legs  or  on  two, 
Degenerate,  delights  to  prore 
His  force  on  the  Paradę  of  IiOve, 
Disclaims  the  joys  which  camps  afiRmł, 
And  for  the  distaff  quits  the  sword ; 
Who  fond  of  women  would  appear 
To  public  eye,  and  public  ear. 
But,  when  in  priTate,  lets  them  know 
How  Iittle  they  can  trust  to  show ; 
Who  sports  a  woman  as  of  course^ 
Just  as  a  jockey  shows  a  horse. 
And  then  returas  ber  to  the  atable, 
Or  yainly  plants  her  at  his  table, 
Where  he  wonld  rather  Yenus  find, 
(So  palPd,  and  so  depraT'd-bis  mind) 
Than,  by  some  great  occasion  led. 
To  seize  her  panting  in  her  bed, 
Buming  with  morę  than  mortal  fires. 
And  melting  in  her  own  desires ; 
Who,  ripe  in  years,  is  yet  a  child, 
Through  fashion,  not  through  feeling,  wild  ; 
Whate^er  in  othen,  who  proceed 
h&  Sense  and  Naturę  have  decreed, 
From  real  passion,  flows,  in  him 
Is  merę  efiect  of  modę  and  whim ; 
Who  laughs,  a  very  common  way, 
Because  be  notbing  bas  to  say, 
As  your  chmce  spirits  oatbs  dispense 
To  fili  up  yacanciet  of  sen^e ; 
Who,  haying  some  smali  sense,  defies  it, 
Or,  using,  always  misapplies  it; 
Who  now  and  then  brings  sometbing  fortb^ 
Which  seems  indeed  of  sterling  wortb, 
Sometbing,  by  sudden  start  and  fit, 
Which  at  a  distance  looks  like  wit. 
But,  on  examination  near, 
To  his  confiision  will  appear 
By  Truth's  fiiir  glass,  to  be  at  beat 
A  threadbare  jester^s  threadbare  jest ; 
Who  firisks  and  danoes  through  the  street^ 
Sings  without  yoice,  rides  without  seat, 
Piays  o'er  his  tricks,  like  .£80p*s  ass, 
A  grati*  fool  to  all  who  pass ; 
Who  riots,  though  he  loyes  not  waste, 
Whores  without  lust,  drinks  without  taste, 
Acts  without  sense,  tatka  without  thonght, 
Does  ey*ry  thing  but  what  be  ought ; 
Who,  led  by  fbnns,  without  the  pow*r 
Of  yice,  is  yicious ;  who  one  hour, 
Proud  without  pride,  the  next  will  be 
Humble  without  humility; 
Whose  Tanity  we  all  discem, 
Tbe  spring  on  which  his  actions  tum  \ 
Whose  aim  in  ening,  is  to  err, 
So  that  he  may  be  singnltr. 
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And  a11  his  utmost  wbhes  mean, 
Is,  thou^b  be*s  lauch'd  at,  to  be  seen ; 
SHrh  (for  wben  Flatt'ry*8*8oothing  strain 
Had  robb*d  the  Muse  of  ber  disdain, 
And  (bund  a  method  to  persuade 
Her  art  to  soften  e^Yy  shade, 
Jastice  airag:'d,  tbe  pencil  MiatchVl 
From  ber  degenerate  band,  and  scratcbM 
Out  ev'r7  tracę ;  then,  qaick  as  thougbt, 
From  life  this  striking  likeness  caugbt) 
In  mind,  in  mannen,  and  in  mień, 
Suck  Whiffle  came,  and  sach  was  seen 
In  the  World'8  eye ;  but  (stiange  to  tell ! ) 
Misled  by  Fantey'8  magie  spell, 
0eceiT'd,  not  dreaming  of  deceity 
Cheated,  but  happy  in  the  cbeat. 
Was  morę  tban  haman  in  bis  own. 
O  bow,  bow  all  at  Fancy*s  tbrone, 
Wbose  powY  could  make  so  vile  an  elf 
With  patienoe  beartbat  thing,  ktmtelf. 

But,  miatras  of  each  art  to  please, 
CnaŁtoe  Fancy,  wbat  are  tbese, 
Titne  pageants  of  a  trifler'8  pen. 
To  vbat  tby  power  efiected  then  } 
Familiar  with  the  human  mind, 
M  swift  and  subtle  as  the  wind, 
Whicb  we  all  fe<*J,  yet  no  one  knowa 
Or  wbence  it  comcs,  or  wbere  it  goei^ 
Fsncy  at  onee  in  evYy  part 
PoesessM  the  eye,  the  head,  the  heart. 
And  in  a  tbousand  forms  array*d, 
A  tbousand  rarious  gambols  play^d* 

Herę,  in  a  face  which  well  might  ask 
The  priTilege  to  wear  a  mask 
In  spite  of  Jaw,  and  Justice  teach 
For  public  good  t'  escuse  the  breach, 
Within  the  furrow  of  a  wrinkle 
Twist  eyes,  which  could  not  shine  but  twinkle* 
Like  centinels  i'  tb'  starry  way, 
Who  wait  for  tbe  return  of  day, 
Almost  bumt  out,  and  seem  to  keep 
Tbeir  watch,  like  soldiers,  in  their  sleep, 
Or  like  those  lampa  wbich,  by  the  powY, 
Of  law,  must  bum  from  hour  to  hour, 
(Elsę  they,  withoot  redemption;  ftJl 
Undrr  the  terrours  of  that  hall, 
Whicb,  once  notorious  for  a  hap^ 
Is  now  beoome  ajusłiee'shap) 
Wbich  are  so  manag*d,  to  go  out 
Just  wben  tbe  time  comes  round  about, 
Which  yet  through  emulation  Btrive 
To  keep  their  dying  light  aliTC, 
And  (not  unconunon,  as  we  find, 
Amongst  tbe  cbildren  of  mankind) 
As  they  gmw  weaker,  would  seem  stronger, 
And  bum  a  little,  little  longer ; 
Fancy,  betwlxt  soch  eyes  enshrioM, 
Nb  bnwh  to  daub,  no  mili  to  grind, 
Thrice  waT*d  her  wand  around,  whose  force 
Cbang'd  in  an  ńostant  Nature's  course. 
And,  hardly  credible  in  rhyme, 
Not  only  stoppM,  bot  call*d  back  Thne. 
The  fiice  of  eT'ry  wrinkle  clear'd, 
Smooth  as  the  floating  stream  appear'd. 
Down  the  neck  ringlets  spread  their  flame, 
Tbe  neck  admiring  wbenoe  they  came ; 
On  the  arch'd  brow  the  Grares  play'd ; 
On  the  foli  bosom  Cupid  laid ; 
Siau,  from  tbeir  proper  orbita  sent, 
Becamc  for  eyet  a  0opplement ; 


Teeth,  wbite  as  ever  teeth  were  seen 
Deliver'd  from  the  hand  of  Green  *, 
Started,  in  regnlar  array,  ^ 

Like  train-bands  on  a  grand  field-day, 
Into  the  gums,  wbich  would  have  fled, 
But,  wond^ring,  tumM  from  wbite  to  red, 
Quite  alter'd  was  the  whole  machinę. 
And  lady  -^— was  fideen. 

Herę  she  madę  lordly  temples  rise 
Before  the  pious  Dasbwood*s  eyes, 
Temples  which  built  aloft  in  air, 
May  serve  for  show,  if  not  for  prayV; 
In  sołemn  form  berself,  before, 
Array*d  like  FaiŁh,  the  Btbk  borę. 
There,  over  Melcomb's  fcather^d  bead^ 
Who,  quite  a  man  of  gingerbread, 
SavourM  in  talk,  in  dress,  and  pbyz, 
Morę  of  another  world  tban  this. 
To  a  dtmafMute  a  gianł  Paąe, 
The  last  grave  fop  of  the  last  age, 
In  a  superb  and  feathei^d  hearse, 
Betcutrhfinn^d  and  betaąg'd  with  rerse, 
Which)  to  beholders  from  afor, 
Appear*d  like  a  triumphal  car, 
She  rode^  in  a  cati  rainbow  clad ; 
7'here,  throwing  off  the  hallon^d  plaid, 
Naked,  as  when  (in  those  drear  cells 
Where,  telf-bkt^d,  teff-ctirt^d^SLÓness  dwellf) 
Pleasure,  on  whom,  in  Lauękier^t  shape, 
Frenzy  bad  peHected  a  rape, 
First  brought  her  forth,  before  her  time» 
Wild  witness  of  her  shame  and  crime, 
Driring  before  an  idol  band 
Of  drivMing  Stuarta,  hand  in  hand, 
Some,  who  to  curse  mankind,  had  wore 
A  crown  they  ne*er  must  think  of  morę, 
OthetB,  whose  baby  brows  were  gracM 
Witb  paper  crowns,  and  toys  of  pastę, 
She  jigg'd,  and  playing  on  the  flute 
Spreiul  raptures  o*er  the  soul  of  Butę. 

Big  with  vast  hopes,  some  mighty  plan, 
Which  wrooght  tbe  busy  soul  of  man 
To  her  fuli  bent,  the  civil  law, 
Fit  codę  to  keep  a  world  in  awe, 
Bound  o'er  his  brows,  fair  to  bebold, 
As  Jewiih  frotUleU  were  of  old, 
The  fomous  charter  of  our  land, 
DefacM,  and  mangicd  in  his  band ; 
As  one  whom  deepest  thoughts  employ, 
But  deepest  thoughts  of  truest  joy, 
Serious  and  slow  be  strode,  be  stalk'd, 
Before  bim  troops  of  beroes  wa1k*d, 
Whom  best  be  loy'd,  of  beroes  crown^d. 
By  Tories  guarded  all  around, 
Duli  solemn  pleasure  in  his  face, 
He  saw  the  honours  of  his  race, 
He  saw  their  lineal  glories  rise, 
And  toucb'd,  or  seem*d  to  touch  the  skies. 
Not  the  most  distant  mark  of  fear. 
No  sign  of  ojtey  or  tcafhid  near. 
Not  one  curs'd  tbooght,  to  cross  his  will, 
Of  such  a  place  as  Tower  łiilh 

Curse  on  this  Muse,  a  flippant  jadę, 
A  sbrew,  like  eT'ry  other  maid 

IWho  tums  tbe  coroer  of  ninetecn, 
Deyour^d  with  pecyisbness  &nd  spleen. 
Her  tonsrue  (for  as,  when  bound  for  life, 
The  husband  suflfers  for  the  wife, 

s  An  eminent  dentist  at  this  period. 
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So  if  in  any  works  of  rhytnc 
Perchance  there  bUindcrs  out  a  crime, 
Poor  culprit  bards  must  always  rue  it, 
AIthough  'tis  plain  the  Muses  do  it^ 
Scx)nKr  or  laŁer  cannot  fail 
To  send  me  hcadlong  to  a  gaol. 
Whate'er  my  theme  (our  tbenn^s  we  choose 
In  modem  days  without  a  Muse, 
Just  as  a  father  will  providc 
To  join  ś.  bridcgroom  aod  a  bridc, 
As  if,  though  tliey  must  be  the  playera, 
The  gamę  wad  wjtolly  /z/*,  not  IheirsJ 
Whate'er  my  tlieme,  the  Mnse,  who  still 
Owns  no  direction  bat  ber  will, 
Flics  offy  atid,  ere  I  could  expect. 
By  ways  oblique  and  indir^^ct, 
At  once  quite  over  heaU  aod  ears, 
In  fatal  pnUlict  appears. 
Time  was,  and,  if  I  angbt  discem 
Of  fatc,  that  time  shall  soon  return, 
When  dcccni  and  demure  at  łeast, 
As  gravc  and  duli  as  any  priest, 
I  could  see  Vice  in  robes  arrayM, 
Could  see  the  gamc  of  Folly  play^d 
Snccessfuily  in  Fortune*s  scbool, 
Without  exclaiming  rogue  or  fool  j 
Ume  was,  when  nothing  loth  or  praud, 
I  lacquied,  with  the  fkwning  crowd, 
SScoundrels  in  office,  and  wOuld  bow 
To  ciphers  great  in  place;  bu^  now 
Upright  I  stand,  as  if  wise  Fate, 
To  compliment  a  shatter^d  statc, 
Had  me,  likc  Atlas,  hithcr  sent 
To  shoulder  up  the  firmament. 
And  if  I  stoopM,  with  gen*ral  crack 
The  Heavcns  would  tumbie  from  my  back; 
Time  was,  when  rank  and  situation 
SecurM  the  great  oncs  of  the  nation 
From  all  control ;  Saiire  aod  Lasp 
Kept  only  llttle  knaycs  in  awe; 
But  nov,  decorum  lost,  I  stand 
£emus*d,  a  pencil  in  my  hand. 
And,  dead  to  ev'ry  sense  of  shame, 
Oareless  of  safety  and  of  iame, 
The  names  of  scoundrels  minuta  down. 
And  libel  nv>rc  than  half  the  town. 
How  can  a  statesman  be  secure 
In  all  bis  Yillanies,  if  poor 
And  dirty  authors  thus  shall  dare 
To  lay  his  rotten  bosom  bare  ? 
Muscs  shall  pass  away  their  time 
In  dressing  out  the  pocfs  rhyme 
With  bills  and  ribbands,  and  array 
Each  linę  in  hanniess  taste,  though  gay. 
When  the  hot  burning  fit  is  on, 
They  should  regale  their  restless  son 
With  something  to  allay  his  ragę, 
Sjme  cool  Castalian  bevcrage, 
Or  some  such  draugbt  (though  Łkey^  'tis  plaio, 
Taking  the  Muses  nanie  in  vain, 
Know  nothing  of  their  real  court, 
Aod  only  fable  from  report) 
A^  makcs  a  Whitehead's  Ode  go  dowd, 
Or  slakcs  the  fevereiłe  of  Brown  : 
But  who  would  in  his  scnses  think 
Of  Muses  giving  gali  to  drink, 
Or  that  their  folly  should  aiford 
To  raving  poets  gun  or  swurd  ? 
Poets  were  ne^er  designM  by  Fate 
To  meddlc  with  afiuurs  of  stat«, 


Nor  should  (if  we  may  speak  our  thooght 

Truły  as  men  of  honour  oaght) 

Sound  poIicy  their  ragę  admit. 

To  laimch  the  Łhunderbolts  of  Wit 

About  those  heads,  wbich,  when  they  're  shot, 

Can*t  tell  if  'twas  by  Wit,  or  not. 

These  things  treli  known,  what  deril  in  spittf 
Can  have  seducM  me  thus  to  write 
Out  of  that  road,  wbich  must  haTe  led 
To  riches,  without  heart  or  bead, 
Into  that  road,  which,  had  I  morę 
Than  ever  poet  had  befbre, 
Of  wit  and  virtue,  iu  disgrace 
Would  keep  me  stilł,  and  out  of  place, 
Which,  iftome  judge  (you  '11  uaderstan<^ 
One  famous,  famous  through  tłie  land 
For  making  law)  should  stand  loy  f^iend, 
At  last  may  in  a  piirry  end, 
And  alf  this,  I  myself  admit, 
Without  one  cause  to  lead  to  it 

For  instancc  now — this  book — the  Guost— 
Methinks  I  hear  some  Critie  Post 
Remark  most  gravely — "  The  first  word 
Which  we  about  the  Gnon*  have  hcard.** 
Peace,  my  good  sir — not  quite  so  fast— • 
What  is  the  first,  may  be  the  last, 
'Wliich  is  a  point,  all  must  agree, 
Cannot  depend  on  you  or  me. 
Fanny,  no  ghost  of  common  mouldy 
Is  not  by  forms  to  be  control^d  ^ 
To  keep  ber  state,  and  show  her  skill, 
She  never  comes  but  when  she  will. 
I  wrotc  and  wrote  (perhaps  you  donbt. 
And  shrewdly,  what  I  wrote  aboot, 
Believe  me,  much  to  my  disgrace, 
I  too  am  in  the  self-same  case) 
But  still  I  wrote,  till  Fanny  came 
Impatieat,  nor  coałd  any  shame 
On  me  with  equal  justice  fali, 
If  she  had  never  come  at  all. 
An  underling,  I  could  not  stir 
Without  the  cue  thrown  out  by  her. 
Nor  from  the  snbject  aid  receive 
Until  Ihe  came,  and  g^ve  me  lea^e. 
So  that  (ye  sons  of  Erudition 
Mark,  this  is  but  a  supposition. 
Nor  would  I  to  80  wise  a  nation 
Suggest  it  as  a  reuelaiionj 
If  hencefbrth  dully  tuming  o*er 
Page  after  page,  ye  read  no  morę 
Of  Fanny,  who,  in  sea  or  air, 
May  be  departed  God  knows  where. 
Raił  at  jiit  Fortune,  but  agree 
No  censure  can  ł>e  laid  on  me. 
For  surę  (the  cause  let  Mansfield  try) 
Fanny  is  in  the  fault,  not  I. 

But  to  return — and  this  1  hołd, 
A  secret  worth  its  weight  in  gold 
To  those  who  write,  as  I  write  now. 
Not  to  mind  where  they  go,  or  bow^ 
Through  ditch,  through  bog,  o*er  hedge  and  sŁile; 
Make  it  but  worth  the  reader's  while. 
And  keep  a  passage  fair  and  plain 
Always  to  bring  him  back  again. 
Through  dirt^  who  scmples  to  approach, 
At  Pleasure*8  cali,  to  take  a  coach  ? 
But  we  should  think  tbe  man  a  clown 
Who  in  the  dirt  should  set  us  down. 

But  to  return — if  Wit,  wbo  ne*er 
The  shackles  of  restraiDt  could  beiu% 
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Id  wiymn!  bumoDr  should  refuse 
Her  timely  ftucoour  to  the  Muse, 
Aad  to  DO  rules  and  orders  tied, 
Roogrbły  dcny  to  be  her  guide, 
Sbe  mimt  reooiince  Decorum**  plan, 
And  get  back  when,  and  bow  sbe  can  ; 
As  p^wu,  wbo»  without  pretext, 
As  sooo  as  mentłon*d,  quit  tbeirtest. 
And,  to  promote  sleep^s  ji^ial  pow^r, 
Orope  in  the  dark  for  balf  an  hoar, 
0\rt  00  morę  reason  (for  we  know 
Keason  is  vułgBr,  mean  and  Iow) 
Why  they  come  back  (should  it  befall 
Tbat  ever  they  come  back  at  ali) 
Into  the  road,  to  eml  the  rout, 
Tbao  they  can  g)ve  why  tbcy  went  ouL 

Bat  to  return— tbis  book — the  Guotfr— 
A  merę  amusement  at  the  most, 
A  trifle,  fit  to  wear  away . 
The  horrours  of  a  rainy  day, 
A  sligbt  siiot  silk,  for  summer  wear, 
Jttst  ss  our  modem  atatesmen  are» 
If  ri^d  hooesty  permit 
That  I  for  once  pnrloin  the  wit 
Of  him,  who,  were  we  all  tp  steal> 
Is  mach  too  rich  the  theft  to  feel. 
Y«t  in  this  book,  wbere  Ease  should  join 
With  Mirth  to  sugar  eT*ry  liue, 
Wbere  it  should  all  be  merę  ekił^chat, 
iJTely,  good-humour'd,  and  alł  thai, 
Wbere  krmai  Satire,  in  disgrace, 
Sboald  not  so  much  as  show  her  face, 
Tbe  shrew,  o'erIeaping  alł  due  bounds, 
Breaks  into  Łaughter'8  sacrcd  grouods, 
Aod,  in  contempt,  plays  o^er  her  tricks 
In  triaicey  trade,  and  politia. 

But  why  should  tbe  distemper*d  scold 
Attempt  to  blacken  men  enrolPd 
In  I^nrer^s  dread  book,  whose  mighty  skill 
Can  twist  an  empire  to  their  wijl ; 
WboseTcice  is  Fate,  and  on  their  tongue 
Lw,  liUrtyt  and  l\f€  are  hung ; 
Wbom,  on  inąuiry,  Truth  sball  find 
With  Stuarta  linkd^  time  out  of  mind 
Superior  to  their  country^s  laws, 
Meoden  of  a  ^/ranŁ*s  cause ; 
Men,  who  the  same  damn^d  maxims  hołd 
IWWy,  which  they  avowM  of  old ; 
Who,  though  by  difTrent  means,  puniue 
The  end  which  they  had  firet  in  view. 
And,  force  fbund  vain,  now  play  their  part 
With  mach  less  bonour,  much  mor^  art  ? 
Why,  at  the  comen  of  the  streets. 
To  ev'iy  patriot  drudge  she  meets, 
Known  ar  unknown,  with  fiirions  ery 
Should  she  wild  claraours  vent ;  or  wby, 
lite  minds  otgroundUngt  tó  inflaroe, 
A  Dashwooii,  Butę,  and  Wyndham  name  ? 
Why,  baving  not  to  our  surprise 
The  fear  of  dcath  befure  ber  eyes, 
Beariog,  and  tbat  but  now  and  tben. 
Ko  other  weapon  but  ber  pen, 
Swuld  she  an  argument  afford. 
For  bkwd,  to  men  who  wear  a  sw^rd; 
McD,  who  can  nicely  Łrhn  and  parę 
A  point  of  hooour  to  a  hair, 
(Honour-^  word  of  nice  import, 
A  pretty  trinket  in  a  court* 
Which  ny  lord  quite  in  rapture  fcels 
Dang  ing  and  rattling  witb  bis  seals— 
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Honour-— a  word,  «rbich  all  the  Nim 
Would  be  much  puzzled  to  define — 
Plonour— a  word  which  torturę  mocks, 
And  might  confound  a  thousaud  Łockes— 
Which  (for  I  leaye  to  wiser  beads, 
Who  fields  of  death  prefer  to  beds 
Of  down,  to  find  out,  if  they  can, 
What  bonour  />,  on  their  wild  plan) 
Ts  not,  to  take  it  in  their  way. 
And  this  we  surę  may  dare  to  say 
Without  inciirring  an  offence, 
Cowage,  law,  honesiy,  or  seme)  ; 
Men,  who  all  sptrit,  life  and  soul^ 
Keat  butchers  of  a  btMon-hoUf 
Havlng  morę  skill,  belieye  it  tnie 
That  they  must  have  morę  courage  too; 
Men,  who  without  a  płace  or  name, 
Their  fortunes  speecbless  as  their  &me, 
Wonid  by  tbe  sword  new  fortunes  carire^ 
And  rather  die  in  fight  than  stanre  ? 
At  coronałions,  a  va8t  field 
Wbicb  food  of  ev'Ty  kind  might  yield, 
Of  good  sound  food,  at  once  moat  fit 
For  ptirposes  of  bealtb  and  wit, 
Gould  not  ambitious  Satire  rest, 
Content  witb  what  she  might  digest? 
Gould  she  not  feast  on  tbings  of  course^ 
A  champion,  or  a  champion'8  horse  f 
A  champion'8  horte-^  No,  better  say, 
Though  better  fignrM  on  that  day — 
A  horse,  which  might  appear  to  us, 
Who  deal  in  rhyme,  a  Pegasus; 
A  rider,  who,  wben  once  got  on, 
Might  pitss  for  a  Belleropbon, 
Dropt  on  a  sudden  from  the  skies, 
To  catch  and  fix  our  wond'ring  eyes. 
To  witch,  witb  wand  instead  of  wbip, 
The  worłd  with  noble  horsemansbip, 
To  twist  and  twrne,  both  borse  and  man. 
On  such  a  well-concerted  plan, 
That  Cen/our-like,  wben  all  was  done. 
We  scarce  could  think  they  were  not  one  ł 
Gould  she  not  to  our  itching  ears 
Bring  the  new  names  of  neto^com^d  pecrs, 
Who  walkM,  nobility  forgot, 
Witb  shouldera  fitter  for  a  knot 
Than  robes  of  bonour ;  for  whose  sake 
IJeralds  in  form  were  forc*d  to  make, 
To  make,  because  they  could  not  find, 
Great  predecessprs  to  their  mind  ? 
Gould  she  not  (though  'tis  doubtful  sińce 
Whether  be  hlumber  is,  or  prmce) 
Tell  of  a  simple  knight^s  adrance 
To  be  a  doughty  peer  of  France  ; 
Tell  how  he  did  a  dukedom  gain. 
And  Robinson  was  Aquitain^; 
Tell  how  her  c!ty>chief8,  disgracM, 
Were  at  an  empty  table  plac*d  ? 
A  gross  neglect,  wbicb,  whilst  they  It^e, 
Tliey  can*t  forget,  and  wont  forgive  j 
A  gross  neglect  of  all  those  rigbta 
Which  marcb  with  city  appetites ; 
Of  all  those  canons,  which  we  find 
By  gluitonift  time  out  of  mind, 
Estabłish'd  ;  wbicb  they  ever  hołd 
Dearer  than  any  tbing  but  gold: 

« 

s  At  the  coronation,  sir  Thomas  Robinson  walk«4 
as  tbe  repreMntatiTO  of  tb»  dttk«  of  Aqmuiii. 
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Thanks  to  my  staw — I  now  see  shore— 
Of  courtiers,  and  of  courts  no  morę— 
Thus  stumbiing  on  my  city  fńends, 
Blind  Chanee  ray  guide,  my  purpose  bendft 
In  linę  direct,  and  shall  parsue 
The  point  which  I  had  first  in  view, 
Kor  morę  shall  with  the  reader  sport- 
TIU  I  have  seen  him  safe  in  port. 
Hush*d  be  each  fear — no  morę  I  bear 
Through  the  wide  regions  of  the  air 
The  r^er  terrified,  no  morę 
Wild  Ocean's  horrid  paths  exp1ore. 
Be  the  plainArack  from  hencefoith  mine— 
Cross-roads  to  Allen  '  I  resign — 
Allen,  the  honour  of  this  nation, 
Allen,  himself  a  Corporation, 
Allen,  of  late  notorious  grown 
For  writings  nooe,  or  all  bis  own, 
Allen,  the  first  of  letter^d  men, 
Since  the  good  bishop  liolds  his  pen, 
And  at  his  elbow  takes  his  stand 
To  mend  his  head,  and  guide  his  hand. 
But  hołd— once  morę  digresiion  hencc— 
Let  us  return  to  commott  serue  ; 
The  car  oT  Phoebus  I  discharge, 
My  cRrriage  now  a  lord-mayor*s  barge> 

Suppose  we  now — we  roay  suppose 
In  Terse,  what  would  be  sin  in  prose— 
The  sky  with  darkness  overspread, 
And  ev'ry  star  retir'd  to  bed  j 
The  gew-gaw  robes  of  Pomp  and  Pride 
In  some  dark  comer  thrown  aside ; 
Great  lords  and  ladlei  giving  way 
To  what  they  seem  to  scom  by  day, 
The  real  ftfelings  of  the  heart. 
And  Natura  taking  place  of  Art ; 
Desire  triumphant  through  the  night. 
And  Beauły  panting  with  delight ; 
Oiastity,  woman'8  foirest  crown, 
Till  the  letum  of  mom  laid  down, 
Then  to  be  wom  again  as  bright 
As  if  not  sullied  in  the  night; 
Duli  Ceremonyf  business  o'er, 
Dreaming  in  form  at  Cottrell^s  door; 
Precautkm  tmdging  all  about 
To  see  the  candles  safely  out, 
Bcaring  a  mighty  master-key, 
Habited  like  Economy, 
Stamping  each  lock  with  trtple  seals, 
Mean  Av'rice  creeping  at  her  heels. 
Suppose  we  too,  like  sheep  in  pen, 
llie  mayor  and  court  ofaldermen 
Within  their  barge^  wbich  through  the  deep, 
The  rowers  morę  than  half  asleep, 
MovM  slow,  as  over-cbarg*d  witli  state ; 
Tbames  groan'd  beneath  the  mighty  weight, 
And.  felt  that  bawbU  heaTier  far 
Than  a  whole  fleet  of  men  of  war. 
Slcep  o*er  each  well-known  faithfiil  bead 
With  lib'ral  hand  his  poppies  shed, 
Each  head,  by  Dullness  render'd  fit 
'Sleep  and  bis  empire  to  admtt. 
Through  the  whole  passage  not  a  word, 
Kot  one  faant,  weak,  half  sound  was  heard  ; 
Sleep  had  prevail'd  to  overwhelm , 
The  steersman  nodding  o*er  the  hełm ; 

ł  Ralph  Allen,  esq.  of  Prior  Paiik,  ncar  Bath, 
tłio  correspondent  of  Pope,'  of  whom  Allworthy  in 
Tom  Jones  tf  said  to.  bar«  beep  the  r^presentatiTe. 


The  rowers,  withont  fbree  or  skiff, 

Left  the  duil  barge  to  drive  at  will ; 

The  sluggish  oars  suspend<kl  huog. 

And  eiren  Beardmore*  held  his  tongutm 

Commerce,  regardfiil  of  a  fireight 

On  which  depended  half  her  słate, 

Stepp'd  to  the  hełm,  with  ready  hand 

She  safely  cleaWd  that  bank  of  sand, 

Where,  stranded,  oar  westrcountry  fieel 

l)elay  and  danger  often  meet; 

Till  Neptune,  anxious  for  the  trade, 

Come&in  fuli  tides,  and  brings  them  mŁ 

Next  (for  the  Muses  can  sunrey 

Objects  by  night  as  w6ll  as  day, 

Nothing  prevents  their  taking  aim, 

Darkness  and  light  to  them  the  same) 

l*hey  past  that  building,  which  of  old 

Oueen-mothers  was  deslgnM  to  hołd  ; 

At  present  a  merę  hdginfr^pen, 

A  palące  tum*d  into  a  den. 

To  barracks  tumM,  and  sołdiers  tread 

Whero  dotcagers  have  laid  their  head. 

^Vhy  should  we  mention  Surrcy  Street^ 

Where  evVy  week  gnve  judges  meet, 

All  fitted  out  with  kum  and  Aa, 

In  proper  form  to  drawł  out  law. 

To  see  all  causes  duły  tried 

'Twixt  knaves  who  drive,  and  fooŁs  who  ride? 

Why  at  the  Tempie  should  we  stay  } 

What  of  the  TemfUe  dare  we  aay  ? 

A  dangerous  ground  we  tread  on  tbere^ 

And  words  perhaps  may  actions  bear, 

Where,  as  the  brethren  of  the  seas 

For/ore*,  the  lawyers  ply  for  fees. 

What  of  that  Bridge,  most  wisely  mada 

To  serre  the  purposes  of  trade, 

In  the  great  mart  of  all  this  natioD, 

By  stoppmg  up  the  nayigation, 

And  to  that  sand^bank  addlng  wdgfat, 

Which  is  ałready  much  too  great  ? — 

What  of  that  Bridge,  which,  Yoid  of  senaey 

But  welł  supplied  with  impudence, 

Engliihmen,  kno^ng  not  the  gutld^ 

Thought  they  migbt  ha^e  a  claim  to  buiMy 

Tlił  Paterson,  as  white  as  miłk, 

As  smooth  as  oU,  as  soft  as  silk,    ' 

In  solemn  manner  had  decreed, 

That  on  the  other  side  the  Tweed, 

Art,  bom  an^  bred,  and  fully  grown. 

Was  with  ooe  Mylne  ^  a  man  unknown. 

But  grace,  preferment,  and  renown 

Deserving,  just  arriy^d  in  town ; 

One  Mylne,  an  artist  perfect  quite, 

Both  in  his  own  and  country'8  right, 

As  fit  to  make  a  bridge,  as  he, 

With  glorions  Pataomiły, 

To  build  inscriptions  wortby  found 

To  lie  for  ever  under  ground. 

Mach  morę,  worth  obser^atiOD  too. 
Was  this  a  season  to  pursue 
The  theme,  our  Muse  migbt  tell  in  rbyme; 
The  will  she  hath,  but  not  the  time ; 
For  swift  as  słiaft  from  Indian  bow, 
(And  when  a  goddess  comes».we  know» 


'  An  attomey  and  oommon-eomKil-man,  inp- 
posed  to  have  afibrded  tome  asństance  at  tima  ta 
The  Monitor. 

9  The  arohitect  of  BlaokfiMm*  Bridge. 
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Sorpassing  Kature  acta  pi«vai1, 
Aod  boats  want  neither  oar  nor  sail) 
Tbe  ve9sel  past,  and  reachM  thc  shore 
So  qiiick,  tbat  Thought  was  scarcc  befoit. 

Suppose  we  now  our  ciŁy-courŁ 
Safely  deliyer^d  at  the  port. 
And,  of  their  state  regardless  quite, 
Landed,  like  smoggled  goods,  by  night; 
The  solemn  magistrate  laid  down, 
The  dignity  of  robę  and  gown 
With  eT^Ty  otber  eosign  gone, 
Soppose  the  wooUen  night-cap  on: 
Titfietk-bTush  us*d  with  decent  state 
To  make  the  spirits  circulate, 
(A  form,  which,  to  the  senses  tnie, 
The  lią^rish  cbapłain  uses  too, 
Tbough,  something  to  improvc  the  plan^ 
He  takes  the  maid  instead  of  man) 
Swath^d,  and  with  flannel  cover'd  o'er 
To  show  tbe  yigour  of  threescore» 
The  vigour  of  threescore  and  ten 
Above  the  proof  of  yonnger  men, 
Sappose  the  mighty  Dullman  led 
Betwixt  tw(^slaves,  and  put  to  bed ; 
Sappose  the  moment  be  Hes  down, 
Ko  miracle  in  this  great  town, 
The  drone  as  fast  asleep  as  be 
Must  in  the  course  of  Naturę  be, 
Who^  tnit-h  for  our  foundation  take,  « 
When  up,  is  never  half  awake. 

There  let  him  sleep,  whilst  we  surrey 
Tbe  pi-eparations  for  the  day, 
Tbat  day,  on  which  was  to  be  sbown 
€tmrt'pnde  by  ctty-pride  oatdone. 

The  jealous  mother  sends  away, 
As  ooJy  fit  for  chiidisb  play, 
Tbat  daaghter,  who^  to  gali  ber  pride» 
Sboots  up  too  forward  by  ber  side. 

Tbe  wreteht  o£  God  and  man  accursM, 
Of  all  Hftll'8  instniments  the  worst, 
Diaws  fortii  bis  pemru,  and  for  the  day 
Strots  in  some  spendthriffs  vain  array  j 
Aroaod  his  awkward  doxy  shine 
Tbe  treasures  of  Golconda^s  minę ; 
£ach  neighbour,  with  a  jealous  glare, 
fiebolds  ber  fołly  pubiish*d  tbere. 

GamentSy  weU-sav'd  (an  anecdote 
Which  we  can  prove,  or  would  not  quote) 
Gauuents  weU-sav'd,  which  first  were  maJe, 
When  tailors,  to  promote  their  trade, 
^^gaónst  tbe  Prc^  in  arms  arose, 
And  drore  tbem  out,  or  madę  them  c1othes| 
Garmenis,  immortal,  withóut  end, 
like  names  and  titles,  which  desccnd 
8aocesHve]y  from  sire  to  son ; 
GormenUf  nnicss  some  work  is  done 
Of  notę,  not  6uffer*d  to  appear 
'Borę  once  at  most  in  ev'ry  year, 
Were  now,  in  solemn  form,  laid  bare 
To  take  the  benefit  of  air, 
Aod,  ere  tbey  camc  to  be  empIoy'd 
On  this  solemnity,  to  void 
Tbat  sccnt,  which  Russia's  leather  gavc 
tnm  vile  and  impious  moth  to  Bave. 

Each  head  was  busy,  and  each  heart 
Id  preparation  borę  a  part. 
Running  together  all  about, 
The  serrants  put  each  otber  out, 
TiU  the  grave  master  bad  decreed, 
Thi  morę  hasU,  ner  thg  vQrsę  tpted} 


Misty  with  ber  little  eyes  half-c1oa'd, 
Over  a  smuggled  toilet  dos*d ; 
The  waiiing-maid,  whom  story  notea 
A  very  ScruB  in  petticoats, 
Hir'd  for  one  work,  but  doing  all, 
In  slumbers  leanM  against  the  wali: 
Milliners,  summonM  from  afar, 
ArrivM  in  shoals  at  Tempie  Bar, 
Strictly  commanded  to  import 
Cart-Iuads  of  fbppery  from  court; 
With  labour^d  visible  design 
Art  strove  to  be  superbly  ńne ; 
Naturę,  morę  pleasing,  tbough  morę  wild, 
Taught  otherwise  ber  darlmg  cbild,^ 
And  cried,  with  spirited  difidain. 
Be  H elegant  and  plain. 

Lo !  from  tbe  cbambers  of  tbe  East, 
A  wełcome  prelude  to  the  feast, 
In  sąffron-colour^d  robę  array'd. 
High  in  a  car  by  Vulcan  madę, 
Who  work'd  for  Jove  himself,  each  steed 
High  mettled,  of  celestial  breed, 
Pawing  and  pacing  all  the  way, 
Aurora  brought  tbe  wish'd-for  day. 
And  held  her  empire,  till  outrun 
By  tbat  brave  jolly  groom  tbe  Sun. 

The  trumpet—hark ! — it  speaks — it  swelk 
The  loud  fuli  harmony — it  telis 
The  time  at  band,  when  Dullman,  led 
By  form,  bis  citizens  must  head. 
And  march  those  troops,  which  at  bis  cali 
Were  now  assembled,  to  GuildUaU, 
On  matters  of  importance  great 
To  court  and  ały,  church  and  state, 

From  end  to  end  tbe  sound  makes  way, 
All  hear  the  signal  and  obey ; 
But  Dullman,  who,  his  charge  forgot. 
By  Morpbeus  fetter^d,  heard  it  not; 
Nor  coułd,  so  sound  be  slept  and  fast, 
Hear  any  trumpet,  but  the  lasŁ. 

Crape,  ever  tnie  and  trusty  known. 
Stole  from  the  maid*s  bed  to  his  own, 
Then  in  the  spirituals  of  pride, 
Planted  himself  at  Dullman*8  side. 
Thrice  did  the  ever-4aithful  slave, 
With  vołce  which  might  have  reachM  the  gn^e. 
And  brokc  Death's  adamantine  chain, 
On  Dullman  cali,  but  caUM  in  vain ; 
Thrice  with  an  arm,  which  might  have  madę 
The  Theban  boscer  curse  his  trade, 
Tbe  drone  be  sbook,  who  rear'd  the  head, 
Aud  tkńce  fell  backward  on  his  bed. 
Wbat  could  be  done  ?  Where  force  hath  faird, 
Policy  often  hath  preTaird; 
And  what,  an  inference  most  plain, 
Had  beeo,  Ciape  thought  might  be  again. 

Under  his  pillow  (stitl  in  mind 
The  proTerb  kept,  Fast  hind,fattjind) 
Each  blessed  night  the  keys  were  laid, 
Which  Crape  to  draw  away  assayM. 
Wbat  not  the  powV  of  v<Mce  or  arm 
Could  do,  this  did,  and  broke  the  eh lurm  ; 
Quick  started  be  with  stupid  stare. 
For  all  bis  little  aoul  was  there. 

Bebold  him,  taken  up,  rubb'd  down, 
In  elbow-cbair,  and  moming-gown  ^ 
Bebold  him,  in  his  latter  bloom, 
StrippM,  wash*d,  and  sprinkled  with  pcrfufl^e; 
Bebold  him  bending  with  the  wetght 
Of  robM  and  trump«ry  of  state ; 
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Behold  him  (for  the  inaxim*8  Łrue» 

Whate*cr  we  by  another  do, 

We  do  ourseires ;  and  chapiain  paid, 

Like  s1aves,  in  ev*ry  other  trade, 

Had  inuttei^d  over  God  knows  wbat, 

Something  which  he  by  hcart  had  goi) 

liaring,  as  usual,  said  his  pray^rs. 

Go  iitter  tottcr  to  the  stairs ; 

Behołd  him  for  descent  prepare, 

l^ith  one  foot  tremblmg  in  the  air ; 

He  starttf  he  pauset  on  tlie  brink. 

And,  bard  to  credit,  seems  to  think  ; 

Through  his  whole  train  (the  chapiain  gave 

l^bc  pruper  ciie  to  eVry  8lave) 

At  once,  as  with  infeotion  caught, 

Each  startedf  paus%  and  ahn^d  at  thought ; 

He  tums,  and  they  tum ;  big  with  care, 

He  waddles  to  hi»elbow-chair, 

Squats  down,  and,  silcnt  for  a  season. 

At  last  with  Crape  begins  to  reason : 

But  first  of  all  he  madę  a  sign 

That  ev'ry  soul,  but  thel'divine, 

$hould  quit  the  room ;  in  him,  he  knows, 

He  may  all  confldence  repose. 

«*  Crape — though  I'm  yet  not  ąnite  awake  — 
Before  this  awfiil  step  I  take. 
On  which  my  futurę  all  depends, 
I  ought  to  know  my  foes  and  friends. 
By  foes  and  friends,  obserre  me  stUI, 
I  mean  not  those  who  well  or  ill 
Perbaps  may  wish  me,  but  those  who 
Have  ^t  in  their  power  to  do  it  too. 
Now  if,  attentłve  to  the  state, 
In  too  much  hurry  to  be  great, 
Or  through  much  zeal,  a  motive,  Crape, 
Deserving  praise,  into  a  scrapc 
I,  like  a  fool,  am  got,  no  doubt, 
I,  like  a  wise  man,  should  get  ooU 
Not  that,  remark  ^ithout  replies,. 
1  say  that  to  get  out  is  wise, 
Or,  by  the  very  self-same  rule 
That  to  get  in  was  like  a  fool : 
The  marrow  of  this  argument 

Must  wholly  rcst  on  the  event ; 

And  therefore,  which  is  really  hard, 

A^rainst  events  too  T  must  guard. 

"  Should  tbings  continuc  as  they  standy 

And  Butę  preyail  throngh  all  the  land 

Without  a  riva1,  by  his  aid. 

My  fortuncs  in  a  tricc  arc  madę; 

Nay,  honours  on  my  zeal  may  smile* 

And  stamp  me  earl  of  somc  great  isle: 

But  if,  a  matter  of  much  doubt, 

The  present  minister  goes  out, 

Fain  wonld  I  know  on  what  prctext 

I  can  stand  fairly  with  the  next } 

For  as  my  aim  at  ev*ry  hour 

Is  to  be  well  with  those  in  powV, 

And  my  materiał  point  of  view, 

Whoever's  in,  to  be  in  too, 

I  should  not,  like  a  blockhead,  choose 

To  gain  tkese  so  as  those  to  losc  l 

•Tis  good  in  ev'ry  case,  you  know. 

To  havc  two  strings  unto  our  bow.*' 
As  one  in  wonder  lost,  Crape  view'd 

His  lord,  who  tbus  his  speech  pursn*d. 

"  This,  my  good  Crape,  is  my  grand  point. 

And  as  the  tiraes  are  out  of  joint, 

The  greater  caution  Is  requir'd 

To  briug  abont  the  point  destr*d« 
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What  I  would  wish  to  trnng  a(>out^ 
Cannot  admit  a  moment*s  doubt ; 
The  matter  in  dispute,  yon  know, 
Is  what  «e  cali  the  gttomodo. 
That  be  thy  Usk.»'— 'ITie  rev'rend  sliTe, 
Becoming  in  a  moment  grave, 
FixM  to  the  ground  and  rooted  stood, 
Just  like  a  man  cut  out  of  wood ; 
Such  as  we  sce  (without  the  leas^ 
Reflection  glancing  on  the  priest) 
One  or  moro,  planted  up  and  down* 
Almost  in  ev^ry  church  in  town : 
He  stood  soDie  minutes ;  then,  like  on^ 
Who  wish'd  the  matter  might  be  dooe. 
But  could  not  do  it,  sbook  his  head, 
Aud  thus  the  man  of  sorrow  said  : 

"  Hard  is  this  task,  too  bard  I  swear. 
By  much  too  bard  for  me  to  bear ; 
Bcyond  expression  hard  my  part, 
Could  mighty  Dullman  t>ee  my  beart, 
When  he,  alas  !  makes  known  a  will, 
Which  Crape*8  not  able  to  ful(il. 
Was  ever  my  obedience  barr'd 
By  any  trifling  nice  regard 
To  sense  aud  honour  ?  Could  I  reacb 
Thy  meaning  without  help  of  speeche 
At  the  first  motion  of  thy  eye 
Did  not  thy  iaitbfal  creature  fly  ? 
Have  I  not  said,  not  what  I  ought. 
But  what  by  earthly  master  taught } 
Did  I  e*er  weigh,  through  duty  stroog, 
In  thy  great  biddings,  right  and  wioog  ł 
Did  ever  infrest,  to  whom  thou 
Can*8t  uot  with  morę  devotion  bow, 
Warp  my  sound  faith,  or  will  of  minę 
In  contradiction  run  to  thine  ? 
Have  I  not,  at  thy  table  plac*d, 
When  business  callM  aloud  for  haste^ 
Tom  myself  thence,  yet  cerer  heard 
To  utter  one  complaining  word, 
And  had,  tiłl  thy  great  work  was  dooe^ 
All  appetites  as  having  nonę  ? 
Hard  is  it,  this  yreat  pUn  •pursu^d 
Of  yoluntary  servitude  ;* 
Pursu*d  witboat  or  shame  or  fear, 
Through  the  great  circie  of  the  year  ; 
Now  to  receive,  in  this  grand  hour, 
Commands  which  lie  beyond  my  pow'ri 
Commands  which  baffle  all  my  skill. 
And  leave  me  nothing  but  my  will : 
Be  that  accepted ;  let  my  lord 
Indulgcnce  to  his  slare  afford ; 
This  task,  for  my  poor  strcngth  unfit. 
Will  yield  to  nonę  but  Do!lman*8  wit." 

With  sucU  gross  incense  gratified. 
And  tuming  up  the  lip  of  ptide, 
"  roor  Crape" — and  sbook  his  empty  hcad^ 
"  Poor  puzzled  Crape,"  wise  Dullman  said, 
"  Of  judgraeot  weak,  of  sense  coQfin*d» 
For  things  of  lower  notę  dcsignM, 
For  things  within  the  vulgar  reacb. 
To  run  of  errands,  and  to  preacb. 
Well  hast  thou  judg^d,  that  beads  like  minę 
('annot  want  help  from  beads  like  thine; 
Well  hast  thou  judg^d  thyself  onmeet 
Of  such  high  argument  to  treat; 
*Twas  bnt  to  try  thee  tJiat  I  spoke. 
And  all  I  said  was  bnt  a  jokeb 

'*  Nor  think  a  joke,  Crape,  a  diigrace 
Or  to  my  person,  or  my  place; 
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The  wiflMt  of  the  eoos  of  men 

Hare  deignM  to  use  them  now  and  tlicn: 

The  ooly  caution,  do  you  aee, 

Dtananded  by  our  dignity, 

From  common  ose  and  m«n  eaempt, 

Is,  that  they  may  not  breed  contetnpt. 

Great  me  tbey  ha^e,  if  hen  in  the  hands 

Of  ooe»  like  me,  who  nndentaods ; 

Wbo  imderstands  the  time  and  place, 

The  penons,  manner,  and  the  grace, 

Which  ibols  neglect ;  so  that  we  tind, 

If  all  the  reqQiuteii  are  join'd, 

f^om  whcnce  a  perfect  joke  musi  spring, 

A  joke's  a  Tery  serioas  tbing. 

**  Bnt  to  our  business — My  design, 
Which  gaye  so  roagh  a  shock  to  thine^ 
To  my  capacity  is  madę 
As  leady  as  a  fraud  in  trade, 
Which  like  broad-doth,  I  can,  witb  ease^ 
Cut  out  in  any  shape  I  please. 

*'  liomet  in  my  circumstance,  some  few, 
Aye,  and  tbose  men  of  genius  too, 
Goorf  men,  who,  without  love  or  bate, 
Whether  they  early  rise  or  late, 
With  Dames  uncrack^d^  and  credit  sonnd, 
Rise  worth  a  hundred  thousand  pound. 
By  tkreadhare  ways  and  means  would  itf 
To  bear  thetr  point;  so  will  not  I. 
Kev  mcthods  shall  my  wisdom  ^^ 
To  suit  thcse  matters  to  my  mind, 
So  that  the  infidels  at  court, 
Who  make  our  city  wits  tbeir  sport, 
Shall  hail  the  honoars  of  my  reign, 
Aod  own  that  DiiUman  bears  a  brain. 

"  Same,  in  my  place,  to  gain  thcir  ends, 
Would  give  relations  up,  and  friends  j 
Would  lend  a  wife,  who  they  might  sweaf 
Safoly,  was  nonę  the  worsc  for  w.ear; 
Would  see  a  daugbter,  yet  a  maid, 
loto  a  statesman^s  arms  betrayM ; 
Nay,  should  the  girl  proye  coy,  nor  know 
What  daughters  to  a  fathcr  owe, 
Soooer  than  schemes  so  nobly  plann'd 
Should  fiul,  themselycs  would  lend  a  hand ; 
Would  ToŁe  on  one  side,  whilst  a  brother, 
Properly  taught,  would  vote  on  t*  otherj 
Would  er»ry  petty  band  forget  j 
The  public  eye  be  with  me  set, 
In  priyatc  with  a  second  herd, 
And  be  by  proxy  with  a  /Atrrf; 
Would  (like  a  ęueen,  of  whom  I  read 
Ths  other  day — her  name  is  fled — 
In  a  book  (where,  together  boand, 
Wbittington  and  his  cat  I  found, 
A  tale  most  tmc,  and  firee  from  art, 
Which  all  lord-mayors  should  have  by  heart) 
A  ipuen  (O  might  those  days  begin 
Afreib  when  ąueens  would  leam  to  spin) 
Who  wrought,  and  wrought,  but  for  some  plot, 
TTw  cause  of  which  rve  nOw  forgot, 
Dttring  the  abśence  of  the  Sun 
Undid  what  she  by  day  had  done) 
Whilst  they  a  double  visage  wear, 
What'«  swom  by  day,  by  night  unswear. 

"  Such  be  their  arts  and  such  perchance 
May  happily  their  ends  advance: 
Prom  a  new  sy^ttem  minę  shall  spring, 
A  hcum-tenen*  w  the  thing. 
That*s  your  tnie  plan.— To  obligate 
Tbe  prcsent  minlsten  of  stale, 


My  shadon  shall  our  oourt  appn>acb. 
And  bcar  my  pow'r,  and  have  my  coack  i 
Myjine  siatę  cooch,  superb  to  view, 
jŚJine  stałe  coach,  and  paid  for  too; 
To  curry  fiivour,  and  the  grace 
Obtain,  of  those  who  *re  out  of  place : 
In  the  mean  time  /— that*8  to  say — 
/  proper,  /  myself— Awe  stay. 

"  But  ho!d— perhaps  unto  the  nation, 
Who  bate  the  Scot*s  administration, 
To  lend  my  coach  may  seem  to  be 
Declaring  for  the  ministry ; 
For  where  the  city-coach  is,  there 
Is  the  true  essence  of  the  mayor : 
Therefore  (for  wise  men  are  inteut 
Evils  at  distance  to  prevent, 
Whilst  fools  the  evils  first  endore. 
And  then  are  plaguM  to  seek  a  cure) 
No  coach — a  horse — and  free  from  fcar 
To  make  our  deputy  appear, 
Fast  on  bis  back  shall  he  be  tied, 
With  two  grooms  marching  by  his  side: 
Then  for  a  Aorf«— through  all  tbe  land. 
To  bead  our  solemn  city-band, 
Can  any  one  so  fit  be  found, 
As  he,  who  in  ArtiWry-groundj    . 
Without  a  rider,  noble  sght, 
Led  on  our  bravest  troops  to  fight? 

"  But  first,  Crape,  for  my  honour^s  sake, 
A  tender  point,  inquiry  make 
About  that  horse^  if  the  dispute 
Is  ended,  or  is  still  in  suit 
Por  whilst  a  canse  (obserre  this  plan 
Of  justice)  whether  horse  or  man 
The  parties  be,  remains  in  doubt, 
TiU  'tis  determinM  out  and  out, 
That  powV  must  tyranny  appear, 
Which  should,  prejudging,  interf«re. 
And  weak  faint  judges  overawe 
To  bias  the  free  course  of  law. 

**  You  have  my  will — ^now  quickly  run. 
And  take  care  that  my  will  be  done. 
In  public,  Crape,  you  must  appear, 
Whilst  I  in  privacy  sit  bcre ; 
Merc  shall  great  Duli  man  sit  alone, 
Making  this  elbow-chair  my  throne. 
And  yoa,  performing  what  I  bid. 
Do  all,  as  if  I  nothing  did.'* 

Crape  heard,  and  speeded  on  his  way  ; 
With  him  to  hear  was  to  obey. 
Not  without  trouble,  be  aasur^d, 
A  proper  proxy  was  procur^d 
To  86rve  such  in&mous  inteut. 
And  such  a  lord  to  reprcACnt ; 
Nor  could  one  have  been  found  at  all 
On  t*  other  side  of  London  HalL 

The  trumpet  sounds— *solemn  and  slow 
Behold  the  grand  procession  go, 
All  moving  on,  cat  afier  kind, 
As  if  for  motion  ne*er  design*d. 

Conslablee,  whom  the  laws  admit 
To  keep  the  jieace  by  breaking  it ; 
Beadiesj  who  hołd  the  second  place 
By  virtue  of  a  silver  mace, 
Which  ev*ry  Sałurday  b  drawn, 
For  UsC  of  Sunday,  out  of  pawn; 
Treasuren,  who  with  cmpty  key 
Secnre  an  empty  treasury  j 
Churchwardcns,  who  their  courM  pursue 
lu  the  same  stale,  as  to  tbelr  pew 
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Churchwardem  of  tSaini  Marg^ret  py, 
Siace  Pierson  taught  Łbem  pride  and  shoify 
Who  in  short  traosient  pomp  appear, 
like  Almanacs  chang'd  ey^iy  year, 
Behind  whom,  with  unbtoken  locks, 
Cbańty  carries  the  poor*i  box. 
Not  koowing  that  with  pńvatc  kers 
They  ope  and  shut  it  when  they  please ; 
(herseersf  who  by  frauds  ensure 
The  heayy  curses  of  the  poor ; 
Unelean  came  flocking,  bulls  and  beart, 
Like  beasts  into  the  ark,  by  pairs. 

Portentous  flaming  in  the  vaa 
Stalk'd  the  prąfessor  Sheridan ; 
A  man  of  whe,  a  merę  patitine, 
A  downright  anmal  machinę. 
He  knows  aloDe  in  proper  modę 
How  to  take  vengeance  on  an  Ode, 
And  how  to  butcher  Ammon's  son 
And  poor  Jack  Dryden  both  in  one. 
On  all  occasions  next  the  chair 
He  stands  for  senrice  of  the  mayor, 
And  to  instruct  him  how  to  nse 
His  a*8  and  b%  and  p^s  and  q*t, 
0'er  lełierSf  into  tatters  wom, 
0*er  syllablett  defac'd  and  tom, 
0'er  crordif  disjointed,  and  oVr  sense 
Left  destitute  of  all  defence^ 
He  strides,  and  all  the  way  he  goes, 
Wades,  deep  in  blood,  o'er  Criss^Cross-Rows* 
Beibre  him,  ev*ry  consonant 
In  agonies  is  seen  to  pant; 
ISebind,  in  forms  not  to  be  known, 
The  ghosts  of  tortur'd  voteels  groan. 

Next  Hart  and  Duke,  well  worthy  grace  - 
And  city  favouT,  came  in  place. 
No  chi  M  ren  can  their  toils  engagc, 
Their  toils  are  turnM  to  Tev*r^  age. 
When  a  couri  damę,  to  g^ce  his  brows 
Resolv'd,  is  wed  to  city  spouse, 
Their  aid  with  madam^s  aid  must  join 
The  awkward  dotard  to  refine, 
And  teach,  whence  troest  głory  flows, 
Grtme  Sixty  to  tum  out  his  toea* 
Each  borę  in  band  a  kit,  and  each 
To  show  how  fit  he  was  to  teach 
A  city  an  alderman,  a  mayor, 
Le(|  in  a  string  a  dancing  bear. 

Śnce  the  reviTal  of  Fingal, 
Gustom,  and  Custom's  all  in  all, 
Gommands  that  we  should  have  regard. 
On  all  high  seasons,  to  the  bard. 
Great  acta  like  these,  by  Tulgar  tongue 
PrufanM,  should  not  be  said,  but  sung. 
This  place  to  fili,  renownM  in  famę, 
The  high  and  mighty  Lockman  *°  came; 
And,  ne'er  forgot  in  Duilman*8  reign, 
Witli  proper  order  to  maintain 
The  uniformity  of  pride, 
Brought  bnłher  Whitchead  by  his  side. 
On  horse,  who  proudly  pawM  thi"  groand. 
And  cast  his  fiery  eye-balls  round, 
Snortinr;^  and  champing  the  rude  bit, 
As  if,  for  warlike  purpose  fit, 
His  high  and  gen*rous  blood  disdainM 
To  be  for  sports  and  pastimes  reinM, 

'®  John  Lockman,  secrctary  to  the  British  Herring 
Fishery,  author  of  many  forgotten  poems,  and  trans- 
lator of  teveral  works  from  the  French. 


Oreat  Dymock,  in  his  glorious  station^ 

Paraded  at  the  coronation. 

Not  so  our  ciły  Dymock  came, 

Heavy,  dispirited,  and  tamę ; 

No  mark  of  sense,  his  eyes  hałf-clos'd, 

He  on  a  mighty  dray-hone  doz^d. 

Fate  never  could  a  horse  provide 

So  fit  for  snch  a  man  to  ride  ; 

Nor  find  a  man,  with  strictest  care, 

So  fit  for  such  a  horse  to  bear. 

Hung  round  with  instruments  of  deaih, 

The  sight  of  him  would  stop  the  breath 

Of  braggart  Cowardice,  and  make 

The  very  courŁ  Drasocanihr  qtiake. 

With  dirkiy  which,  in  the  hands  of  Spitej 

Do  their  damnM  business  in  the  night, 

From  Scotland  sent,  but  here  display'd 

Only  to  fili  up  the  paradę ; 

With  noordtt  unflcsh^d,  of  maiden  hue, 

Wliich  ragę  or  valour  nevcr  drew; 

With  błunderbutses,  taught  to  ride, 

L-ke  pocket-pistolsf  by  his  side, 

In  girdic  stuck,  he  seemM  to  be 

A  little  moYJng  armory. 

One  thing  much  wanting  to  oomplete 

The  sight,  and  make  a  perfect  trcat. 

Was,  that  the  horse  (a  courtesy 

In  horses  found  of  high  degree) 

Instead  of  going/bnoanf  on, 

All  the  way  bacimard  should  have  gooe. 

Horses,  unless  they  breeding  lack, 

Some  scruple  make  to  tura  their  back, 

Tbough  riders,  which  plain  truth  declares. 

No  scruple  make  of  tuming  theirs. 

Far,  far  apart  from  all  the  rest. 
Fit  oniy  for  a  standing  jest, 
The  independent  (can  yoo  get 
A  better  suited  epithet) 
The  independent  Amyand  came, 
All  buroing  with  the  sacred  flame 
Of  Liberty,  which  well  he  knows 
On  the  great  stock  of  Slav*ry  giows. 
like  spanx>w,  who,  depriT^d  of  matę 
^atch'd  by  the  cruel  hand  of  Fate, 
From  spray  to  spray  no  morę  will  hop. 
But  sits  alone  on  the  house-top, 
Or  like  himself,  when  all  alone 
At  Croyden,  he  was  heard  to  groan. 
Lifting  both  hands  in  the  defenoe 
Of  interest  and  common  sense; 
Both  hands,  for  as  no  other  man 
Adopted  and  pureu*d  his  plan, 
The  left'h9nd  had  been  lonesome  quite|» 
If  he  had  not  held  up  the  right. 
Apart  he  came,  and  fix'd  his  eyes 
With  rapture  on  a  distant  prize. 
On  which  in  letters  worthy  notę, 
There  **  twenty  thousand  pounds"  was  wrote 
Faise  trap,  for  credit  sapp'd  is  fonnd 
By  getting  twenty  thousand  pound. 
Nay,  look  not  thus  on  me,  and  stare, 
Doubting  the  certainty. — ^To  sweac 
In  such  a  case  I  should  be  loth — 
But  Perry  Cust"  may  take  his  oath. 

In  plain  and  decent  garb  anrayM, 
With  the  prim  qnaker,  Fraud,  came  Trade; 
Connivauce,  to  iroprove  the  plan, 
Habited  like  a  jurymon, 

"  See  Nortb  Biiton,  toI.  iik 
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Jodginf  as  mfcerait  prarailB, 

Came  nest  with  measures,  weights,  and  scales  j 

Eitortion  next,  of  helłish  race, 

A  cub  mo6t  dainn'd,  to  show  bis  face 

Forbtd  by  fear,  but  not  by  sbame, 

l\ira'd  to  a  Jet»,  like came  { 

ComiptioD,  Midas-iikę,  behold 
'nining  whate'er  she  touch'd  to  gold  ; 
Impoteoce  led  by  Lust,  and  Pride 
Strutting  with  Ponton  by  h<'r  side  ; 
Hypocrisy,  demure  and  sad, 
lo  gannents  of  the  pnesthood  clad, 
So  well  dlsguisM,  tbat  you  might  swear» 
])eceiv'd,  a  yery  priest  was  tbere ; 
Bankraptcy,  fuil  of  ease  and  health, 
Aod  wallowiDg  in  toell-^um^d  wealth, 
Came  sneenng  tbnmgh  a  ruinM  band« 

Aod  bringing  B in  ber  band  j 

Yictory  hanging  down  ber  bead, 

Was  by  a  Highland  stallion  Icd  ; 

Peace,  cIoŁbM  in  sables,  with  a  fiace 

Wbich  witcessM  sense  of  bugc  disgrace, 

Which  spake  a  deep  and  Ax>ted  sbame 

Both  of  herself  aod  of  her  nanie, 

Mouning  creeps  on,  and  blushing  feels 

War,  grim  War  treadiog  on  ber  heels; 

Pale  Credit,  sbaken  by  Sie  arts 

Of  men  with  bad  heads  and  worse  heartt, 

Taking  do  notice  of  a  band 

Which  near  her  were  ordainM  to  stand, 

Weil  nigh  de8troy'd  by  siekły  fit, 

Look'd  wistfal  all  aronnd  for  Pitt ; 

Freedom— at  tbat  most  ballow'd  name 

My  spirits  mount  into  a  flame, 

Each  pulse  beats  high,  and  eacb  nenre  strains 

Feo  to  the  cracking ;  throngh  my  veins 

Tbe  tides  of  life  morę  lapid  run. 

And  tell  me  I  am  Freedom^s  son— 

Froedom  came  next,  but  scarce  was  seeD, 

When  the  sky,  wbich  appear*d  serene 

And  gay  before,  was  overcast ; 

Ilontrar  bestrode  a/oreign  blast. 

And  from  the  pńscn  of  the  Norłk, 

To  Freedom  deadly,  itonns  6urst  fbrth. 

A  car  like  those,  in  whioh,  we're  told, 
Oar  wild  forefathera  warr'd  of  old, 
loaded  with  death,  siz  horses  bear 
Throogh  the  blank  region  of  the  air. 
Too  fierce  for  time  or  art  t<f  tamę, 
They  poar*d  foith  mingled  smoke  and  flame 
Fiom  their  wide  nostrib ;  eyVy  steed 
Was  of  tbat  ancient  satage  breed 
Which  iell  Oeryon  nursM ;  their  food 
Iht  flesh  of  man,  their  drink  bis  blood. 

On  the  first  horaes,  ill-matchM  pair, 
Tkii  fat  and  sleek,  that  lean  and  bare, 
Gime  ill-match*d  riders  side  by  side. 
And  Porerty  was  yok'd  with  Pride. 
UnioD  most  strange  it  must  appear, 
Till  other  onions  make  it  elear? 

Next,  in  the  gali  of  bittemess, 
With  ragc,  wbich  words  can  ill  espress, 
With  unforgiving  ragę,  which  springs 
From  a  false  zeal  for  holy  tbings, 
Wearing  soch  robes  as  prophets  wear, 
Fabe  prophets  plac'd  in  Peter^s  chair  ; 
On  wbicb,  in  characters  of  fire, 
Shapes  antic,  horńble  and  dire, 
Inworen  fiam'd;  where,  tothe  view,  . 

h  gnmps  appear^d  a  rabble  crew 


Of  sainted  devilg,  where  all  round 
Vile  relia  of  vile  men  wcre  fomid, 
Who,  worse  than  devil8,  from  the  birth 
PerformM  the  work  of  Heli  on  Earth, 
Jugglert,  inquisiłors,  and  popet^ 
Pointing  at  axes,  lekeeU,  and  ropes. 
And  engineSf  framM  on  horrid  plan, 
Which  nonę  but  the  destroyer  man 
Could,  to  promote  h}a  selfish  views, 
Have  heads  tO  make,  or  hearto  to  uae  ^ 
Bearing,  to  conseerate  her  tricks, 
In  her  left-hand  a  aruafixy 
Rcmembrance  of  our  dying  Lord, 
And  in  her  right  a  two^edg^d  tword ; 
Having  ber  brows,  iu  impious  sport, 
AdomM  with  words  of  high  import, 
On  earth  peacc,  amongsŁ  merif  good^will, 
Love  bearing f  Sind  forbearmg  stiil, 
All  wrote  in  the  hearVs'blood  of  those 
Who  ratłier  death  than  falsehood  cbose; 
On  her  brcast  (where,  in  days  of  yurc, 
When  God  lov'd  Jewt,  the  high-priest  wora 
Those  oracles,  which  were  decreed 
T*  instnict  and  guide  the  chosen  seerl) 
Having  with  glory  clad  and  strcngth, 
The  Yirgin  pictur'd  Sit  fuli  iengih, 
Whilst  at  her  feet,  in  smali  portrayM, 
As  scarce  worth  notice,  Christ  was  laid  ; 
Came  Superstition,  fierce  and  fell, 
An  imp  detested,  e*en  in  Heli ; 
Her  eyc  in(lam*d,  her  tace  all  oVr 
Foully  besmear^d  with  hu  man  gore, 
0*er  heaps  of  mangled  sainłs  she  rode ; 
Fast  at  her  heels  Death  proudly  strodc. 
And  grimly  smiPd,  well-pIeasM  to  see 
Such  havoc  of  mortality. 

Close  by  her  side,  on  mischief  bent. 
And  urging  on  each  bad  intent 
To  its  fuli  bearing,  savage,  wild, 
The  mother  fit  of  such  a  child, 
Striying  the  empire  to  advance 
Of  sin  and  death,  came  Jgnorance. 

With  looks,  where  dread  command  was  pla;*d, 
And  soY^reign  pow^r  by  pride  di8grac*d, 
Where  loudly  witnessing  a  mind 
Of  8avage  morę  than  human  kind. 
Not  choosing  to  be  lov*d,  but  fear^d, 
Mocking  at  right,  Misrolc  appearM* 

With  eyeballs  glaring  fiery  red 
Enough  to  strike  beholders  dead, 
Gnashing  bis  teeth,  and  in  a  flood 
Pouring  corruption  fortb  and  blood 
From  his  chafd  jaws;  without  remorse 
Whipping,  and  spurrlng  oń  his  borse, 
Whose  sides,  in  their  own  blood  embay'd, 
£'en  to  the  bonę  were  open  laid, 
Came  Tyranny ;  disdaining  Awe, 
And  trampling  Qver  Seme  tind  Laic, 
One  thing  and  only  one  he  knew. 
One  object  only  won  Id  pursue, 
^ough  less  (so  Iow  doth  passion  brins^^) 
Than  man,  he  would  be  morę  than  king. 

With  ev'ry  argument  and  art 
Which  might  comipt  the  head  and  heart* 
Soothiog  the  frenzy  of  his  mind, 
Companion  meet,  was  Flatt*ry  join'd. 
Winning  his  carriage,  ev*ry  look 
EmpIoyM,  whilst  it  coiiceaPd  a  hook ; 

tWhen  simple  most,  most  to  be  fear'd ; 
Most  crafty  when  no  craft  appear'd ; 
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His  tales  no  man  llke  hitn  could  tell ; 
His  words,  which  melted  as  they  fell, 
Migbt  c'en  a  hypocrite  decei^e, 
And  make  au  iufidei  believe, 
Wantoniy  cheatintf  o'er  and  o^er 
Those  who  had  cheated  been  before : 
Such  FlatŁ*ry  came  in  evil  hoar, 
Pols^ning  the  royal  ear  of  Pow'r, 
And,  grown  by  prostitution  Jpreat, 
Would  be  first  minister  of  state. 

Withln  the  chariot,  all  alone, 
High  seated  on  a  kind  of  throoe, 
With  pebbles  gracM,  a  figiire  camc, 
Whom  Justice  would,  but  dare  not,  name. 
Hard  times  when  Justice,  without  fear, 
Dare  not  bring  forth  to  pubiic  ear 
The  names  of  those,  who  dare  ofTend 
'Gainst  Justice,  and  pervert  her  end : 
But,  if  the  Muse  afford  me  grace, 
Descriptłon  shall  supply  the  place. 
In  foreign  garments  he  was  clad  : 
Sagę  ennine  o'er  the  glossy  phad 
Cast  revVend  bonour ;  on  his  hcart, 
Wrought  by  the  curious  hand  of  Art, 
In  silver  wrought,  and  brighter  far 
Than  beav*nly  or  than  earthly  star, 
Sbonc  a  white  rosę,  the  emblem  dear 
<>f  him  he  ever  ni  ust  revere ; 
Of  that  drcad  lord,  who  with  his  host 
Of  faithful  native  rebels  loiit, 
Like  those  black  spirits  doomM  to  Heil, 
At  once  from  pow*r  and  virtue  fell ; 
Around  his  clouded  brows  was  plac'd 
A  bonnet,  most  superbly  grac*d 
With  mighty  thistles,  nor  ibrgot 
The  sacred  motto,  Touch  me  7u>t. 

la  the  right  hand  a  sword  he  borę 
Harder  than  adamant,  and  morę 
Fatal  than  winds,  which  from  the  mouth 
Of  the  rough  North  invade  the  South : 
The  reektng  blade  to  view  presents 
The  blood  of  belpless  innocents ; 
And  on  the  hilt,  as  meek  become 
As  lambs  before  the  shearers  dumb, 
With  downcast  eye,  and  solemn  show 
Of  decp  unutterable  woe, 
Móuming  the  time  when  Freedom  Teign'd, 
Fast  to  a  rock  was  Justice  chain*d. 

In  his  left  hand,  in  wax  imprest, 
With  bells  and  gewgaws  idly  drest, 
An  image,  cast  in  baby  moułd, 
He  beld;  and  seemM  o'erjoy'd  to  bold. 
On  this  he  iix'd  his  eyes,  to  this 
Bowing  he  gave  the  loyal  kiss. 
And,  for  rebellion  fiiUy  ripe, 
SeemM  to  desire  the  antitype. 
What  if  to  that  Pretender^s  foes 
His  greatncss,  nay,  his  iife  be  owes, 
Shall  common  obligations  biod. 
And  shake  his  constancy  of  mind  ? 
Scoming  such  weak  and  petty  cha'n8, 
Faithful  to  James  he  still  remains, 
Though  he  the  friend  of  Geoige  appear: 
Dissimuiation's  virŁue  kere. 

Jealous  and  mean,  he  with  a  fi-own 
Would  awe,  and  keep  all  merit  down. 
Nor  would  to  Trutb  aud  Justice  bend, 
Uniess  ouŁ-bullied  by  hh  friend: 
Brave  with  the  coward,  with  the  brare 
He  is  himself  a  coward  slav«  ; 


Aw'd  by  his  fears,  he  has  no  heart 

To  take  a  g^reat  and  open  part ; 

Miues  in  a  subtle  train  he  springs. 

And,  sccret,  saps  the  ears  of  kings  ; 

But  not  e*en  there  continues  firm 

*Gatnst  the  rcsistance  of  a  worm : 

Bom  in  a  country,  where  the  mU 

OJ  one  is  law  to  all,  he  still 

RetainM  th*  infection,  with  fiill  aim 

To  spread  it  wheresoe^er  he  came  ; 

Freedom  he  hated,  Law  defied, 

Tłic  prostitute  of  Pow*r  and  Pride : 

Ijiw  he  with  ease  explains  away. 

And  leads  bewilder'd  Sense  astray  ; 

Much  to  the  credit  of  his  brain 

Puzzles  the  cause  he  can*t  maintain, 

Proceeds  on  most  familiar  grounds. 

And,  where  he  caii*t  convince,  coofounds  ; 

Talents  of  rarest  stamp  and  size. 

To  Naturę  false,  he  misapplies. 

And  tums  to  poison  what  was  seat 

For  purposes  of  nourishment. 

Paleneu,  not  such  as  on  bis  wings  , 

The  messenger  of  sickness  brings. 

But  such  as  takes  its  coward  rise 

From  conscious  baseness,  coiiscious  Yice, 

O^erspread  his  checks ;  Disdain  and  fVf</e, 

To  npstart  fortnnes  ever  tied, 

ScowPd  on  his  brow ;  within  his  cye, 

Insidious,  lurking  like  a  spy 

To  Caution  principled  by  Fear, 

Not  daring  open  to  appear, 

Lodg^d  covert  MitchieJ;  Pamon  hang 

On  his  lip  quiv*ring ;  on  his  tongue 

Fraud  dwelt  at  large ;  within  his  breati 

All  that  makes  villain  found  a  nest, 

All  that,  on  Hell*s  complett«t  plan, 

E'er  join'd  to  damn  the  heart  (^  man. 

Soon  as  the  car  reach*d  land,  he  rosę,     • 
And  with  a  look  which  might  hare  ftoze 
The  heart*s  best  blood,  which  was  enough, 
Had  hearts  been  madę  of  stemer  stttff 
In  cities  than  elsewbere,  to  make 
The  very  stoutest  quail  and  quake, 
He  cast  his  baleful  eyes  around. 
Fix*d  without  motion  to  the  groand, 
Fear  waiting  on  surprise,  all  stood. 
And  b<irrour  chilFd  their  curdłed  blood : 
No  morę  they  thoaght  of  pomp,  no  morę 
(For  they  had  seen  his  face  before) 
Of  Law  they  thonght ;  the  cause  forgot, 
Whether  it  was  or  ghost,  or  plot, 
Which  drew  them  there.    They  all  stood  moro 
Like  statues  than  they  w^re  before. 

What  could  be  done  ?  Could  art,  could  forte, 
Or  both,  dircct  a  proper  course 
To  make  this  sarage  monster  tamę, 
Or  send  him  back  the  way  he  came  ? 
What  neitber  art,  nor  force,  nor  both 
Could  dO)  a  lord  of  foreign  growth, 
A  lord  to  that  base  wretch  allied 
In  country,  pot  in  Tice  and  pride, 
Eifected :  from  the  self-same  land, 
(Bad  news  for  our  blaspheming  band 
Of  scribbiers,  but  deserring  notę) 
Tłic  po'son  came,  and  antidotc. 
Abash'd  the  monster  hung  his  head ; 
And  like  an  empty  vision  flc^d  ; 
His  train,  like  yirgin  snows  which  mn, 
KissM  by  the  buming  bawdy  Sun, 
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To  lovnieV  streams,  dt8aolv*d  in  air ; 
Joy,  who  from  abscnoe  eecin^d  morę  fair, 
Came  smilin^,  fireed  from  słarisb  Awe ; 
Loyalty,  Liberty,  and  l^w, 
loipatient  of  the  gallinf;  chain. 
And  yokc  of  Pow*r,  mum'd  their  reign  ; 
Aod  bumin^  with  the  idorioos  flame 
Of  public  Tirtue,  Mansfield  came. 
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Cracb  said  in  fonn,  which  scnptics  must  agree, 

Wben  tbey  are  told  that  fcnc^  was  said  by  me; 

Tbe  fiervants  gone,  to  break  the  Rcunry  jest 

Od  tbe  proud  landlord,  ąpd  his  thread-bare  gnest ; 

The  "  king"  gone  ronnd,  my  lady  too  witbdrawn. 

My  lord,  in  usnal  taste,  began  to  yawn, 

And  lolling  backward  in  his  elbow-chair, 

With  an  insipid  kind  of  stupid  stare, 

Płckhig  his  teeth,  twirling  his  seals  abont-^ 

'*  Charchill,  you  have  a  poem  coming  out. 

Yoo'Te  my  best  wishes;  but  I  really  fear 

Yoór  Muse  in  generał  is  too  8everc; 

Her  spirit  seems  her  infrest  to  oppose, 

And  where  stie  makes  one  friend,  makes  twenty  foes.*' 

C  Your  lord8hip*sfears  are  just,  I  feet  their  fbrce. 
Bot  ooly  feei  it  as  a  thmg  of  course. 
The  man  whosc  hardy  spirit  sball  engage 
To  lash  the  vices  of  a  guilty  age, 
At  his  first  setting  forward  ought  to  know, 
That  eT*ry  rogne  he  meets  must  be  his  Ibe ; 
That  the  rude  breath  of  Satire  will  pTovoke 
liany  who  feel,  and  morę  who  fear  the  stroke» 
But  sball  the  partial  ragę  of  selfish  men 
From  stnbbom  Justice  wrench  the  righteous  pen, 
Or  shall  I  not  my  settled  course  purs^ie, 
Beeaose  my  foes  are  foes  to  Yirtne  too  ? 

L  Wbat  is  this  boasted  Yirtue,  taught  in  schoob. 
And  idly  drawn  from  antiqaated  rules? 
Wbat  łs  her  use  ?  Point  out  one  wholesome  end : 
Will  she  hurt  foes,  or  can  she  make  a  friend  ł 
When  from  long  fasts  fleroe  appetites  arise^ 
Csn  this  same  Yirtue  stifle  Nature'8  cries } 
C4UI  she  the  pittance  of  a  meai  aflRnnd, 
Or  bid  tłiee  welcome  to  one  grcat  man's  board  ? 
When  northem  winds  the  rough  December  arm 
With  firost  and  snów,  can  Yirtue  keep  thee  warm  ? 
Cao'st  thou  dismiss  the  bard  unfeeling  dun 
Barely  by  saying,  thou  art  Yirtuels  son  ? 
Or  by  base  blmid*ring  statesmen  sent  to  jail, 
Will  Mansfield  take  this  Yirtne  for  thy  bail  ? 
Beliere  it  not,  tbe  name  is  in  disgrace, 
Yirtue  and  Tempie  now  are  out  of  place. 

Uoil  then  this  meteor,  whose  delusive  ray 
From  wcalth  and  honour  leads  thee  far  astray. 
Trae  Yirtue  raeans,  let  Reason  use  her  eyes, 
Nothing  with  fbols,  and  int*rest  with  the  wise. 
Would'8t  thou  be  great,  her  patronage  disclaim. 
Kor  ffladly  triumpb  in  so  mean  a  name : 
let  nobler  wreaths  thy  happy  brows  adom. 
And  leave  to  Yirtne  poverty  and  scora. 
M  Prudeocc  be  thy  gtiide ;  who  doth  not  know 
IIow  seldom  Prudenca  can  with  Yirtne  go  ? 
To  be  snccessful  try  thy  utmost  fbrce, 
Ami  Yirtue  follows  as  a  thiog  of  course. 

Hirco,  wbo  knows  not  Hirco?  stains  the  bed 
Of  that  kind  master  who  fint  (ave  him  bread. 


Scatters  the  seeds  of  discord  through  the  land, 

Breaks  ev*ry  public,  cv*ry  prirale  band, 

Beholds  with  joy  a  trusting  friend  undone, 

Betrays  a  brotber,  and  would  cheat  a  son : 

Wbat  mortal  in  his  senses  can  endure 

Tije  name  of  Hirco,  for  the  wretch  is  poor ! 

'*  Let  him  hang,  drown,  stanre,  on  a  dunghill  rot. 

By  all  dctested  live,  and  die  fbrgot ; 

Let  him,  a  poor  return,  in  ev'ry  breath 

Feel  all  Death'fi  pains,  yet  be  whole  years  in  death,** 

Is  now  the  gen*ral  ory  we  all  pursue : 

Let  Fortune  change,  and  Prudcnce  changes  too  ; 

Supple  and  pliant  a  new  system  feels, 

Throws  up  her  cap,  and  spaniels  at  his  hbels; 

"  Long  live  great  Hirco,"  crics,  by  int'rest  taught, 

**  And  let  his  foes,  though  I  prove  one,  be  nought** 

C.  Peace  to  such  men,  if  such  men  can  have  peace, 
Let  their  possessions,  let  their  state  increase  ; 
Let  their  base  service8  in  courts  strike  root, 
^d  in  the  season  bring  forth  golden  fruit ; 
I  envy  wit :  let  thoee  who  have  the  will. 
And,  with  so  little  spirit,  so  much  skill, 
With  such  Tile  instruments  their  fortunes  carre ; 
Rogues  may  graw  fat,  an  honest  man  dares  starve. 

L  These  stale  conceits  thrown  off,  let  us  advance 
For  once  to  real  life,  and  quit  romance. 
Stanne  !  prfttty  talkiog !  but  1  fain  would  view 
That  man,  that  honest  man,  would  do  it  too. 
Hencc  to  yon  moimtain  which  outbraves  the  sky. 
And  dart  from  pole  to  pole  thy  strengthfn:i'd  eye, 
Through  all  that  space  you  sball  not  yicw  one  mai^ 
Not  one,  who  dares  to  act  on  such  a  plan. 
Cowards  in  calms  will  say,  wbat  in  a  storm 
The  brave  will  tremble  at,  and  not  perform. 
Thine  be  the  proof,  aod,  spite  of  t^\  you*ve  said, 
You'd  give  your  honour  for  a  crust  oJF  bread. 

C  What  proof  might  do,  wbat  hnnger  might  effect, 
Wbat  famish^d  Naturę,  looking  with  neglect 
On  all  she  onoe  held  dear,  wbat  fear,  at  stńfe 
With  fainting  Yirtue  for  the  means  of  tife, 
Might  make  this  coward  flesh,  in  loTe  with  breath,^ 
ShuddYing  at  pain,  and  shrinking  back  firom  deatb, 
In  treason  to  my  soul,  descend  ta  bear, 
Trusting  to  Fate,  I  neither  know  nor  care. 

Once,  at  this  bour  those  wounds  afresh  I  foel, 
Which  nor  prosperity  nor  time  can  heal, 
Those  wounds,  which  Fate  seyerely  hath  decreed, 
Mention*d  or  though t  of,  must  for  ever  bleed, 
Those  wounds,  which  humbled  all  that  pride  of  man, 
Which  brings  such  mighty  aid  to  Yirtue'd  plan ; 
Onee,  awM  by  Fortune*8  most  oppressivc  frown, 
By  legał  rapine  to  the  earth  bow'd  down. 
My  credit  at  last  gasp,  my  state  undone, 
Trembling  to  meet  the  shock  I  could  not  shnn, 
Yirtue  gave  gronnd,  and  black  despair  preraird ; 
Sinking  beneath  the  storm,  my  spirits  faiPd, 
Like  Peter^s  faith ;  till  one,  a  friend  indeed, 
May  all  distress  find  such  in  time  of  need  ! 
One  kind  good  man,  in  act,  in  word,  in  thought. 
By  Yirtue  guid^,  and  by  Wisdom  taught. 
Image  of  him  whom  Christians  should  adore, 
Stretch*d  fbtth  his  hand,and  brought  me  safe  to  shorew 

Since,  by  good  fortunę  into  notice  rais'd. 
And  for  some  little  merit  łargely  prais'd, 
IndulgM  in  swerring  from  prndential  rules, 
Hated  by  rogues,  and  not  belov'd  by  fbols, 
Plac'd  above  want,  shałl  abject  thirst  of  wealtk 
So  ficrcely  war  *gainst  my  souPs  dearest  health, 
That,  as  a  boon,  I  should  base  shackles  crave, 
And,  borQ  to  lreedoiD>  mąka  myself  a  8lmve ; 
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Tbat  I  fihonld  intbe  tr&m  o^  thoM  appear, 
tThooi  Ilonoor  cannot  Iove,  nor  Sfanhood  fear } 

Tbat  I  DO  longer  skulk  from  street  to  street, 
Afraid  lest  diuis  awail,  and  bailiflfs  meet ; 
Tbat  I  from  place  to  place  thU  carcass  bear» 
Walk  forth  at  large,  and  wander  firee  as  air ; 
Tbat  I  no  longer  drcad  tbe  awkward  friend, 
1Vbo8e  very  obligations  must  ofifend, 
Kor,  all  too  forward,  with  impatience  bnm, 
At  mWńng  favonr8  whicb  I  cant  return ; 
Tbat,  from  dependcnce  and  from  pride  secure^ 
I  am  not  plac*d  so  high  to  soom  the  poor. 
Nor  yet*BO  Iow,  tbat  1  my  lord  should  fear» 
Or  besitate  to  gire  him  sneer  for  sneer; 
Tbat,  whilst  sagę  Pradence  my  pursaits  confirms, 
1  can  eiijoy  tiie  world  on  equal  terms; 
'Tbat,  kind  to  others,  to  myself  most  trae» 
Feeling  nó  want,  I  comlbrt  those  who  do, 
Aod  with  tbe  will  ha^e  power  to  aid  distress ! 
These,  and  what  other  blessings  I  possess, 
From  tbe  indulgence  of  the  public  rise ; 
All  priTate  patronage  my  soui  defies. 
By  candour  morę  inclin*d  to  8ave,  than  damn, 
A  gen^rous  Public  madę  me  what  I  am. 
All  that  I  have,  tbey  gaTe ;  just  Mem'ry  bears 
The  gratefiil  stamp,  and  what  I  am  is  theirs. 

L,  To  feign  a  red-hot  zeal  for  Freed<xn'8  cause* 
To  mouth  aloud  for  liberties  and  laws, 
^or  public  good  to  bcllow  all  abroad, 
Serves  well  tbe  purposes  of  private  frand. 
Pradence  by  public  good  intends  her  own; 
If  you  mean  otherwise,  you  stand  alone. 
What  do  we  raean  by  country  and  by  court  ? 
What  ts  it  to  oppose,  what  to  support  ? 
Merę  words  of  cihirBe,  and  what  is  morę  absurd 
Than  to  pay  homage  to  an  empty  word  ? 
Majors  and  minors  ditfer  but  in  name, 
Fatriots  and  ministers  are  much  the  same  ; 
The  only  diff'rence,  after  all  their  ronty 
Is,  that  the  one  is  in,  tlie  otber  ouL 

Esplore  tbe  dark  recesses  of  the  mind, 
In  the  8oul*8  honest  volume  read  mankind. 
And  own,  in  wise  and  simple,  great  and  smali, 
The  same  grand  leading  princjple  in  all. 
Whate*er  we  talk  of  wisdom  to  tbe  wise, 
Of  goodness  to  the  good,  of  public  ties 
Which  to  our  country  link,  of  private  bands 
Whicb  claim  most  dear  attention  at  our  hands. 
For  parent  and  for  child,  for  wife  and  friend, 
Our  first  great  mover,  and  our  last  g^reat  endy 
Is  one,  and,  by  whatever  name  we  cali 
The  ruling  tyrant,  Self,  is  all  in  all. 
This»  which  unwilling  Faction  sball  admit, 
Guided  in  diflPrent  ways  a  Butę  and  Pitt, 
Madę  tyrants  break,  madę  kings  observe  the  law. 
And  gaye  the  world  a  Stuart  and  Nassau. 

Hath  Naturę  (strange  and  wild  conceitof  pride) 
Distinguish*d  thee  from  all  her  sons  beside } 
Doth  YJrtue  in  thy  bosom  brighter  glow, 
Or  from  a  spring  morę  pure  doth  action  flow  ? 
Is  not  thy  soul  bound  with  tbose  yery  chains 
Which  shackle  us ;  or  is  tbat  Self,  which  reigns 
0*er  kings  and  beggara,  which  in  alt  we  see 
Most  strong  and  8ov'reign,  only  weak  in  thee  ? 
Fond  man,  believe  it  not ;  experience  tells 
'Tis  not  thy  Yittue,  but  tby  pride  rebels. 
Think  (and  for  once  lay  by  thy  lawless  pen) 
Think,  and  confess  thyself  Uke  otber  men  j 
Think  but  one  hour,  and,  to  thy  conscience  led 
9y  Reasoa's  hand,  bow  dowu  aod  hang  thy  head; 


Think  on  thy  priTate  lifs,  recal  thy  yooth, 
View  thyself  now,  and  own  with  strictest  trutb, 
That  Self  hath  drawn  thee  from  fair  Yirtues  w^f 
Further  than  Folły  would  have  dar*d  to  sŁray, 
And  that  tbe  talents  lib*ral  Naturę  gare 
To  make  thee  free^  have  madę  thee  morę  a  slate. 

Quit  then,  in  pradence  quit,  that  idle  train 
Of  toys,  which  hare  so  long  abus'd  thy  brain. 
And  captive  led  thy  pow*rs;  with  boundlcss  will 
Let  Self  maintain  her  state  and  empire  stiłl. 
But  let  her,  with  morę  wortby  objects  caogbt, 
Strain  all  tbe  faculties  and  ibrce  of  tbougbt 
To  things  of  hjgher  daring ;  let  her  rangę 
Through  better  pestures,  and  leam  how  to  change; 
Let  her,  no  longer  to  weak  Faction  tiedi 
Wisely  revoit,  and  join  our  stronger  side. 

C.  Ab !  what,  my  lord,  hath  private  iife  to  de 
With  things  of  public  naturę  ?  Why  to  view 
Would  you  thus  cruelly  those  scenes  unfold, 
Which,  without  pain  and  borrour  to  behold, 
Must  speak  me  something  morę  or  less  than  man; 
Which  friends  may  pardon,  but  I  never  can  ? 
Look  back !  a  thought  which  borders  on  dcspair, 
Which  human  naturę  must,  yet  cannot  bcar. 
'Tis  not  tbe  babbling  of  a  busy  world, 
Where  praise  and  censure  are  at  random  borl^d, 
Which  can  tbe  meanest  of  my  thoughts  control, 
Or  shakę  one  settled  purpose  óf  my  sonL 
Free  and  at  large  might  their  wild  curses  roam, 
If  all,  if  all,  alas !  were  welł  at  home. 
No — 'tis  the  tale  which  angry  Conscience  tells, 
When  she  with  morę  than  tra^c  borrour  swells 
Each  ciroumstance  of  guilt;    when  sten,  boi 

true, 
She  brings  bad  actions  fbrth  into  reriew  ; 
Andy  like  the  dread  hand-writang  on  the  wali, 
Bids  late  Remorse  awake  at  Rea80D's  cali ; 
Arm'd  at  all  points  bids  soorpion  Yengeance  pasi^ 
And  to  the  mind  holds  up  Reflection*s  glass; 
The  mind,  whicb,  staiting,  beayes  tbe   heaitfielt 

groan, 
And  hates  that  form  she  knows  to  be  ber  owik 

Enough  of  this<— let  private  sorraws  rest^— 
As  to  tbe  public  I  dare  stand  the  test; 
Darc  proudly  boast,  I  feel  no  wisb  above 
The  good  of  England,  and  my  country's  k3ve. 
Stranger  to  party-rage,  by  Reason^s  voice, 
Unerring  guide,  directed  in  my  choice. 
Not  all  the  tyrant  pow^rs  of  Earth  oombinM, 
No»  nor  of  Heli,  shail  make  fne  chaoge  my  mind. 
What !  herd  with  men  my  honest  soul  disdains, 
Men  who,  with  serriie  zeal,  are  forging  chains  * 
For  Freedom's  neck,  and  lend  a  hdping  hand. 
To  spread  destruction  o*er  my  native  land. 
What!  sball  I  not,  e^en  to  my  latest  breatb, 
In  the  fuli  face  of  danger  and  of  death, 
£xert  that  little  strength  which  Naturę  gaTe, 
And  boldly  stem,  or  perish  in  the  wave  ? 

£.  When  I  look  backward  for  some  fifty  yean^ 
And  see  protesłing  patriots  tum  to  peen; 
Hear  men,  most  loose,  for  decency  dedaim. 
And  talk  of  character  without  a  name; 
See  infidels  assert  the  cause  of  God, 
And  meek  diWnes  wield  Persecutionti  rod ; 
See  men  transform'd  to  brutes,  and  brutes  to  mra, 
See  Whitehead'  taka  a  plaoe,  Ralph*  change  his 
pen, 
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I  mock  the  zealj  and  deem  the  men  in  sport, 
Wbo  nil  at  mioisten,  and  curse  a  coart. 
Thee,  haughty  as  tinw  art,  and  proud  in  rh3rmey 
Sball  some  preferment,  offer'd  at  a  time 
Wben  Yirtne  sleeps,  some  sacriflce  to  pride, 
Ot  >om6  fair  vicŁiin,  move  to  change  thy  side. 
Tliee  sball  these  eyes  behold,  to  health  restor'd» 
Using,  as  Pradence  bida,  bold  Satire'8  sword, 
Gailiog  thy  present  friends,  and  praising  those, 
Wborn  DOfr  thy  frenzy  holds  thy  greatest  foes. 

C  May  I  (canworse  disgrace  on  manhood  fali  ?) 
Be  boni  a  Whitehead,  and  baptiz'd  a  Paul ; 
May  I  (thwigh  to  hk  seirice  deepły  tied 
By  sacred  oaths,  and  now  by  will  alłied) 
With  fiiise  fdgnM  zeal  an  injur^d  God  defend, 
And  ose  his  name  for  some  base  pnvate  end ; 
May  I  (that  thought  bids  double  horrours  roU 
Cer  my  sick  spitits,  and  unmans  my  soul) 
Rain  tbe  rirtue  which  I  held  most  dear. 
And  itill  mnst  hołd ;  may  I,  through  abject  fear, 
Betray  my  friend ;  may  to  succeeuing  times, 
Etagra7*d  on  plates  of  adamant,  my  crimes 
Stud  blaztng  forth,  whiist  mark*d  with  envious  biot, 
Eaeh  litile  act  of  virtuc  is  forgot; 
Of  dl  those  evil8  which,  to  stamp  men  curs^d. 
Heli  keeps  b  storę  for  vengeance,  may  tbe  worst 
ligkt  on  my  head,  and  in  my  day  of  woe. 
To  make  the  cup  of  bittemess  o^riłow, 
May  I  be  8com*d  by  ev*ry  man  of  worth, 
Wander,  like  Cain,  a  vagabond  on  Earth, 
Beańngabout  a  Heli  m  my  own  mind, 
Or  be  to  Scotland  for  my  life  confinM, 
If  I  am  one  among  the  many  known, 
Whom  Sbelbume  fled,  and  Calcraft  blush^d  to  own. 

L  Do  yoa  reflect  what  men  you  make  yoar  foes  ? 

C  I  do,  and  thafs  the  reason  I  oppose. 
Firiends  1  have  madę,  whom  £nvy  must  commend. 
Bot  Dot  one  foe,  whom  I  would  wish  a  friencL 
What  if  ten  thoosand  Butes  and  Hollanda  baw], 
One  Wilkes  hath  madę  a  large  amends  for  alL 

Tis  not  the  titJe,  wbether  handed  down 
From  age  to  age,  or  flowing  fiom  the  crown 
Ia  oopłons  sireams  on  recent  men,  who  came 
From  stems  unknown,  and  sires  without  a  name; 
Tis  not  the  tiar,  which  oor  great  Edward  gave . 
To  mark  tbe  virtaons,  and  reward  the  brave, 
Blazing  without,  whilst  a  base  heart  within 
U  rotten  io  the  core  with  filth  and  sin ; 
Tis  not  the  tinsel  grandeur,  tanght  to  wait, 
At  Cnstom*s  cali,  to  mark  a  fool  of  state 
From  ibols  of  lesser  notę,  that  soul  can  awe 
Whose  pride  is  reason,  whose  defence  is  law. 

L  Snppoae  (a  thing  scarce  poesible  in  art, 
Werę  it  thy  cue  to  play  a  common  part ; ) 
Soppose  thy  writśngs  so  well  fdnc*d  in  law, 
Tbat  Norton  ^  cannot  find,  ncr  make  a  flaw. 
Hast  thoQ  not  heard,  that'mongst  our  ancienttribes. 
By  party  warpt,  or  lull*d  asleep  by  bribes, 
Or  trombling  at  the  ruffian  hand  of  Force, 
law  hath  suspended  stood,  or  chang^d  its  course  ? ' 
Art  thou  assur^d,  that,  for  destruction  ripe, 
"Hioa  may*st  not  smart  beneatli  the  self-same  gripe  ? 
What  sanction  hast  thou,  frantic  in  thy  rhymes, 
Thy  life,  thy  freedom  to  secure } 

C.  The  times. 

Tis  not  on  law,  a  system  great  and  good. 

By  wisdom  penn*d,  and  bought  by  noblest  blood, 

'  Sir  Fletcher  Norton,  attoniey-geiieraU 


My  faith  relies :  by  wicked  men  and  vain. 

Law,  once  abusM,  may  be  abu8*d  again. 

No,  on  our  great  Law-girer  I  depend, 

Who  knows  and  guides  ber  to  her  proper  end; 

Whose  royalty  of  naturę  blazes  out 

Sof  fierce,  'twere  sin  to  entcrtain  a  doubt — 

Did  tyrant  Stuarts  now  the  laws  dispense, 

(Blest  be  the  hour  and  hand  which  sent  them 

bence) 
For  something,  or  for  nothing,  for  a  word, 
Or  thought,  I  might  be  doom'd  to  death,  unhtari, 
Life  we  might  all  resign  to  lawless  powV, 
Nor  think  it  worth  the  purchase  of  an  hour ; 
But  Envy  ne*er  sball  fix  so  fouł  a  stain 
On  the  fair  annals  of  a  Brunswick*s  reign. 

If,  slare  to  party,  to  revenge,  or  pride, 
If,  by  firail  human  errour  drawn  asidc, 
I  break  the  law,  strict  rigour  let  her  wear ; 
Tis  her^s  to  ponish,  and  'tis  minę  to  bear ; 
Nor  by  the  voice  of  Justice  doom'd  to  death, 
Would  I  ask  niercy  with  my  latest  breath. 
But,  anzious  only  for  my  country*8  good, 
In  which  my  king*8,  ofcourse,  is  undecscood ; 
FormM  on  a  plan  with  some  few  paferiot  friends^ 
Whilst  by  just  means  I  aim  at  noblest  enda, 
My  spirits  cannot  sink ;  though  from  the  tomb 
Stern  JeiTries  should  be  plac*d  in  MansCeld^s  room^ 
Tbougb  he  should  bring,  his  base  destgns  to  aid, 
Some  black  alŁomey,  for  his  purpose  nuuie. 
And  sho^e,  whilst  Decency  and  Law  retreat, 
The  modest  Norton  from  his  maiden  seat ; 
Though  both,  in  all  confed^rates,  should  agree, 
In  damned  league,  to  torturę  law  and  me, 
Whilst  George  is  king,  I  cannot  fear  endure; 
Not  to  be  guilty,  is  to  be  secure. 

But  wben,  in  after-times,  (be  far  remor'd 
That  day)  our  monarch,  glorious  and  belov'd, 
Sleeps  with  his  fathers,  should  imperious  Fate, 
In  vengeance,  with  fresb  Stuarta  curse  our  state; 
Should  they,  o*erleaping  ev'ry  fence  of  law, 
Butcher  the  brave  to  keep  tamę  fools  in  awe ; 
Should  they,  by  brutal  and  oppressiTC  force, 
I)ivert  swaet  Justice  from  her  e^en  course ; 
Should  they,  of  ey^ry  other  means  bereft. 
Make  my  right-hand  a  witness  'gainst  my  left; 
Should  they,  abroad  by  Inąuisitions  taught, 
Search  out  my  soul,  and  damn  me  for  a  thought; 
Still  would  I  keep  my«  course,  still  speak,  still 

write, 
Till  Death  bad  plungM  me  in  the  shades  of  night. 

Thou  God  of  Trutky  thou  great,  alt-searching  eye. 
To  whom  our  thoughts,  our  spirits  open  lie. 
Grant  me  thy  strength,  and  in  that  needfiil  hour, 
(Should  it  e*er  come)  when  Law  submits  to  PowV» 
With  firm  resolve  my  steady  bosom  steel, 
Bravely  to  sufifei^,  though  I  deeply  foel. 

Let  me,  as  hitherto,  still  draw  my  breath, 
In  love  with  life,  but  not  in  fiear  of  death ; 
And,  if  Oppression  brings  me  to  the  gravc, 
And  marks  me  dead,  sbe  ne'er  shall  mark  a  8lave. 
Let  no  unworthy  marks  of  grief  be  heard, 
No  wild  laments,  not  one  unseemły  word ; 
Let  sober  triumphs  wait  upon  my  bier, 
I  won't  forgive  that  friend  who  drops  one  tear. 
Wbether  he*s  raFish'd  in  life*s  early  mom, 
Or,  in  old  age,  drc^  like  an  ear  of  oom. 
Fuli  ripe  he  fallt,  oi»  Nature*s  noblest  plan* 
Wbo  Ures  to  Beaaoo,  and  who  dies  a  Man. 
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AccuKs^o  the  man,  whom  Fate  ordains  ia  spite, 
And  cruel  parcnts  teach,  to  read  and  write  ! 
What  need  of  lettcra?  W^erefore  shoald  we  spell  ? 
Why  yrńte  our  names  ?  A  mark  will  do  as  welL 

Much  are  the  precious  hours  of  youth  misspent, 
In  climbing  Learnin^*B  rugged  steep  ascent; 
When  to  the  top  the  bold  aulyent^ret^s  got, 
He  reigns,  vain  monarcb,  o'er  a  barren  spol^ 
Whilst  in  the  vale  of  Ignorance  below, 
FoUy  and  Vice  to  rank  liuniriance  graw ; 
Honours  and  wealth  poar  in  on  ev'iy  side, 
And  proud  Preferment  rolls  her  gc^den  tid& 

0*er  crabbed  autbors  life^s  gay  prime  to  waste, 
To  cramp  wild  genius  in  the  chains  of  taste, 
To  bear  the  slaytsh  dnidgery  of  schools. 
And  tamely  stoop  to  ev*ry  pedant^s  rules, 
For  seven  long  yean  debari^d  of  liberał  ease^ 
To  plod  in  college  trammels  to  degrett^ 
Beneatb  the  wcigbt  of  solemn  toys  to  gróan, 
Sleep  over  books,  and  leave  manJńnd  nnknown ; 
To  praise  each  senior  b)ockhead*8  thread-bare  tale, 
And  łaogh  till  reason  bliish,  and  spirits  fail, 
Manhood  with  vile  submission  to  disgrace, 
And  cap  the  fool,  whose  mcrit  is  his  place  ; 
Vice-chancellors,  whose  knowledge  is  but  «maU« 
And  chanccUors,  who  nothing  know  at  all ; 
Ilt-brook'd  the  gen*rous  spirit  in  those  days 
"When  leaming  was  the  certain  road  to  praise» 
'  Mlien  nnbles,  with  a  loye  of  science  blest, 
Approv'd  in  otbers  what  themselres  possess^d. 

But  ffotv,  when  Dullness  rears  aloft  her  throne^ 
When  lordly  rassals  her  wide  empire  own, 
When  Wit,  seduc*d  by  Envy,  starts  aside. 
And  basely  leagucs  with  Ignorance  and  Pride, 
What  mm  should  tempt  us,  by  folse  hopes  misled, 
Leaming^s  uufoshionable  patbs  to  tread; 
To  bear  those  laboun,  which  our  fathers  borę, 
That  crown  withheld,  which  they  in  triumph  wore? 

When  with  much  paiiis  tbis  boasted  leaming*s  got, 
nis  an  affront  to  those  who  have  it  not. 
In  some  it  causcs  hate,  in  others  iear, 
Instructs  our  foes  to  raił,  «ur  friends  to  sneer. 
With  pmdent  hastę  the>/orldly-minded  fool 
Forgcts  the  little  which  he  leam'd  at  school ; 
The  elder  brother,  to  va8t  fortunes  bom, 
J/ioks  on  alt  science  with  an  eye  of  scom ; 
Hependent  brethren  the  same  fieatures  wear, 
And  younger  sons  are  stnpid  as  the  heir. 
In  senate«,  at  the  bar,  in  church  and  state, 
Genius  is  vile,  and  leaniing  out  of  datę. 
Is  this — O  death  to  think  !  is  tiiis  the  land 
Where  Alcrit  and  Rcward  went  hand  in  band, 
Where  heroes,  parent-like,  the  poet  Tiew^d, 
By  whom  they  saw  their  glorious  deeds  renew'd  j 
Where  poets,  true  to  bonour,  tun*d  their  lays, 
And  by  their  patroos  sanctify^d  their  praise  ? 
)s  this  the  land,  where,  on  our  Spenser^s  tongue, 
Knamour'd  of  his  voice,  description  hung; 
%Vhere  Jonson  rigid  gravity  beguil'd, 
Whilst  Keason  thnnigh  her  critic  fences  smilM ; 
Where  Naturę  lisfning  stood,  whilst  Shakspeare 

play^d, 
ATid  wonder^d  at  the  work  herself  had  madę  } 
H  this  the  land,  where,  mitidful  of  her  charge 
And  oflice  high,  fair  Freedom  walk^d  at  large  j 
Where,  (inding  in  our  laws  a  surę  defenoe, 
She  muck'd  ai  all  restraints,  but  tboie  of  wnse ; 


Where  Health  and  Hoaottr^rooplng  by  h^  side^ 
She  spread  her  sacred  empire  far  and  wide  $ 
Pointed  the  way  affliclion  to  beguile. 
And  bade  the' face  of  Sorrow  wear  a  smile ; 
Bade  those,  who  dare  obey  the  gen^rous  cali, 
Enjoy  her  blessings,  which  God  meant  for  all } 
Is  this  the  land,  where  in  some  tyrant's  reign, 
When  a  weak^  wtcked,  minulerial  train, 
The  tools  of  pow'r,  the  stałeś  of  infrest,  plann'd 
Their  conntry's  ruin,  and  with  bribes  unmannM 
Those  wretches,  who,  ordain*d  in  Freedom*B  caose^ 
Gaye  up  their  liberties,  and  sold  our  laws; 
When  Pow^r  was  taught  by  Meanneas  where  to  go^ 
Kor  dar^d  to  love  the  ^irtoe  of  a  foe ; 
When,  like  a  lep*rous  plague,  from  the  foul  bead 
To  the  foul  heart  her  sores  Corruption  spread, 
Her  iron  arm  when  stem  Oppression  rear^d. 
And  Yirtue,  finom  her  broad  base  shaken,  feaHd 
The  scourge  of  Vice ;  when,  impotent  and  vain, 
Poor  Freedom  bow'd  the  neck  to  SlaT*ry's  cbajn; 
Is  this  the  land,  where  in  those  worst  of  times, 
The  hardy  poet  ran*d  his  honest  rhymes 
To  dread  r^nke,  and  bade  contro!  ment  speak 
In  guilty  blushes  on  the  viilain's  cheek, 
Bade  PowY  tum  pale,  kept  mighty  rogues  in  awe, 
And  madę  them  fear  the  Muae,  who  f^r^d  not  law  ? 

How  do  I  langh,  when  men  of  narrow  sonlsp 
Whom  fojly  guides,  and  prejudice  contiols; 
Who,  one  duli  drowsy  track  of  business  trod, 
Worship  their  Mammon,  and  neglect  their  God ; 
Who,  breathing  by  one  musty  set  of  ntlcs, 
Dote  from  the  birth,  and  are  by  system  fools; 
Who,  form*d  to  dullness  from  their  ^ery  yoatb, 
lies  of  the  day  prefer  to  gospel  trutfa. 
Pick  np  their  little  knowledge  from  Reriews, 
And  lay  out  all  their  stock  of  faith  in  news : 
How  do  I  laugh,  when  creatures,  fiorm'd  like  thsK, 
M^om  Reason  scorns,  and  I  should  blosb  to  pleaae» 
Raił  at  all  lib*ral  arts,  deem  verse  a  crime. 
And  hołd  not  trath  as  truth,  if  told  m  rhyme  ? 

How  do  1  langh,  when  Publius,  boary  grom 
In  zeal,ibr  Scotland*s  welfare,  and  his  own, 
Byalow  degrees,  and  course  of  offioe,  drawn 
In  mood  and  figurę  at  the  hełm  to  3rawn, 
Too  mean  (the  worst  of  curses  Hea^n  can  send) 
To  haye  a  fbe,  too  prood  to  haye  a  friend, 
Erring  by  form,  which  blockheads  sacred  hołd, 
Ne^er  making  new  fiłults,  and  ne^er  mending  oM, 
Rebukes  my  spirit,  bids  the  daring  Muae 
Subjects  mora  eąual  to  ber  weakness  cboose; 
Bids  her  freąuent  the  hannts  of  humble  swains, 
Nor  dare  to  traffic  in  ambitious  strains; 
Bids  ber,  ńodulging  the  poetic  whim 
In  ąoaint-WTOught  ode,  or  sonnet  pertly  trim, 
Along  the  cfaureh-way  path  complain  wHh  Giay, 
Or  dance  with  Mason  on  the  iirst  of  May  ? 
"  All  sacred  is  the  name  and  powV  of  kmgs, 
All  States  and  słatesmen  are  thoae  mighty  things 
Which,  howsoe*er  they  out  of  course  may  roli, 
Werę  neyer  madę  for  poets  to  control."  ^ 

Peace,  peace,  thon  dotard,  nor  thns  yilely  deea 
Of  sacred  numbers,  and  their  powV  blaspheme: 
I  tell  thee,  wretch,  search  all  creation  round, 
In  Earth,  in  Heav'n,  no  subject  can  be  fouod 
(Our  God  ałone  esccept)  aboye  whose  weight 
The  poet  cannot  rise,  and  bold  his  state. 
The  blessed  paints  aboye  in  numbers  speak 
The  praise  of  God,  though  there  all  praise  is  wcak; 
In  numbers  here  below  the  bard  shall  tcach 
Virtue  to  soar  beyond  the  vilUua's  reach| 
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Shall  tear  htsIftbMng  lungs,  strain  his  hoarsethroat, 
Aad  raise  his  voice  bejrond  the  trumpet^s  notę, 
ShouM  an  afflicted  country,  aw*d  by  men 
Of  slarish  principłes,  demand  his  pen  ; 
Thts  is  a  grreat,  a  glorious  point  of  vieWy 
Fit  for  an  Eoglish  poet  to  pursue, 
Undaunted  to  purstte,  though,  in  return. 
His  writings  by  the  common  liangman  bum. 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  men,  by  fortunę  p1ac'd 
AboTe  their  betters,  and  by  raok  disgracM, 
Who  found  their  pride  on  titles  which  they  stain. 
And,  mean  themseires,  are  of  their  fathers  vain ; 
Who  wonld  a  bill  of  priviłege  prefer, 
And  treat  a  poet  like  a  creditor, 
Tbe  gen'ron9  aidour  of  the  Mnse  condemn. 
And  curse  tbe  storm  they  know  must  break  on  them. 
*'  U^rat,  shall  a  rcptile  bnrd,  a  wretch  unknown, 
\^lthoat  one  badge  of  merit,  but  his  oirn, 
Great  nobles  lash,  and  loidi,  like  eommon  men, 
Smart  from  the  ^engeance  -of  a  scribbler^s  pen  ?" 
Whafs  in  this  name  of  lord,  that  I  shouid  fear 
To  bring  their  Tices  to  the  pubitc  ear  ? 
Fkyws  not  the  honest  blood  of  humble  swains 
Quick  as  the  tide  which  swells  a  monarch's  V4Óns  ? 
Monarchs,  who  wealth  and  titles  can  bestow, 
Canwjt  make  yiitues  in  succession  flow. 
WouldVt  tbou,  proud  man,  be  safely  plac'd  above 
The  censare  of  the  Mose,  deserze  her  love, 
Act  as  tby  birth  demands,  as  nobles  ought; 
Łook  back,  and  by  thy  worthy  father  taught, 
Who  eam^d  those  honours,  tbou  wert  hom  to  wear, 
FoHow  his  steps,  and  be  his  Tirtues'  heir. 
Bat  if,  regardless  of  tbe  road  to  fome, 
You  start  aside,  and  tread  tbe  paths  of  shame; 
If  snch  thy  life,  that  shouid  thy  sire  arise, 
The  sight  of  such  a  gon  would  blast  his  eyes, 
Would  make  him  curse  the  bour  wbich  gave  tbee 

birth, 
Would  drire  him,  shudd'ring,  firom  the  ikce  of  Earth 
Onoe  morę,  with  shame  and  sorrow,  'mongst  the 

dead 
In  endless  ntght  to  hide  his  reT*rend  head ; 
If  soch  thy  life,  though  kings  had  roade  theemore 
Than  ever  king  a  scoundrel  madę  beibre; 
Nay,  to  allow'  thy  pride  a  deeper  spring, 
Though  God  in  rengeance  had  madę  thee  a  king, 
Takin^  on  Virtue's  wing  her  daring  flight, 
Tbe  Muse  shouid  drag  thee  trembling  to  the  light, 
Probe  thy  &>ul  wounds,  and  lay  thy  bosom  bare 
To  the  keen  questton  of  the  searching  air. 

Gods  \  with  what  pride  I  see  the  titłed  slave, 
Who  smarts  beneath  the  stroke  which  Satire  gare, 
Aiming  at  ease,  and,  with  dishonest  art, 
fltriring  to  hide  the  feelings  of  his  hearC ! 
How  do  1  laugb,  when  with  affected  air, 
(Searcc  abłe  through  despite  to  keep  his  chair, 
Whilst  on  bis  trembling  lip  pale  aoger  speaks, 
And  the  chaPd  btood  flies  mouoting  to  his  cheeks) 
He  taiks  of  oonscience,  which  good  men  secures 
From  mU  those  evil  moments  guilŁ  endures. 
And  «eems  to  laugh  at  those,  who  pay  regard 
To  the  wild  rarings  of  a  frantic  baid. 
**  Satire,  whilst  cnvy  and  ill-humour  sway 
The  mind  of  man,  must  always  make  her  way ; 
Nor  to  a  bosom,  with  discrction  fraugbt, 
Is  all  her  malice  worth  a  single  tbought. 
Tbe  wise  bare  not  the  wili,  nor  fools  the  pow'r 
To  stop  her  headstrong  course ;  within  the  hour, 
Łeft  to  herself,  she  dies ;  oppijsing  stńfe 
OiTas  beriresh  Wgoor,  and  proiongs  her  life. 


Ali  thmgs  her  prey,  and  evVy  tnśn  her  a}fll« 

I  can  no  patent  for  exemption  claim, 

Nor  would  I  wish  to  stop  that  harmiess  dart 

Which  plays  around,  but  cannot  wound  my  bearts 

Though  |x>inted  at  myself,  be  Satire  frec ; 

To  her  'tis  pleasure,  and  no  pain  to  me.'' 

Dissembling  wretch  !  hence  to  the  stoic  school. 
And  there  amongst  thy  brethren  play  the  fool ; 
There,  unrebukM,  these  wild,  vain  doctrines  preacb-j 
lives  there  a  man,  whom  9atire  cannot  reach  ł 
L've8  there  a  man,  who  calmly  can  stand  by, 
And  sce  his  oonscience  rippM  with  steady  eye  } 
When  Satire  flies  abroad  on  PaIsehood'S  wing, 
Short  is  ber  life,  and  impotent  ber  sting; 
But,  when  to  Truth  allied,  the  wound  ghe  giTea 
Sinks  deep,  and  to  remotest  ages  lives. 
When  in  the  tomb  tby  pamper^d  flesh  shall  lo^ 
And  e'en  by  friends  thy  mem*ry  be  forgot, 
Stiil  shalt  tbou  live,  recorded  for  thy  crimes, 
Live  in  her  page,  and  stink  to  after-times. 

Hast  thou  no  feeling  yet  ?  Come  throw  off  pride^ 
And  own  those  passions  which  thou  shalt  not  bide» 

S ,  who  firom  the  moment  of  his  birth, 

Madę  human  naturę  a  r<^proach  on  Earth ; 
Who  oever  dard,  nor  wishM  behind  to  stay» 
When  Folly,  Vice,  and  Meann^  led  the  way, 
Would  blush,  shouid  he  be  tołd,  by  Truth  and  Wit, 
Those  aetions  wbich  he  blush*d  not  to  commit; 
Men  the  most  infamoos  are  fbnd  of  famę. 
And  those  who  fear  not  guilt,  yet  start  at  shame. 

But  whither  runs  my  zeal,  whose  rapid  fbrce, 
Tuming  the  brain,  bears  Reason  from  her  course  j 
Carries  me  back  to  times,  when  poets,  bless^d 
With  courage,  gracM  the  science  they  professM; 
When  thJy,  in  honour  rooted,  firmly  stood 
The  bad  to  punish,  and  rewaid  the  good  ; 
When,  to  a  flame  by  public  virtue  wrought, 
I  Tlie  foes  of  freedom  they  to  justice  brough^ 
And  dar*d  expose  those  slayes  who  dar'd  suppot;^ 
A  tyrant  plan,  and  callM  themselves  a  court? 
Ab  1  what  are  poets  now  ?  As  slavish  those 
Who  deal  in  yerse,  as  those  who  deal  in  prose. 
Is  there  an  author,  search  the  kmgdom  round^ 
In  whom  tnie  worth  and  real  spiritus  fonnd  ? 
The  slaves  of  booksellers,  or  (doom'd  by  Fate 
To  baser  chains)  vile  pensioners  of  state ; 
Some,  dead  to  shame,  and  of  those  shackles  proud 
Which  Honour  scoms,  lor  slav'ry  roar  aloud; 
Others  half-paltied  only,  mutes  become^ 
And  what  makes  SmoUet  write,  makes  Johnson  dumK 

Why  tums  yon  villain  pale  ?  Why  bends  his  e)  e 
Inward,  abash'd,  when  Mnrphy  passes  by? 
Oost  thou  sagę  Murphy  for  a  blockhead  take, 
Who  wages  war  with  Vice  for  Virtue*s  sake  ? 
No,  no^like  other  teorldUngs,  you  will  find 
He  shifts  his  sails,  and  catches  ev'ry  wind. 
His  soul  the  shock  of  int*rest  can't  endure : 
Give  him  a  pension  then,  and  sin  secure. 

With  laureird  wreaths  the  flatt'rer's  brows  adoni. 
Bid  Virtue  cronch,  bid  Vłce  ezalt  her  hom. 
Bid  cowards  thri^e,  put  Honesty  to  flight, 
Murphy  shall  prove,  or  try  to  prove'  it  righU 
Try,  thou  state-joggler,  eT'ry  paltry  art, 
Ransack  the  inmost  dosct  of  my  heart, 
Swear  thou'rt  my  friend ;  by  that  basc  oeth  make  way 
Into  my  breast,  and  flatter  to  betray : 
Or,  if  those  tricks  are  rain,  if  wbolenome  donbt 
Detects  the  frand,  and  points  the  villain  out» 
Bribe  those  who  daiły  at  my  board  are  fed. 
And  makfl  ^em  take  my  life  vho  eat  my  bread ;  ^ 


as* 
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On  authors  for  defeace,  Ibr  praise  depend ; 
I^ay  him  but  we11»  and  Murphy  is  thy  friend. 
He,  he  shall  ready  stand  with  vena]  rhymes, 
To  Yamish  guilt,  and  consecrate  thy  crimes; 
To  make  Comiption  iu  faUe  colours  shine. 
And  danin  his  own  good  name,  to  rescue  thine. 
But  if  thy  niggard  hands  their  gifts  withhold, 
And  Vice  no  longer  rains  down  show^rs  of  gold, 
Ezpect  no  mercy ;  facts,  welUgrounded,  teach* 
Mnrpby,  if  not  rewardcd,  will  impeach. 
What  though  cach  man  of  nice  and  juster  thought, 
Bhunning  his  steps,  decrees,  by  Honour  taught, 
fie  ne'cr  can  be  a  friend,  who  stoops  so  Iow 
To  be  the  basc  betrayer  of  a  foe; 
What  though,  with  thine  together  ]ink'd,  his  name 
Must  be  with  tbine  transmitted  down  to  shame. 
To  ev'ry  manly  feeling  callous  grown, 
Rather  than  not  btast  thine,  he  Ml  blast  his  own. 
To  ope  the  ibuntain  whence  sedition  springs. 
To  slander  goremment,  and  libel  kings, 
With  Freedom*s  name  to  senre  a  present  hour, 
Though  bom  and  bred  to  arbitrary  pow'r» 
To  talk  of  William  with  insidious  ait, 
Whilst  a  vile  Stuart*s  lurking  in  his  heait. 
And,  whilst  mean  £nvy  rears  hcr  loathsome  head, 
Flatfring  the  liTing,  to  abusc  the  dead, 
Wherc  is  Shebbcarc  ?  O,  let  not  foul  reproach, 
Trarellmg  thithor  in  a  city  coach, 
The  pillYy  dare  to  name;  the  whole  intent 
Of  tbat  paradę  was  famę,  not  punishment, 
And  that  old  staunch  Whig,  Beardmore,  standing  by, 
Can  in  fuli  court  givc  that  report  the  lie. 
With  rude  unnafrel  jargon  to  support, 
Half  ScoŁchy  htiWEngiish,  a  declining  court; 
To  make  most  glaring  contraries  unitę,  ^ 
And  prove,  beyond  dispute,  that  black  is  white ; 
To  make  firm  Honour  tamely  league  with  Shame, 
Make  Vice  and  Virtue  differ  but  in  name ; 
To  prore  that  chains  and  ireedom  are  but  one, 
That  to  be  sav*d  must  mean  to  be  undone, 
Is  tfaere  not  Guthrie  ?  Who,  like  him,  can  cali 
Ali  opposites  to  proof,  and  coDquer  all  ? 
He  calłs  fbrth  IiTing  waters  from  the  rock; 
He  calls  forth  children  from  the  barren  stock; 
He,  far  beyond  the  springs  of  Naturę  led, 
Ma^es  women  bring  forth  after  they  are  dead ; 
He,  on  a  curious,  new,  and  happy  plan, 
In  xvedlock*s  sacred  bands  joins  man  to  maq  p 
And,  to  complete  the  whole,  most  strange,  bot  tnie. 
By  some  rare  magie,  makes  them  fhiitful  too, 
Whilst  from  their  loins,  in  the  due  course  of  years, 
Flows  the  rich  blood  of  Gutbrie's  English  peert, 

Dost  thou  contrive  some  blacker  deed  of  shame, 
Something  which  Naturę  shodders  but  to  name,       I 
Something  which  makes  the  soot  of  man  retreat, 
And  the  life-blood  run  backward  to  ber  seat? 
Bost  thou  oontrive  for  some  base  private  end, 
Some  selfish  yiew,  to  hang  a  trusting  friend. 
To  iure  him  on,  e'en  to  his  parting  breath, 
And  promise  life,  to  work  him  surer  death } 
Grown  old  in  Tillainy,  and  dead  to  grace, 
Helt  in  his  beart,  and  Ty  bum  in  his  foce;, 
Behold,  a  panon  at  thy  elbow  stands, 
Low*ring  damnation,  and  with  open  hands 
Ripe  to  betray  his  Saviour  for  reward ; 
The  atbeist  chaplain  of  an  atheist  lord. 

Bred  to  the  churcb,  and  for  the  gown  decreed, 
£re  it  was  known  that  I  should  leam  to  read ; 
Though  that  was  nothing,  for  my  frieoda,  who  knew 
What  mighty  Dulloe«  of  itielf  oould  do> 


Never  design'd  me  for  %  woikiog  priest, 
But  hop*d,  I  should  have  been  a  dean  at  least; 
Condemn*d  (like  many  more,  and  worthier  mec, 
To  wbom  I  pledge  the  lenrice  of  my  pen), 
Condemn'd  (whilst  proud  and  pamper'd  sonsof  la*i^ 
Cramm*d  to  the  throat,  in  lazy  plenty  yawn) 
In  pomp  of  reó^rend  beggary  to  appear. 
To  pray,  and  starve  on  forty  poonds  a  year; 
My  friends,  who  never  felt  the  galling  load» 
Lament  that  I  forsook  the  packhorse  ruad, 
Whilst  Virtue  to  my  conduct  witness  bears, 
In  throwiog  off  that  gown,  which  Francis  wean. 
What  creature'8  that,  so  very  pert  and  póm; 
So  very  fuli  of  foppery  and  whim ; 
So  gentle,  yet  so  brisk ;  so  wondrous  sweet, 
So  fit  to  prattle  at  a  lady^s  feet, 
Who  looks,  as  he  the  Lord'8  rich  vineyard  tro^ 
And  by  his  garb  appears  a  man  of  God  ? 
Trust  not  to  looks,  nor  cixxltt  outward  show; 
The  villain  lurks  bcneath  the  castock*d  beau  ; 
Thafs  an  infonner ;  what  avails  the  name  ł 
Suffice  it  that  tiie  wretch  from  Sodom  came. 

His  tongue  is  deadly — from  his  presence  nm^ 
Unless  thy  ragę  would  wtsh  to  be  undone. 
No  ties  can  hoid  him,  no  afiection  bind. 
And  fear  alone  restrains  his  coward  mind; 
Free  him  from  that,  no  monster  is  so  fełl, 
Nor  is  so  surę  a  btood*hound  fbond  in  UdL 
His  silken  smiles,  his  hjrpocritic  air. 
His  me4^k  demeanour,  plausible  and  fair, 
Are  oniy  wom  to  pave  Fraud's  easier  way. 
And  make  guU'd  Virtue  fali  a  surer  prey. 
Attend  his  church — his  plan  of  doctrine  view— 
The  preacber  is  a  CHiristian,  duli,  but  true ; 
But  when  the  hallow^d  honr  of  preaohing^s  o*er, 
That  plan  of  doctrine's  never  thought  of  more  i 
Christ  b  laid  by  oeglected  on  the  shelf. 
And  the  vi}e  priest  is  gospel  to  himself. 

By  Cleland  tutor'd,  and  with  Blacow  bred, 
(Blacow,  wbom  by  a  brave  resentment  led, 
Oxford,  if  Oxford  had  not  sunk  in  famę, 
Ere  this,  had  damn'd  to  ereriastintg  shame) 
Their  steps  he  follows,  and  their  crimei  paftakpi^ 
To  Tirtue  lost,  to  vice  akme  he  wakes. 
Most  luscionsly  declaims  'gainst  luscious  tbemei^ 
And,  whilst  he  rails  at  blasphemy,  blasphemes. 

Are  these  the  arts,  which  policy  supiiies  ? 
Are  these  the  steps  by  which  grave  churchmen  lise } 
Forbid  it,  Heav'n ;  or  should  it  tum  out  90, 
Let  me  and  minę  continue  mean  and  Iow. 
Such  be  their  arts,  wbom  interest  coutrols; 
Kłdgell  and  I  haire  free  and  honest  souls. 
We  scom  preferment  which  is  gainM  by  sin. 
And  will,  though  poor  without,  have  peaoe  within. 
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Thb  clock  struck  tweWę,  o*er  half  the  gkbe 
Darkness  had  spread  her  pitchy  robę; 
Morpheus,  bis  feet  with  velvrt  shod, 
Treading  as  if  in  fcar  he  trod, 
Gentle  as  dews  at  even»tide, 
DiitiU'd  his  poppies  far  and  wide. 
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AmbitioDi  who,  when  waklng,  dreams 
Of  migkty,  but  fantastic,  fchemes, 
Who,  whea  asłeep,  oe^er  kiiows  tbat  rest 
WRh  vhicb  the  humbter  foul  is  blett^ 
Was  boildi^g  casŁles  io  tbe  air> 
Goodly  to  look  upon  and  fair, 
Bat,  OD  a  bad  fonndation  laid, 
BoomM  at  retora  of  mora  to  fade. 

BUe  Study,  by  the  taper*8  light, 
Wcaring  away  tbe  watch  of  nigbt, 
SaŁ  resdiDg;  but,  with  o^ercbarg^d  head, 
£emember'd  nothuig  tbat  be  read. 

SUrriog  midst  plenty,  with  a  lace 
Which  mighjt  the  court  of  Famine  grace, 
Ragged,  and  filthy  to  behold, 
Grey  Av*rice  nodded  o^er  his  gold. 

Jealoosy,  bis  ąaick  eye  half  clos^fl, 
With  watchings  worn,  reluctant  dozM» 
And  mean  Distrust  not  quite  forgot, 
Slambei^d  as  if  be  slumber^d  not 

StretchM  at  his  iength  on  the  bare  groimd, 
Hii  baidy  ofispring  sleeping  roand, 
Sooi^d  restlcu  Labourj  by  his  side 
Łiy  Health,  a  coarse,  but  comely  bńde. 

Yirtue,  irithont  the  doctor^s  aid^ 
In  the  soft  arms  of  Sleep  was  laid, 
WbiIsŁ  Yice,  within  the  guilty  breast, 
Could  not  be  physic*d  into  rest 

Thou  bioodĘf  man  /  whose  ruffian  knifę 
Is  drtWD  against  tiiy  neigfabour^s  life, 
Aod  nerer  scruplcs  to  descend 
bto  the  boBom  of  a  friend, 
A  firm,  fost  friend,  by  vice  allied. 
And  to  thy  secrgt  senrice  tied, 
hł  whom  ten  murders  breed  no  awe^ 
If  properly  secur^d  from  law. 
7^  num  o/buł !  whom  passion  firea 
To  fbulest  deeds,  whose  hot  destres 
0'er  honest  ban  with  ease  make  way^ 
Whłltit  'deoŁ  beauty  falls  a  prey, 
Aod  to  hidulge  thy  bratał  flame, 
A  Luerece  mast  be  brougłit  to  shame  f 
Wbo  dost,  a  brare,  boid  sinner,  bear 
Rank  incest  to  the  opcn  air. 
And  rnpes,  fuli  blown  upon  thy  crown, 
Enoagh  to  weigb  a  nation  down* 
Thou  amular  qf  luti  !  vain  man, 
Whose  restiess  thoughts  still  form  the  p!aD 
Of  guiit,  which,  wither^d  to  the  root, 
Thy  iifeless  nerres  can't  execute, 
Whiist  in  thy  marrowlese,  dry  bones, 
Besire  witbout  enjoyment  groans. 
Thou  beijur^d  raretch  I  whom  falsehood  clothet 
Fen  like  a  garment ;  wbo  with  oaths 
I>oft  trtfle,  as  with  brokers,  meant 
To  setYC  thy  ev'ry  vile  intent, 
In  the  day^s  broad  and  scarching  eye 
Making  God  witness  to  a  lie, 
Blaspbemiag  Ileav'n  and  Earth  for  pelf, 
Aiyl  hangiDg/r/>Ad«  to  sare  thyself. 
Tkou  ton  of  Chance  !  whose  glorious  loal 
Ob  the  four  aces  doom'd  to  roli, 
Wm  never  yet  with  Honour  caught. 
Nor  on  poor  Yirtue  lost  one  thought ; 
Wbo  dost  thy  »{/e,  thy  childnn  set, 
Thy  all,  upon  a  single  bet, 
Kiskiog,  the  desperata  stake  to  try, 
fftre  and  hereą/ter  on  a  die  ; 
Vho,  thy  ovn  private  fortunę  ktC^ 
'^^  gamę  en  at  thy  coantry's  cost. 


And,  grown  expert  in  sharping  nilea, 
First  foord  thyself,  now  prey^st  on  foolflk 
Tkou  noUe  gamctter,  whose  high  place 
Gi^es  too  much  credit  to  disgrace; 
Wbo,  with  the  motion  of  a.  die, 
Dost  make  a  mighty  island  fly, 
The  sums,  I  mean,  of  good  Frendt  gol4 
For  which  a  mighty  island  sold  j 
Wbo  dost  hetray  tjUełligfnce, 
Abuse  the  dearett  confidence. 
And,  privatetbrtune  to  create. 
Most  fobiely  play  the  gamę  of  itate  ; 
Who  dost  within  the  Aliey  sport 
Sums,  which  might  beggar  a  wbole  ooni^ 
And  make  us  bankrupts  all,  if  Care, 
Wiih  good  earl  Talbot,  was  not  there. 
Thau  darmg  i^fidel !  whom  pride 
And  sin  have  drawn  from  Rea9on*s  side  j 
Wbo,  fearing  his  aTengefnl  rod, 
Dost  wish  not' to  beliere  a  God; 
Whose  bope  is  founded  on  a  plan, 
Which  should  distract  the  soul  of  man. 
And  make  him  curse  bis  abject  birth  } 
Whose  hope  is,  once  retura*d  to  eartlą, 
There  to  lie  down,  for  worms  a  feas^ 
To  rot  and  perisb,  like  a  beast; 
Who  dost,  of  punishment  afraid. 
And  by  thy  crimes  a  ooward  made^ 
To  ev'ry  gen'n>us  soul  a  curse, 
Than  Heli  and  all  her  torments  wone, 
When  crawling  to  Uiy  latter  end^ 
Cali  on  dedtruction  as  a  friend, 
Choosing  to  crumble  into  dust 
Rather  than  rise,  though  rine  you  mns^ 
Thou  hypocriŁe  !  who  dost  profone. 
And  take  the  patriofs  name  in  vain, 
Then  most  thy  country*s  foe,  when  most 
Of  love  and  loyalty  you  boast  j 
Who  for  the  filthy  love  of  gold, 
Thy  friend,  thy  king,  thy  God  hast  sold, 
And,  mocking  the  just  claim  of  Heli, 
Werę  bidders  found,  thyself  wobldst  sellr 
Ye  milairu  !  of  whatever  name, 
Whateyer  rank,  to  whom  the  claim 
Of  Heli  is  certain,  on  whose  lids 
Tbat  worm,  which  never  dies,  foilŃds 
Sweet  sleep  to  fali,  come  and  bekoid, 
Whiist  envy  makes  yom  blood  run  cold, 
Behold,  by  pitiless  Conscience  led, 
So  Justice  wills,  tbat  holy  bed, 
Where  Peace  her  fuli  dominion  keept, 
And  Innocence  with  Holland  sleeps. 
Bid  Terrour,  posting  on  the  wind, 
Afiray  the  spirita  of  mankind, 
Bid  eartbąuakes,  heaving  for  a  ren^ 
RiTe  their  concealiog  conjtinent, 
And,  forcing  an  untimely  birth 
Through  the  yast  bowels  of  the  Eaitb^ 
Endeatronr  in  her  monstrous  wómb 
At  once  all  Naturę  to  entomb ; 
Bid  all  tbat  's  horrible  and  dire, 
All  that  man  bates  and  fears,  conspir^ 
To  make  night  hideous,  as  they  can  ; 
StUl  is  thy  sleep,  thou  ^irtnous  man, 
Pure  as  the  thoaghts,  which  in  thy  breast 
Inhabit,  and  ensure  thy  rest ; 
SŁill  shall  thy  Ayliff,  tanght,  though  late» 
Thy  friendly  justice  in.  his  ftite, 
TnmM  to  a  guardian  angeU  spread 
Sweet  dreanu  of  cpmfort  nniiid  tby  head. 
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Dark  was  Łhc  night^  by  Fate  decreed 
For  tbe  contrivance  of  a  deecł 
Morc  black  than  coniirioii,  which  might  make 
Tliis  land  frum  ber  fbiindations  shake, 
Might  tear  up  Freedom  .f rom  the  root, 
Dcstroy  a  Wilkcs,  and  Bx  a  Butę. 

Deep  Horronr  held  ber  wide  domain ; 
The  sky  in  suUen  drops  of  rain 
Forewept  the  mcm,  and  through  the  ałr, 
Which,  op'ning,  taid  its  bosoin  bare, 
Loud  thunders  roU'd,  and  lightiiing  8tream*d^ 
The  owi  at  Freedoin*8  window  screamM, 
The  screech-owl,  prophet  dire,  wh(»e  breath  ' 
Brings  sickoess,  and  whose  notę  is  deatli ; 
The  church-yani  teerp'd,  and  from  the  toiub, 
Ali  sad  and  sileni,  through  the  gloom, 
The  ghosts  of  men,  in  former  timos 
Whose  poblic  Tirtues  were  tbeir  crimes, 
Indignant  stalkM  ;  sorrow  and  ragc 
Blank*d  tbeir  pale  cheek ;  in  bis  own  age 
The  prop  of  Freedom,  Hampden  there 
Felt  after  death  the  gen^rous  care; 
Sidney  by  grief  from  Heav'n  was  kept. 
And  for  his  brother  patriot  wcpt : 
AU  friends  of  Liberty,  when  Fate 
PreparM  to  shorten  Wilkes's  datę, 
HeavM,  dceply  burt,  the  heart-fclt  groani 
And  knew  tbat  wound  to  be  tbeir  owo. 

Hait,  Uberty !  a  glorious  word, 
In  other  countries  scarcely  heanl, 
Or  heard  but  as  a  thiug  of  course, 
"Uithout  or  enercy  or  force; 
JJere  felt,  enjoy^d,  ador*d,  she  sprioga, 
Far,  far  beyond  the  reach  of  kings, 
Fresh  blooming  from  our  mother  Earth : 
With  pride  and  joy  she  owos  ber  birth 
DerivM  from  as,  and  in  return 
Bids  in  our  breasts  ber  geniiis  bum  i 
Bids  us  with  all  tliote  blessings  Uve 
Which  Liberty  alone  can  giTe, 
Or  nobly  with  tbat  spirit  die, 
Which  makes  death  morę  tban  victory. 

Hail  those  old  patriota,  on  wbose  tongue 
Persuasion  in  tbe  senate  hung, 
Whilst  they  the  sacred  cause  maintain'd ! 
Hail  those  old  cbiefś,  to  honour  train*d, 
Who  spread,  when  other  metbods  faird, 
War's  bloody  banner,  and  prevail'd ! 
Shall  men  like  these  unmentionM  slet^^ 
Promiscuous  with  the  common  heapi 
And  (gratitude  forbid  the  crime) 
Be  carried  down  the  stream  of  time 
In  shoals,  unnotic'd  and  forgot, 
On  Letbe's  stream,  like  flags,  to  rot  ? 
No— they  shall  live,  and  each  fair  namęi 
Recorded  in  the  book  of  Famę, 
Founded  on  Honour*s  Irasis,  fast 
As  the  Tound  Earth  to  ages  last. 
Some  virtues  ^anish  with  our  breath, 
Yirtue  .like  this  iive8  ailer  death. 
Old  Time  himself,  bis.scytbe  thrown  by, 
,    Himself  lost  in  eternity, 
An  everlasting  crown  shall  twine 
To  make  a  Wilkes  and  Sidney  join. 

But  shonld  sonie  8lave-got  villain  dara 
Chains  for  his  country  to  prepare, 
And,  by  his  birtb  to  8lav'ry  broke, 
Ikjake  ber  to  feel  the  galling  yoke^ 
May  be  be  evefmore  accurs^d, 
Amongst  foad  men  be  rank'd  the  wont  j 


May  he  be  still  himself,  and  sŁtll 
Go  on  in  yice,  and  i)erfect  ill ; 
May  his  bnmd  crimes  each  day  increase^ 
Till  he  can't  live,  nor  die  in  peace;. 
May  he  be  piuug'd  so  deep  in  shame 
Tbat  Satan  mayn^t  endure  his  name. 
And  hear,  scarce  crawling  on  tbe  earth. 
His  chtldren  curse  him  from  tbeir  birth  ; 
May  Liberty,  beyond  the  graTe, 
Ordain  him  to  be  stili  a  slave. 
Grant  him  what  here  he  most  reąnires. 
And  damn  him  with  his  own  desires  ! 
But  shonld  some  villatn,  in  support 
And  zeal  for  a  despairing  court, 
Placing  in  craft  his  coniidence, 
And  making  honour  a  pretence 
To  do  a  dccd  of  decpest  shame, 
Whilst  filthy  lucre  is  his  aim  $ 
Should  such  a  wretch,  with  sword  or  knife^ 
Contriv*d  to  practise  'gainst  the  life 
Of  one,  who,  honourM  through  the  land» 
For  Freedom  madę  a  glorious  stand  ; 
Wbose  chief,  perhapff  his  only  crime» 
Is  (if  plain  Truth  at  such  a  time 
May  dare  ber  sentiments  to  tell) 
Tbat  he  his  country  Iotcs  too  well ; 
May  he — ^but  words  are  all  too  weak 
Tlie  feelings  of  my  heart  to  speak — 
May  he — O  for  a  noble  curse  . 
Which  ipight  his  yery  marców  pienns* 
llie  generał  contempt  engage. 
And  be  tbe  Martin  of  bis  age. 
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Deep  in  the  bosom  of  a  wood, 
Out  of  the  road,  a  tempie  stood ; 
Ancient,  and  much  tbe  worae  for  wcar* 
It  calFd  aloiłd  for  quick  repair. 
And,  tottering  from  side  to  side, 
Menac^d  deśtmction  far  and  wide. 
Nor  able  scem^d,  unless  madę  stronger. 
To  hołd  out  four  or  five  years  longcr. 
Four  hundred  plltars,  from  the  ground 
Ristng  in  order,  most  unsonnd, 
Some  rotten  to  the  heart  aloof, 
SeemM  to  support  the  tottering  roof. 
But  to  inspection  nearer  laid» 
Instead  of  gi^ing  wanted  ald. 

The  structure,  rare  and  curious,  madę 
By  men  most  famous  in  tbeir  trade, 
A  work  of  years,  admir'd  by  all, 
Was  8\tffer'd  into  dust  to  fali  ; 
Or,  jnst  to  make  it  hang  together. 
And  keep  off  the  effects  of  wcalher. 
Was  paich'd  and  patch*d  from  time  to  time. 
By  wretches,  whom  it  were  a  crime, 
A  crime,  which  Art  would  treason  hołd. 
To  mention  with  those  names  of  old. 

Builders,  who  had  the  pile  siurcy'*!. 
And  those  not  Flitcrofłs « in  tbeir  trade, 
Doubted  (the  wise  hand  in  a  doubt 
Merely  somctimes  to  hand  ber  out) 
Whether  (like  churches  in  a  brief, 
Taught  wisely  to  obtain  relief 

«  Henry  Flitcroft  was  the  architect  of  St.  Gilcs*s 
in  the  Fiełds,  J^A.  01ave,  Suttthwark,  &c. 
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Throag>h  Cbancery,  wbo  giveB  her  fees 
To  this  and  otber  charitres) 
It  must  not,  in  all  parts  ansound, 
Be  ripp*d,  and  pulPd  down  to  the  ground  i 
Whethcr  (Łhotigh  after-ages  nc'er 
Sball  raise  a  building  to  compare) 
Art,  if  they  shoold  their  art  employ, 
Meant  to  presenre,  raight  not  destroy : 
A»  haman  bodles,  wora  away, 
Battei^d  and  hastiog  to  deca}*, 
Biddhig  Łh«  pow'r  of  Art  despair, 
Canoot  those  ^ery  medicines  bear, 
Which,  and  whicb  only,  cati  restore, 
Aod  make  them  healthy  as  beibre. 

To  Uberty,  whose  gracious  snule 
Sbed  peace  and  płenty  o'er  the  ńle, 
Our  greteful  ancestore,  ber  plain 
But  fiuthftil  children,  rais^d  this  iane. 

Foli  in  the  front,  stretchM  out  in  length, 
Wbere  Naturę  put  forth  all  her  strength 
Id  q>ring  eteroa),  lay  a  plain, 
Where  o«r  brave  fathers  U8*d  to  train 
Their  sous  to  anns«  to  teach  the  art 
Of  war,  and  steel  the  infant  heart» 
Labonr,  thair  hardy  nurse,  when  young, 
Thdr  joints  had  knit,  their  nenres  had  strung; 
Abstinence,  §oe  declarM  to  Death, 
Had,  from  the  time  ther  first  drew  breath, 
Tbe  hest  of  doctors,  with  plain  food, 
Kept  porę  the  channel  of  their  blood ; 
Health  iu  their  cheeks  bade  colour  rise. 
And  GkMy  sparkied  in  her  eyes. 

The  instruments  xyf  busbandry, 
As  m  contempt,  were  all  thrown  by. 
And,  flattering  a  manly  pride, 
War's  keener  toob  their  place  tupplied. 
Their  arrows  to  the  head  they  drew; 
9vift  to  the  point  their  javelin8  flew; 
Tbey  graspM  the  sword,  they  shook  the  spear; 
Tbeir  fathers  felt  a  pleasing  fear; 
And  even  Conrage,  standing  by, 
Scarcely  beheld  with  steady  eye. 
Each  striplhig,  Ies80n'd  by  his  sire, 
Knew  when  to  cłose,  when  to  retire, 
When  near  at  hand,  when  firom  afer 
To  fighft,  and  was  himself  a  war. 

Their  wi^es,  tbeir  mothers  all  around^ 
Careless  of  order,  on  the  groond, 
Bieath'd  forth  to  Hear^  the  pions  tow. 
And  for  a  son*s  or  husband*8  brow, 
With  eager  fingers  laurel  wove ; 
laarel,  which  in  the  sacred  groTe, 
Planted  by  Liberty,  they  find, 
Tbe  brows  of  oonqueron  to  bind. 
To  give  them  pride  and  spirits,  fit 
To  make  a  world  in  arms  submit. 

Wbat  raptuies  did  the  bosom  fire 
Of  the  young,  rogged,  peasant  sire, 
When  ftom  tbe  toH  uf  minńc  figbt, 
Retnniing  with  return  of  night, 
He  saw  hts  babę  resign  the  breast, 
And,  smiling,  stroke  those  arms  in  jest, 
With  which  hereafter  be  shall  make 
The  pnHidest  heart  in  Gallia  qaake ! 

Gods !  with  what  joy,  what  honcst  pride, 
Bid  each  fond,  wishiiig,  mstic  bride 
Behoid  ber  roanjy  swain  return  ! 
How  did  her  lo\e-sick  bosom  bum,  • 
Tbougb  on  parades  be  was  not  bred, 
Nor  wore  the  litery  of  red, 
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\^nien,  pleasure  height'ning  all  her  channs, 
She  strain'd  her  warrior  in  ber  arms. 
And  begg^d,  whilst  love  and  glory  fire, 
A  son,  a  son  just  like  his  sire  ! 

Such  were  the  men  in  former  timesi 
Ere  luxury  had  madę  our  crimes 
Our  bitter  punishment,  who  borę 
Their  terrours  to  a  foreign  shore ; 
Suph  were  the  men,  who,  firee  from  dread. 
By  Edwards  and  by  Henries  led, 
Spread,  like  a  torrent  swclPd  with  rains, 
GKer  haughty  Gailia'8  trembling  p1ains| 
Such  were  the  men,  when  Ins^  of  powV, 
To  work  him  woe,  in  evil  hour 
Del)auchM  the  tyrant  from  tlioflc  waya 
On  which  a  kinc  should  found  his  praise; 
When  Stern  Oppression,  hand  in  hand 
With  Pride,  stalkM  proudły  through  the  land  ; 
When  weeping  Ju.stice  was  misled 
From  her  folr  course,  and  Mercy  dead ; 
Such  were  the  nten,  in  viTtue  stroog, 
Who  daHd  not  see  tbeir  country's  wrong ; 
^Vho  lefl  the  mattock,  and  the  spade; 
And.  tn  the  robes  of  War  arrayM, 
In  their  rough  arms,  departing,  took 
Their  helpicss  babes,  and  with  a  iook 
Stern  and  determin^d,  swore  to  see 
Those  babes  no  morę,  or  see  them  free ; 
Such  were  tbe  men  whom  tyrant  Pride 
Could  never  fasten  to  his  side 
By  threats  or  bribes;  who,  freemen  bom, 
Chains,  though  of'  gold,  beheld  with  soora ; 
Who,  free  finom  ev*ry  servile  awe, 
Gould  nerer  be  diTorc'd  from  Law, 
From  tbat  bioad  gen*rat  law,  which  Senfe 
Madę  for  the  generał  defence ; 
Gould  never  yiełd  to  partial  ties 
Which  from  dependent  stations  risej 
Gould  never  be  to  srav'ry  led, 
For  Property  was  at  their  head ; 
Such  were  the  men  in  days  of  yore, 
Who,  caird  by  Liberty,  before 
Her  tempie  on  the  sacred  green, 
In  martial  pastimes  oft  were  seen — 
Now  seen  no  longer — in  their  stead. 

To  laziness  and  vcrmin  bred, 

A  race  who,  strangcrs  to  tbe  cause       * 

Of  Freedom,  liye  by  other  laws, 

On  other  motiyes  fight,  a  prey 

To  interest,  and  slates  for  pay. 

Valour,  how  glorious  on  a  plan 

Of  Honoiir  founded,  leads  their  van ; 

Discretion,  free  from  taint  of  foar, 

Gool,  but  resoIv*d,  brings  up  their  rear, 

Discretion,  Valour's  better  half ; 

Dependence  holds  the  gen^raPs  stalT. 
In  plain  and  homespun  garb  array'd. 

Not  for  vatn  show,  but  8€rvice  madę, 

In  a  green  flourishing  old  age, 

Not  damn'd  yet  with  an  equipage, 

In  rules  ofporłerage  untaught, 

Simplicity,  not  worth  a  groat. 

For  years  had  kept  the  Teraple-door; 

Fuli  on  his  breast  a  glass  be  wore, 

Through  which  his  bosom  open  lay 

To  ev*ry*one  thatpassM  tbat  way. 

Now  tnmM  adrift— ^ith  humbler  face 

But  pTOuder  heart,  his  vacant  place 

Gorruption  fills,  and  bears  the  key ; 

No  entrance  now  without  a  fee. 
Z 
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With  belly  round,  and  fuU  fat  facp, 
Which  on  the  house  reflected  grace, 
Fali  of  good  fiire,  and  honest  glec, 
The  stetoard  Hospitality, 
Old  Welcomo  smiling  by  his  side, 
A  good  old  S6rvant,  often  tńed, 
And  fait^ful  fbund,  who  kqpt  in  vlew 
His  lady'8  famę  and  int^rest  Uxh 
Who  madę  each  heart  with  joy  rebound, 
Yet  never  ruu  her  state  aground. 
Was  tura'd  off,  or  (which  word  I  find 
Is  morę  in  niodern  use)  resigń*d* 

HaIf-8Urv*d,  ha1f-Btarving  otbers,  bred 
In  beggary,  with  carrioo  fed, 
Detested,  and  detesting  all, 
Madę  ttp  of  avarice  and  g^ll, 
Boasting  great  thrift,  yet  wasting  morę 
Tbao  erer  ateward  did  before, 
Sacceeded  one,  who,  to  engage 
The  praise  of  ao  eshausted  age, 
Asram'd  a  name  of  high  degree, 
And  caird  himsełf  Ecocomy. 

Within  tlie  Tempie,  fuli  in  sight, 
Where,  without  ceaśng,  day  and  night, 
The  workmen  toiPd,  where  Labour  bar'd 
His  brawny  arm,  where  Art  prepar^d, 
In  regular  and  eren  rows, 
Her  types,  a  prmtmg-preśs  arose; 
£acb  worknian  knew  his  task,  and  each 
Was  honest  and  espert  as  Leach. 

Hence  Leaming  struck  a  deeper  root. 
And  Scienco  brought  forth  riper  fhiit; 
Hęnce  Loyslty  receiv'd  support, 
£ven  when  battish'd  from  the  coart ; 
Hence  Goyemment  gain*d  strength,  and  kenee 
Religion  sought,  and  foond  defeuce ; 
Hence  Eng]and's  fairest  iame  arose^ 
And  liberty  8ubdu*d  her  foes. 

On  a  Iow,  simple,  turf-made  tbrone 
lUis'd  by  AlUgtance,  scarcdy  knowu 
From  her  attendants,  glad  to  be 
Pattem  of  that  equality 
She  wish'd  to  ali,  so  far  as  coa*d 
Safely  consist  with  social  good, 
The  goddess  sat ;  around  her  head 
A  cheerful  radiance  Glory  spread  ; 
Conrage,  a  youth  of  roysi  race, 
LoveUly  stcm,  po8ses8*d  a  place 
On  her  left  band,  and  on  ber  right 
Sat  Honour,  cloth*d  with  robes  of  iight ; 
Before  her  Magna  Charta  lay, 
Which  some  great  lawyer,  of  his  day 
The  Pratt,  was  offic'd  to  eiLplam^  * 

And  make  the  basis  of  her  reign ; 
Peac^  ciown^d  with  oiive,  to  her  breast 
Two  smiling  twin-bom  infiuits  prest ; 
At  her  feet  couching.  War  was  laid. 
And  with  a  brindled  lion  play*d; 
Justice  and  Mercy,  hand  in  hand. 
Joint  gnardians  of  the  happy  land, 
Togetber  hełd  their  mighty  eharge. 
And  Trutli  walkM  all  about  at  large ; 
Health  for  the  royal  tnx>p.the  feast 
Ptepar*d,  and  Yirtoe  was  high-priest. 

Sach  was  the  iiame  our  goddeu  borę, 
Her  Tempie  such  in  days  of  yore. 
Wliat  chaugcs  ruthless  Time  prwents ! 
Behold  her  niin*d  battiements, 
Her  walls  lccay*d,  her  nodding  spires, 
Her  altar   broke,  her  dying  fii«s» 


Her  name  despisM,  her  priests  destroy'^* 
Her  iriends  disgrac^d,  her  fbes  employ'd» 
fferself  (by  ministerial  arts 
Depriv*d  e'en  of  the  people'8  bear% 
Whilst  they,  to  work  her  surer  woe, 
Feign  her  to  monarchy  a  foe) 
EjciPd  by  grief,  self.doom'd  to  dwell 
With  some  poor  hermit  in  a  celi, 
Or,  that  retirement  tedious  grown* 
If  she  walks  forth,  she  walks  unkmimn, 
Hooted  and  pointed  at  with  scom, 
As  one  in  some  strange  country  bora. 

Behold  a  rude  and  niffian  race, 
A  band  of  spoilers,  seize  ber  place  ; 
With  looks,  which  might  the  heart  distaety 
And  make  life  sound  a  auick  retreat» 
To  rapine  from  the  cradle  bred, 
A  siaunchf  old  blooA^iound  at  their  head, 
Who^  iree  from  yirtue  and  from  awe^ 
Knew  nonę  but  the  bad  part  of  law, 
They  rovM  at  large;  each  on  his  breaft 
Mark*d  with  a  grey^haimd,  stood  confeit. 
Controlment  waited  on  their  nod, 
Higb-wielding  Persecutioo^s  rod ; 
Confiision  foUowM  at  their  heels. 
And  a  cast  ttatetman  held  the  seals, 
Those  seals,  for  which  he  dear  shall  pay, 
When  awftd  Justice  takes  her  day. 

Tlie  printers  saw — they  saw  and  fled— 
Science  decKning,  hung  her  bead» 
Property  in  despair  appear^d. 
And  for  henelf  destruction  foai^d ; 
Whilst  under  foot  the  rude  slavei  trod 
The  works  of  men,  and  word  of  God ; 
Whilst,  close  behind,  on  many  a  bookt 
In  which  hc  never  deigns  to  look, 
Which  he  did  not,  nay — could  not  read, 
A  bcldt  bad  man  (by  powV  decreed 
For  that  bad  end,  who  in  the  dark 
Scora^d  to  do  mischief)  set  his  mark 
In  the  fuli  day,  the  ma^k  of  Heli, 
And  on  the  gospel  stamp'd  an  X. 

Liberty  fled,  her  friends  withdrew, 
Her  friends,  a  faithful,  chosen  ftfw  $ 
Honour  in  grief  threw  up,.aiMi  Shame» 
Clothing  herself  with  Hooour^s  namc^ 
Usurp'd  his  station ;  on  the  Łfannie 
Which  Liberty  once  call'd  her  owti, 
(Gods,  that  such  mighty  ills  shooid  ^ring 
Under  so  great,  sp  c^od  a  king, 
So  lov*d,  80  loTing,  tbrough  the  arti        ' 
Of  statesmen  cur8'd  with  wicked  hearts !) 
For  ev*ry  darker  purpoae  fit, 
Behold  in  triamph  SUte-Craft  sit. 


BOOK  in. 

Ah  me !  what  mighty  perils  wait 
The  man  who  meddles  with  a  state^ 
Whether  to  strengthen  or  oppose! 
False  are  his  friends,  and  linn  his  foes. 
How  must  his  soul,  once  ^entur^d  in, 
Plunge  blindly  on  ttom  sin  to  sin ! 
What  toils  he  sufiers,  what  dugrace^ 
To  get,  and  then  to  keep  a  place ! 
How  often,  whether  wrong  or  right, 
Must  he  in  jesŁ  or  earnest  fight, 
Risking  for  those  both  life  and  limb, 
Who  woold  not  risk  one  groat  for  kim! 
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tJiłder  the  Tempie  lay  %  ob.w, 
Madę  by  aoine  ^uilty,  ooward  s]ave, 
Wboae  actioos  {ear*d  rebake,  a  maże 
Of  intricate  and  wiiidJDg  wajrs, 
Not  to  be  ibund  withooi  a  clue ; 
One  passage  ooiy,  known  to  few, 
la  paths  diroot  led  to  a  celi, 
Where  Fraud.in  secret  lov'd  to  dwell, 
With  all  her  tools  and  slavc8  about  her. 
Nor  fearM  leat  Honesty  should  rout  her. 

In  a  dark  corner,  ihuniung  sigrht 
Of  Dian,  and  thrinldng  from  the  light. 
One  duli,  dim  taper  Łbrougb  the  celi 
6limm'ring,  to  make  morę  horrible 
Tlie  ^e  oTdarkneM,  she  prepares, 
Workmg  unseen,  all  kinds  of  snares, 
With  curiona^  but  destmctiTe  art : 
Herę,  through  the  eye  to  «atch  the  heart, 
Gay  słars  their  tioael  beama  afR)rd» 
Neat  artifice  to  trap  a  lord ; 
Therej  fit  for  all  whom  Foily  bred, 
Wave  plumes  cffeoihers  for  the  head ; 
Garters  the  hag  coatrives  to  make, 
Which,  as  iŁ  scems,  a  babę  might  break. 
But  whjch  ambitioas  roadinen  feel 
Morę  firm  and  sore  than  chaios  of  steel ; 
Which,  sHppM  jnst  undemeath  thekoee, 
Fodud  a  freeman  to  be  free ; 
Pkrses  she  knew  (did  ever  curte 
Trayel  more  aurę  than  in  a  purse  ? ) 
Whichy  by  aome  strange  and  magie  banda 
Enslare  the  aonl,  and  tie  the  hands. 

Herę  Flatfiy,  eldest-bom  of  Guile, 
Weave9  with  rare  skill  tlie  ailken  smile, 
The  oourtiy  cringe,  the  aupple  bo«r, 
The  privBte  agueeze,  the  ]evee  vdw, 
With  which,  no  strange  or  receat  caae, 
Fools  ta  deceive  ibols  out  of  place. 

"CoTTuption  (who,  in  former  times, 
Tbroogfa  fear  or  shame  ooncealM  her  crimes, 
And  what  she  did,  coatriv'd  to  do  it 
So  that  theypablic  might  not  view  it) 
Presampti»ufl  grown,  nnflt  was  held 
For  their  dark  conncils,  and  expcH'd, 
Since  in  the  day  ber  business  might 
Be  done  as  safe  as  in  the  night. 

Her  eye  down^bending  to  the  ground, 
Planning  some  dark  and  deadly  wouiid. 
Holding  a  dagger,  on  which  stopd, 
Ali  fresh  and  reekirg,  drops  of  blood, 
Bearing  a  lantem,  which  of  yore, 
By  treason  borrow'd,  Ony  Fawkes  borę. 
By  which,  sińce  they  improv'd  in  tnide, 
Exaxemen  have  their  lantems  madę, 
Asnssination,  her  whole  mind 
Blood-thinting,  on  her  arm  »clin'd. 
Death,  grinning,  at  her  elbow  stood,  ' 
And  held  fbrth  instroments  of  blood, 
Vile  Instruments,  which  eowards  choose, 
But  men  of  honour  dare  not  use ; 
Anmnd  his  lordship  and  his  grace, 
Both  qualified  for  sucb  a  place, 
With  many  a  Forbes  \  and  many  a  Dim  3, 
Bach  a  TesoIv'd,  and  pions  son, 
Wait  her  high  bidding;  each  prspar^d, 
As  she  aiound  her  orders  sharM, 

'  A  Scotoh  offiear  who  ehallcoged  Mr.  WiJkes. 
*  A  poor  lunatic,  who  was  charged  with  an  in- 
tentkm  to  assasdinate  Mr.  Wilke^. 


Proof  'gainst  remorse,  to  nm,  to  fly, 
And  bid  the  destin^d  vlctim  die, 
Posting  on  Villany's  black  wing, 
Whether  he  patriot  is,  or  king. 

Oppression,  willing  to  appear 
An  object  of  our  love,  not  fear, 
Or  at  the  most  a  rev*rend  awe 
To  breed,  usurpM  the  garb  of  Iaw. 
A  book  she  held,  on  which  her  eyes 
Werę  deeply  fix'd,  whence  soem-d  to  rise 
Joy  in  her  breast ;  a  book,  of  might 
Most  wonderful,  which  black  to  white 
Gould  tum,  and  without  help  of  laws, 
Gould  makie  the  worse  the  łictter  cause. 
She  read,  by  flatfring  hopes  deccivM, 
She  wish'd,  and  what  she  wish'd,  belłev*(], 
To  make  that  book  for  ever  stand 
The  rule  of  wrong  through  all  the  land ; 
On  the  back,  fair  and  worthy  notę, 
At  large  was  Magna  Gharta  wrote, 
But  tum  yoar  eye  within,  and  read, 
A  bitter  lesson,  Norton*B  creed. 
Ready,  e*en  with  a  look,  to  run, 
Fast  as  the  couraers  of  the  Sun, 
To  worry  Yirtue,  at  her  hand 
Two  hałf-staTv*d  greyhounds  took  their  stand. 
A  corious  model,  cut  in  wood, 
Of  a  most  ancient  castle  stood 
Fuli  in  her  view ;  the  gates  were  barr*d, 
And  soldiers  on  tiie  watch  kept  guard; 
In  the  front,  openly,  in  black 
Was  wrote,  "  the  TowV;"  but  on  the  back, 
Mark'd  with  a  secretary^s  seal, 
In  bloody  letters,  "  the  Bastile." 

Around  a  table,  f  ułly  bent 
On  mischicf  of  most  black  intent 
Deeply  determin'd,  that  their  reign 
Might  longer  last,  to  work  tlie  bane 
Of  one  firm  patriot,  whose  heart,  tied 
To  Honour,  all  their  pow'r  defied, 
And  brought  those  actions  into  light 
They  wish^d  to  have  conceal'd  in  night, 
Begot,  bora,  bred  to  infamy, 
A  pniry-council  sat  of  three ; 
Oreat  were  their  names,  of  high  repute 
And  favour  through  the  land  of  Butę. 

The  first  (entitled  to  tbe  place 
Of  Honour  both  by  guwn  and  grace, 
Who  nerer  let  occasion  slip 
To  take  right-hand  of  fellu«'ship, 
And  was  so  proud,  that  should  he  meet 
The  twelye  apostlea  in  the  street, 
He*d  tum  his  nose  up  at  them  all. 
And  shove  his  Saviour  from  the  wali ; 
Who  was  so  mean  (Meanness  and  Pride 
Still  go  together  side  by  side) 
That  he  would  cringe,  and  creep,  be  civi]. 
And  hołd  a  stirrup  fur  the  I>evil, 
1f  in  a  journey  to  his  mind, 
He'd  let  him  mount  and  ride  bebind ; 
Who  basely  fawn*d  through  all  his  life. 
For  patrons  first^  then  for  a  wife  ; 
Wrote  detlicałłOTu  which  mnst  make 
The  heart  of  ev*ry  Christian  ąuake ; 
Madę  one  man  eąaa\  to,  or  more 
Than  God,  then  left  him,  as  before 
His  God  he  left,  and  drawn  by  pńde, 
Shifted  about  to  t*  óther  side) 
Was  by  his  sire  a  parwn  madc, 
Mcrely  to  gire  tbe  boy  a  tradej 
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But  he  himself  was  thereto  drawn 

By  flome  faint  omens  of  the  lawn. 

And  on  the  trały  Christian  plan 

To  make  himself  a  gentleman, 

A  titJc,  in  which  form  array'd  him, 

Tbough  Fatene'er  thought  on't  when  she  madę  him. 

The  oaths  he  took,  'tis  very  tnie, 
But  tock  them,  aa  all  wise  men-  do, 
With  an  intent,  if  things  sbould  tum, 
Ratber  to  temporize,  than  bum. 
Gospel  aod  loyalty  were  madę 
To  serve  the  purposes  of  trade; 
KeligioAs  are  but  paper  ties, 
Which  bmd  the  fool,  but  which  the  wise, 
Snch  idle  notions  far  abore, 
Draw  on  and  off,  just  like  a  glote ; 
All  gods,  all  kings  (let  his  great  aim 
Be  answer^d)  were  to  him  the  same. 

A  cnrate  first,  be  read  and  read, 
And  laid  in,  whilst  he  sbould  have  fed 
The  souls  of  his  neglected  flock, 
OJF  reading  such  a  mighty  stock, 
That  he  o^erchargM  the  weary  brain 
With  iiv>re  than  she  could  weil  contain, 
Morę  than  she  was  with  spirits  fraught 
To  tura,  and  methodize  to  thought. 
And  which,  like  ill-digested  food, 
To  humoun  tura*d,  and  not  to  blood. 
Brought  up  ta  London,  from  the  plough 
And  pulpit,  hom  to  make  a  bow 
He  try»d  to  leam,  he  grew  polite, 
And  was  the  poetki  parasite. 
Wi^h  wits  conversing  (and  wits  then 
Were  to  be  found  'mongst  noblemen) 
He  canght,  or  would  bave  caught  the  flame, 
And  would  be  nothing,  or  the  same ; 
He  drank  with  drunkards,  livM  with  sinners, 
Herded  with  infidels  for  dinners ; 
With  such  an  empbasis  and  grace 
BlasphemM,  that  Potter  kept  not  pace ; 
He,  in  the  highest  reign  of  noon, 
Bawrd  bawdry  songs  to  a  psalm  tune  ; 
Liv'd  with  men  infamous  and  vile, 
Track'd  his  salvation  for  a  smile, 
To  catch  their  humour  caught  their  plan. 
And  laugh'd  at  God  to  laugh  with  man; 
PraisM  thcm,  when  living,  in  each  breath, 
And  damn*d  their  mem'ries  after  death. 

To  prave  bis  faith,  which  all  admit 
Is  at  least  eąuaT  to  his  wit. 
And  make  himself  a  man  of  notę, 
He  in  defence  of  Scripture  wrote ; 
So  long  he  wrote,  and  kmg  about  ik, 
That  e'en  believera  'gan  to  doubt  it : 
He  wrote  too  of  the  inward  light, 
Thoiigh  no  one  knew  how  he  came  hy% 
And  of  that  influencing  grtu», 
Which  in  his  life  ne*er  found  a  place : 
He  wrote  too  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
Of  whom  .no  morę  than  doth  a  post 
He  knew ;  nor,  sbould  an  angel  show  him> 
Would  be  or  know,  or  cboose  to  know  him. 

Mext  (for  be  knew  'twixt  cvVy  science 
There  was  a  natural  alliance) 
He  wrote,  ^  adrance^  his  Maker'ft  praiae, 
Ounments  on  rhymes,  and  notes  on  plays. 
And  with  aa  ali-sii6ftcieBt  air 
Plac*d  himself  in  the  critic^s  chair, 
Usurp^d  o'er  Reason  fcdl  domhron, 
And  gOT«m'd  merely  by  Opinbo. 


At  length  dethron'd,  and  kapt  iii  twir 
By  one  plain  simple  man  of  law  4, 
He  armM  dead  fnends^  to  ▼engeanoa  ttf«cv 
T*  abuse  the  man  they  never  knew. 

£xamine  strictly  all  mankind. 
Most  chai-acters  are  mix*d,  we  find ; 
And  Vice  and  Yirtue  take  thetr  tum 
In  the  same  breast  to  beat  and  buro. 
Our  priest  was  an  esception  berę, 
Ńor  did  one  spark  of  grace  appear. 
Not  one  duli,  dim  spark  in  bis  lottl  i 
Vice,  glorious  Yioe  posse8s'd  the  whiole. 
And,  in  ber  senrice  truły  wam, 
He  was  ita  sin  mott  uniform. 

Ii^iurious  Satire,  own  at  least 
One  snirelling  yirtue  in  the  priest. 
One  snivelling  virtue  wfaicb  is  plac^d, 
They  say,  in  or  about  the  waiit, 
Caird  Chastity;  tbe  pradish  damę 
Knows  it  at  large  by  Virtue*s  name. 
To  this  his  wife  (and  in  these  days 
WiYcs  seldom  without  reason  pratse) 
Bears  evidence — tben  calls  ber  chila. 
And  swears  that  Tom  was  vastly  wiM. 

Ripen'd  by  a  long  course  of  years, 
He  great  and  perfect  now  appean. 
In  shape  scarce  of  the  human  kind; 
A  man,  without  a  manly  miad ; 
No  husband,  tbough  be*s  tmly  wed  ; 
Tbough  on  his  knees  a  cbild  is  bred. 
No  father ;  injur*d,  without  end 
A  foe ;  and  tbough  obHg*d,  no  ineiid ; 
A  heart,  which  virtue  ne'er  disgracM  ; 
A  head,  where  learning  rans  to  waate ; 
A  gentleman  weiUbred,  tf  breeding 
Rests  in  tlie  article  of  reading; 
A  man  of  tbis  woiłd,  for  tbe  oa4 
Was  ne'er  included  in  his  text ;. 
A  juilge  of  genius,  though  confost 
With  not  one  8park<^  <if  genius  Uestf 
AmongstNthe  first  of  crittcs  plac^d, 
Though  free  from  ev*ry  taint  of  taste ; 
A  Christian  without  foith  or  works, 
As  he  would  be  a  Tock  'mongat  'Dirks} 
A  great  divine,  as  lords  agree, 
Without  the  least  divinity  ; 
To  crown  all,  in  decllning  age, 
Inflam^d  witb  church  and  party  ragę, 
Behold  him,  fuli  and  perfect  quite, 
A  false  saint,  and  true  hypocrite. 

Next  sat  a  lavDyer^  often  try'd 
In  perilous  estremes ;  when  Pride 
And  Pow'r,  all  wild  and  trembling,  itood, 
Nor  dar^d  to  tempt  thiś  raging  ilocNi  ; 
This  bold,  bad  man  arose  to  riew, 
.'Vnd  gave  bis  band  to  help  them  througfa. 
SteePd  'gainst  compassion,  as  they  past, 
He  saw  poor  Freedom  breatbe  ber  last ; 
He  saw  her  straggle,  heard  ber  groaii,  . 
He  saw  her  helpless  and  alooe, 
Whelm'd  in  that  sturm,  whieb,  fear^d  and 
By  słavcs  less  bold,  himself  bad  rai8'd. 

Bred  to  the  law,  be  from  the  fint 
Of  all  bad  lawyers  was  the  worst. 
Perfectiun  (for  bad  men  maintain. 
In  iii  we  may  perfectkm  gain) 


4  Thomas  Edwaids,  esą.    See  OuKW  of  Gnli- 
cism. 
s  See  Notes  to  Pope. 
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In  othen  is  a  work  of  time. 

And  they  cretp  on  from  crime  to  crime ; 

He,  for  a  prodigy  desigD*d 

*IV>  spread  amazement  o'«r  mankind, 

Started  fuli  ripen*d  all  at  onoe 

A  perfect  knaye,  and  perfiect  dunce.  ^ 

Who  will  for  him  may  boast  of  lense, 
His  better  guard  is  Impudeoce. 
His  front,  with  ten-fołd  plates  of  brass 
Sccui^d,  Shame  nerer  yet  oould  pass. 
Nor  on  tbe  sorface  of  bia  skin 
Blnsh  for  tbat  guilt  which  dwelt  witbin. 
How  oftea  iil  coatempt  of  lawa. 
To  soand  tbe  bottom  of  a  cauie. 
To  aearch  ont  ev»ry  rotten  part. 
And  worm  into  its  rery  heart, 
Hath  be  ta'en  brieis  on  fitlse  pretence, 
And  undertaken  tbe  defence 
Of  trosting  fbois,  whom  in  the  end 
He  meant  to  ruin,  not  defend  ? 
How  often,  c'en  in  open  court, 
Hath  tbe  wretcb  maide  bis  shame  bit  sport. 
And  laughM  o^  with  a  villain's  ease, 
Throwing  ap  brieiiy  and  keeping  fees? 
Soch  tbings,  as,  thoogh  to  roguery  bred^ 
Had  struck  a  little  YiUain  dead. 

Cfeuses,  whateTer  their  import, 
He  nndertakes,  to  serve  a  court ; 
For  be  by  heart  this  nile  had  got,   - 
**  PowY  can  eflect,  what  law  cannot" 

Pools  be  forgives,  but  rogiies  he  fears; 
If  Genitis,  yokM  wkh  Worth,  appears, 
His  weak  soul  sickens  at  the  sight, 
And  8trives  to  plunge  them  down  in  night. 

So  loud  he  talks,*  so  very  loud, 
He  is  an  angel  with  tbe  crowd,     ^ 
Whiifit  he  makes  Justice  liang  ber  head. 
And  jodges  tum  irom  pale  to  red. 

Bid  all  that  Naturę,  on  a  plan 
Most  intimate,  makes  dear  tu  man, 
All  tbat  with  grand  and  gen*rai  ties 
Binds  good  and  bad,  the  fool  and  wise, 
Knock  at  his  heart ;  they  knock  in  vain, 
No  entnnce  there  such  snitors  gain. 
Bid  kneeling  kings  forsake  the  tUrooe ; 
Bid  at  his  feet  his  country  groan ; 
Bid  Liberty  stretch  out  ber  hands ; 
Religion  plead  ber  strooger  bands ; 
Bid  pareAts,  children,  wife,  and  friends  ; 
If  tbey  come  'thwart  his  private  ends, 
Unmov'd  he  hears  the  ged^ral  cali. 
And  breTely  tramplet  on  Łbem  all. 
Who  will  for  him  may  cant  and  whine„ 
And  let  weak  Conscience  with  ber  linę 
Cbalk  ont  their  ways ;  soch  starving  rules 
Are  ooly  fit  M  eoward  fools, 
Pelfows  who  credit  what  priests  tell, 
And  trembłe  at  the  thoughu  of  Heli ; 
His  spirit  dares  contend  with  Grace, 
And  meets  Damnation  face  to  face. 

Soch  was  oar  hwyer;  by  his  side, 
In  all  bad  ąoalities  allied, 
In  all  bad  counseis,  sat  a  third,    • 
By  birtb  a  lord.    O  lacred  word  ! 
O  word  most  sacred,  wbence  men  get 
A  privilege  to  run  in  debt ; 
Wbence  they  at  large  eaemption  daim 
Tkom  Satire,  and  ber  serrant  Shame ; 
Whence  tbey,  depriv*d  of  all  ber  force, 
Foibid  bold  Tnith  to  hołd  ber  ooune. 


Consult  his  person,  dress,  and  air, 
He  seems,  which  strangers  well  migbt  swear, 
The  master,  or  by  caurłeMy, 
The  captain  of  a  colliery. 
Look  at  his  Yisage,  and  agree 
Half-hang*d  he  seems,  jnst  from  the  tree 
EscapM ;  a  ropę  may  sometimes  break, 
Or  men  be  cutdown  by  mistake. 

He  hath  not  virtue,  (in  the  school 
Of  Vice  bred  op)  to  live  by  rule. 
Nor  hath  he  sense  (which  nonę  can  doubt 
Who  know  the  man)  to  Ure  without. 
His  life  is  a  continued  scenę 
Of  all  that*s  infamous  and  mean ; 
He  knows  not  ehaage,  unless,  grown  nice 
And  delicate,  from  vice  to  vice ; 
Naturę  design^d  him,  in  a  ragę, 
To  be  the  Wharton  of  his  age^ 
Bot,  having  giv*n  all  the  sin, 
Forgot  to  put  tbe  virtue8  in. 
To  nm  a  horse,  to  make  a  match. 
To  revel  deep,  to  roar  a  catcb. 
To  knock  a  tott^ring  watchman  down. 
To  Bweat  a  woman  of  the  town. 
By  fits  to  keep  the  peace,  or  break  it, 
In  tum  to  give  a  poz,  or  take  it, 
He  is,  in  faith,  must  excellent, 
And  in  the  word*s  most  fuli  intcnt, 
A  true  choice  spirit  we  admit; 
With  witŁ  a  fbol,  with  fools  a  wit : 
Hear  him  but  talk,  and  you  would  swear 
Obscenity  herself  was  there ; 
And  that  Prophaneneas  bad  madę  choice. 
By  way  of  trump,  to  use  bis  voice ; 
That,  in  all  mean  and  Iow  things  great, 
He  had  been  bred  at  BiUmgtgałe  ; 
And  that,  ascending  to  the  Earth 
Before  the  season  of  his  birib, 
Blasphemy,  making  way  and  room, 
Had  markM  him  in  his  motber^s  womb ; 
Too  bonest  (for  tbe  worst  of  men 
In  forms  are  bonest  uow  and  tben) 
Not  to  have,  in  tbe  usoal  way. 
His  bills  sent  in;  too  great,  to  pay; 
Too  proud  to  speak  to,  if  be  meets, 
The  bonest  tradesman  whom  he  cheats; 
l'oo  infamous  to  have  a  friend, 
Too  bad  for  bad  men  to  commend, 
Or  good  to  name ;  beneath  wbose  weigfat 
E^ith  groans ;  who  hath  been  spar^d  by  Fate 
Only  to  show,  on  Mercy*s  plan, 
Uow  for  and  long  Ood  bears  with  man. 

Such  were  the  three,  who,  mocking  sleep, 
At  midnight  sat,  in  counsel  deep, 
Plotting  destructłon  'gainst  a  head, 
Wbose  wisdom  oould  not  be  misled  ; 
Plotting  destniction  'gainst  a  beart, 
Which  ne'er  from  bonoor  would  depart. 

"  Is  be  not  rank'd  amongst  our  foes  ? 
Hath  not  his  spirit  dar*d  oppose 
Our  dearest  measures,  madę  our  name 
Stand  fbrward  on  tbe  roU  of  shame } 
Hath  be  not  won  the  yulgar  tribes, 
By  scoming  menaces  and  bribes. 
And  pn>ving,  that  his  dariing  cause 
Is  of  their  liberties  and  laws 
To  stand  tbe  champion?  lo  a  word. 
Nor  need  one  argument  be  beaid 
Beyond  this,  to  awake  our  zeal. 
To  quicken  our  refolves|,  and  steel 
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Dur  steady  souls  to  bloody  bent, 
(Sui-e  min  to  each  de^r  intent, 
Each  flatfring  hope)  he,  without  frar, 
Hnth  darM  to  make  the  iruth  app^ar." 

They  said,  and,  by  reftentmeiit  tau^ht, 
Each  on  Fevetige  enipIoy'd  his  thought ; 
Each,  bent  on  mischiof,  raek'd  his  braiń 
To  her  fuli  stretch,  but  rack*d  in  vaiD ; 
Scheme  after  scbeme  they  brought  to  view ; 
i\Il  were  examin*d,  nonę  would  do. 
Wben  Fraud,  with  pleasure  in  hcr  face, 
Porth  issuM  from  her  hiding-place. 
And  at  the  table  where  they  meet, 
First  having  blest  tbem,  took  her  seat. 
"  No  trifling  canse,  my  dariing  boys, 
Your  present  thougłits  and  caresi  employs  ; 
No  common  snarc,  no  random  blow 
Can  work  the  bane  of  such  a  foe : 
By  naturę  cautious  as  he's  brave, 
To  HonouT  only  he*8  a  riare ; 
In  that  weak  part  witbout  deif^ce, 
We  must  to  honour  make  pretence : 
That  lure  shaH  to  his  min  draw 
llie  wretch,  who  standu  secure  in  lair. 
Nor  think  that  I  have  idly  płannM 
This  full-ripo  scheme ;  behold  at  band, 
With  thrcc  months*  training  on  bis  head, 
An  instrument,  wbom  T  have  bred. 
Bom  of  these  bowels,  fair  from  sight 
Of  Virtue's  false,  but  glartng  light. 
My  youngest^born,  my  dcarest  joy, 
Most  like  myself,  my  dariing  boy. 
He,  ncver  touchM  with  riłe  remorse, 
Kesolv*d  and  crafty  in  his  course, 
Shall  work  our  ends,  complete  our  schemes, 
Most  minej  when  most  be  HtmourH  seems  ; 
Nor  can  be  found,  at  home,  abroad, 
So  llrm  and  fuli  a  slaTe  of  Frand.'* 

She  said,  and  from  each  envious  sou 
A  discontented  murmnr  mn 
Around  the  tabie;  all  in  place 
Thought  his  fuli  praise  thetr  own  disgraco, 
Wond'ring  what  stranger  she  had  got, 
Who  had  one  rice  that  tbev  had  not 
AVhen  straight  the  portals  open  flew, 
And,  clad  in  armour,  to  their  vtew 

M ,  the  duelUitf  came  fbrth  ; 

All  knew,  and  all  confest  his  worth, 

All  justiHed,  with  smiles  array'd, 

The  happy  choice  their  dam  had  madę. 
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Far  ofr(no  matter  whethcr  F.ast  or  Wesf^ 
A  real  country,  or  one  madę  in  jest) 
Nor  yet  by  modem  MandeYillea  disgracM, 
Jłor  by  map-jobbert  wretehedły  misplacM, 
There  lies  an  ulajid,  neither  je^reat  nor  smali, 
\^n)ich,  for  distinction-sake,  I  Gotram  cali. 

The  man  wbo  finds  an  \raknown  country  out. 
By  giving  it  a  name,  acquires,  no  donbt, 
A  gospel  title,  thougli  the  peopYe  tbere 
The  pious  Christian  thinks  noe  wcirth  his  care* 


Bar  this  pretence,  and  into  air  is  fanrlM 
The  claim  of  Europę  to  the  wtńmn  worUL 
Caat  by  a  tempest  on  the  sa^age  coast, 
Some  roving  buccancer  set  up  a  post ; 
A  beam  in  proper  form  tnmsTersely  latd, 
Of  his  Redeeroer*8  crosi  the  figore  madę, 
Of  that  Redeemer,  with  whose  laws  bis  life, 
From  first  to  last,  had  been  one  scenę  of  strife; 
His  royal  master^s  name  thereon  eiigrsT'd, 
Without  morę  procesa,  the  whde  raoe  eoriaT^d, 
Cut  off  that  charter  they  iirom  Natare  drew. 
And  madę  tbem  8laves  to  men  tbey  ne^er  l-.new. 

Search  ancient  histories,  consnlt  reoord^ 
Under  this  title  the  most  Chtistian  lords 
Hołd  (thanks  to  conscience)  mora  tban  half  tbe  bsll ; 
O'erthrow  this  title,  they  hare  nonę  at  alL 
For  never  yet  migbt  any  monardi  dare, 
Who  IiT*d  to  Trutb,  and  breathM  a  Christian  air, 
Pretend  that  Christ  (who  came,  we  all  agree. 
To  bless  his  people,  aod  to  set  them  firee) 
To  make  a  conrert  ever  one  law  ga^e. 
By  wbich  coaverters  madę  him  fint  a  staTo^ 

Spite  of  the  glosscs  of  a  canting  priest, 
Who  talks  oi  charity,  but  means  a  feasŁ ; 
Who  rccommends  it  (wbilst  ha  seema  to  feel 
The  holy  glowings  of  a  real  zeal) 
To  all  his  hearers,  as  a  deed  of  worth,         [Eaitb, 
To  give  them  Heaten,  whom  tbey  ha^e  i«U>'d  of 
Nerer  shall  one,  one  truły  bonest  man, 
Who,  blest  with  Liberty,  rereres  ber  plan, 
Al  Iow  one  moment,  that  a  savage  sira 
Could  from  his  wretched  race^  for  childish  bi|v. 
By  a  wild  grant,  their  all,  their  freedom  pass, 
And  sell  his  country  for  a  bit  of  glass.       [France, 

Or  grant  this  barb*rous  right,  tet  Sp«n  aod 
In  8lav'ry  bred,  as  pnrcbasers  ad^ance, 
Let  them,  whilst  Conscience  is  at  distance  boil*d, 
With  some  gay  bawbie  buy  a  golden  world; 
An  EngIJshman,  in  ckarter^d  Freedom  bom, 
Shall  spura  the  slaYish  mercfaaodise,  shall  seora 
To  take  from  otbers,  tbroagb  base  priTate  Tiews^ 
What  be  himself  would  mther  die,  than  łase. 

Happy  the  savage  of  those  earUf  times 
Ere  £urope's  sons  were  known,  and  Europe^scrimes  \ 
Gold,  cursed  gold  !  slept  in  tbe  womb  of  Earth, 
Unfelt  its  mischieis,  as  onknown  its  worth ; 
In  fuli  content  be  iband  tbe  traest  wealth; 
In  toil  he  fbund  diTersion,  food,  and  bealtb ; 
Stranger  to  ease  aad  Imtury  of  oourts,    * 
His  sports  were  laboars,  and  his  labom  spoits; 
His  youth  was  hardy,  wad  bis  old  age  greeo ; 
Life*s  mom  was  vig'roos»  and  her  eve  serene ; 
No  ml^s  b^  held,  but  what  were  madę  lor  use; 
No  arts  he  leara*d,  nor  iils  which  arts  produce ; 
False  lights  he  iollow^d,  bot  bel]ev'd  tbem  tnie; 
He  knew  not  much,  bat  U7'd  to  what  he  knew. 

^&PPy>  thrice  happy  nam  tbe  sa'rage  lace, 
Since  Europę  took  their  goA^  and  gare  ^ńetagrauf 
Pastors  she  sends  to  help  them  in  their  need, 
Some  who  can't  write,  with  otbers  who  can't  read. 
And  on  snre  groonds  the  gospel  pile  to  rear, 
Sends  mssionary  felons  eT'ry  year; 
Our  vices,  with  morę  zeal  tiian  holy  pny^rs, 
She  teaohes  tbem,  and  in  return  takes  theirs ; 
Her  rank  op|>ression8  gi^e  tbem  caase  to  rńe, 
Her  want  of  pmdence  means,  and  arms  snppNei^ 
Whilst  her  brave  ragę,  not  satisfied  with  life, 
Rising  in  blood,  adopts  tbe  tcalpmg-JtnfJh  s 
Knowledge  she  gires,  enough  to  make  them  kiiov 
How  tfbject  is  tbebr  statet,  how  de^  ^eir  woe; 
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TTie  wurth  of  fradom  strongly  ahe  eiplams, 
WhUat  ibe  bo«s  down,  and  loftds  their  necks  with 

chaiiM; 
Futh  too  ahe  plants,  iur  ber  own  ends  imprest, 
TY>  make  them  bear  tfae  worst,  and  hope  tbe  best; 
And  wfaUit  sbe  teaches  on  vile  Int'rest'8  plan, 
As  lawa  of  God,  the  wtld  docrees  of  man, 
like  Pharigees,  of  whom  the  Scńptares  tell, 
Sbe  makes  them  ten  times  morę  the  sons  of  Heli. 

But  wbither  do  these  gra^e  reOections  tend? 
Are  they  designM  for  any,  or  no  end  ? 
Briefly  but  thń— To  prove,  tbat  by  no  act 
i^Hiich  Naturę  madę,  that  by  no  equal  pact 
Twixt  man  and  man,  vhicb  might,  if  Jostice  heard, 
Stand  good,  that  by  no  benefits  conferr^d 
Or  porchaae  mada,  Europę  in  cbains  can  hołd 
The  sona  of  India,  and  her  mnws  of  gold* 
Chance  led  her  there  in  an  accuraed  bour, 
Sbe  saw,  and  madę  the  country  her'8  by  pow*r ; 
Nor  drawn  by  Yirtue^s  love  fnim  love  of  Famę, 
Shall  my  raah  fblly  cootroyert  the  ciaim, 
Or  wish  m  thooght  that  title  overthrown, 
Which  comcides  with,  and  invoWes  my  own. 

Europę  diścorer^d  India  firrt ;  I  fbnnd 
My  rigfat  to  Gotham  oń  the  self-same  ground : 
I  first  disooYer^d  it,  nor  Bhall  that  pica 
To  her  be  granted,  and  denied  to  me. 
I  plead  poagcision,  and  till  one  morę  bold 
Shall  drive  me  out,  will  that  possessioo  hołd : 
With  Earope*ft  rightai  my  kindred  rigfats  1  twine ; 
Her^s  be  the  western  world,  be  Gotham  minę* 

Rejoicei  ye  happy  Gothamitcs,  rejoice  $ 
lift  up  your  voice  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  ▼otce  of  gladness,  and  on  erYy  tongae, 
Id  straina  of  gratitude,  be  praises  huog> 
The  praiaes  of  90  great  and  good  a  king; 
Shaii  Churchill  reign,  and  shall  not  Gotham  sing? 

As  on  a  day,  a  high  and  holy  day, 
Let  eT'ry  instrument  of  musie  play* 
AnaaU  and  modem  ;  tbose  which  drew  their  bńth 
(PanctiKoa  laid  aside)  fh)m  Pagon  earth, 
Aa  well  as  tbose  by  Chńsńan  madę  and  Jew; 
Those  known  to  many,  and  those  known  to  few; 
Tbose  which  in  whim  and  froiic  lightly  iloat, 
And  tboae  which  swell  the  slow  and  solemn  notę ; 
Those  which  (whilst  Reason  stands  in  wonder  by) 
Make  sotne  camfUexHmt  laugb  and  others  ery ; 
Those  which  by  some  strange  foculty  pf  sound, 
Cbb  boild  walls  up,  and  raze  them  to  the  ground; 
Tbose  which  can  tear  up  forests  by  the  roots. 
And  make  bmtcs  dance  like  men,  and  men  like 

brates; 
Tbose  which  whilst  Ridicule  leads  up  tbe  dance. 
Make  clowiis  of  Monmouth  ape  the  fops  of  France; 
Tlioae  which,  whete  laAf  Ihiłłness  with  hrd  mayors 
Presides,  disdaining  light  and  trifling  ain, 
Halbw  tbe  feast  with  ptalmody  ;  and  those 
Which,  pianted  in  our  diurches  to  dispose 
And  lift  the  mind  to  Heaven,  are  disgrac*d 
Wilh  what  a  foppish  ofganist  calls  tasłe : 
Ali,  from  the  fiddle  (on  which  ey^ry  fool, 
The  pert  son  of  duU  sire,  discharg'd  ftom  schobi, 
Senres  an  apprenticeship  in  college  ease. 
And  riaes  throngh  the  gamuŁ  to  degHees) 
To  those  which  (thoogh  less  common,  not  less 

sweet) 
From  iam'd  Saint  Gilet^t^  and  morę  Csm^d  Vine 

Straty 
(Where  Heav*n,  the  utmost  wish  of  man  to  grant, 
Gare  me  ao  ołd  honse^  aod  an  older  aunt) 


Thointon,  whilst  Hnmour  pomtod  oot  the  rpad 
To  her  arch  cub,  hath  hitch'd  into  an  ode ' ; 
Ali  instmmenta,  (attend  ye  list*ning  spheres, 
Attend,  ye  sons  of  men,  and  bear  with  ears) 
Ali  instmments,  (nor  shall  they  seek  one  band 
Imprest  from  fitadem  Music*s  aawmb  band) 
Ali  instmments,  telf^aeted,  at  my  name 
Shall  pour  ibrth  harmony,  sind  loud  prodaim, 
Loud  but  yet  sweet,  to  tfae  according  globe. 
My  praises ;  whilst  ąa^  Naturę,  in  a  robę, 
A  coxwmb  doctor**  rooe,  to  the  ftill  sonnd 
Keeps  time,  like  Boyce,  and  the  world  dances  round. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  n^ice  ; 
Lift  up  yonr  Toice  on  high,  a  mighty  roice, 
Tbe  Yoice  of  gladness,  and  on  every  tongue, 
In  strains  of  gratitude,  be  praises  hung, 
The  praises  of  so  great  and  good  a  king ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  shall  not  Gotluun  sing? 

Inftmcy,  straining  backward  ftom  the  breast, 
Techy  and  wayward,  what  be  loreth  best 
Kefusmg  in  his  fits,  whilst  all  the  while 
The  mother  eyes  tbe  wrangler  with  a  smile. 
And  the  Ibnd  fisther  sits  on  t'  other  side,* 
Langhs.at  his  moods,  and  yiewshis  ^>leen  with  pride, 
Shall  murmur  forth  my  name,  whilst  at  his  band 
Nurse  stands  interpreter,  through  Gotham*s  land. 

Childhood,  who  like  an  ^yril  mom  appears, 
Sunshine  and  rain,  hopes  clóuded  o*er  with  fears, 
Pleas^d  and  displeas^d  by  starta,  in  passion  warm, 
Tn  reason  weak ;  who,  wrought  into  a  storro, 
IJke  to  the  fretfol  bnllies  of  the  deep, 
Soon  spends  his  ragę,  and  cries  himself  asieep ; 
Who,  with  a  ieT^risb  appetite  oppressM, 
For  trifles  sighs,  but  hates  them  when  pos8ess*d ; 
His  trembling  lash  su6pended  in  the  air, 
Half-bent,  and  stroking  back  his  long  lank  hair, 
Shall  to  his  mates  look  up  with  eager  glee. 
And  let  bis  top  go  down  to  prate  of  me. 

Youth,  who,  fierce,  flckle,*insolent,  and  vaio> 
Impatient  urges  on  to  manhood's  reign, 
Impatient  urges  on,  yet  with  a  cast 
Of  dear  regard  looks  back  on  childhood  past, 
In  the  mid^chate,  when  the  hot  blood  runs  higb. 
And  the  quick  spirits  mount  into  his  eye, 
Whenpłeasure,  which  he  deems  his  greatest  wealŁh, 
Beats  in  his  heart,  and  paints  his  cheeks  with  healtb, 
When  the  chard  steed  tugs  proudły  at  the  rein, 
And  ere  he  starts,  hath  run  o'er  half  theplain, 
When,  wingM  with  fear,  the  stag  flies  fiiU  in  Tiew, 
And  in  foli  ery  the  eager  hounds  pnrsue, 
Shall  shout  my  praise  to  hills  which  shoot  again. 
And  e*en  the  kuntsman  stop  to  ery  Amen, 

Manhood,  of  form  erect,  who  woułd  not  bow 
Thotigh  worlds  should  crack  around  bim ;  on  his 
Wisdom  serene,  to  passion  g^Ting  law,  [tmyw 

Bespeaking  love,  and  yet  commanding  awe ; 
Dignity  into  grace  by  mildness  wrought; 
Courąge  attemper^d  and  refio*d  by  thought ; 
Virtue  supremę  enthron'd ;  within  his  breast 
The  image  of  his  Maker  deep  impre8s'd ; 
Lord  of  this  Earth,  which  trembles  at  his  nod, 
With  reason  bless'd,  and  oniy  less  than  God ; 
Manhood,  though  weeping  Beauty  kneels  for  a  id, 
Thougb  Honour  calls  iu  Danger^s  form  arrftyM, 
Though  cloih'd  with  sackcloth,  Justire  in  the  gatea, 
By  wicked  elders  chain'd,  redemption  waits. 


'  A  burlesqoe  ode  on  St  Cecilia*s  day,  by  Bon- 
nel  ThomtOD,  perfarmed  at  Idanelagb. 
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Maahood  sfaall  ttmA  an  hour»  a  little  hour, 
(Is  't  not  a  little  one  ? )  to  hail  my  pow^r. 

Old  age,  a  second  chiŁd,  by  Naturę  cur8*d 
Wtth  morę  and  greaUr  evibi  than  the  fint, 
Weak,  tickly,  f uU  of  pains ;  in  ev*ry  breath 
Kailing  at  life,  and  yet  afraid  of  death ; 
Putting  thingfl  off,  with  sagę  and  soletnn  air, 
From  day  to  day,  wlthout  one  day  to  spare  $ 
Withoat  enjoyment,  covetou8  of  pelf, 
Tiresome  to  fńends,  and  tiresoow  to  himself ; 
His  faculties  tmpair^d,  hia  temper  sour^d. 
His  memory  of  recent  tbings  devourM 
E*en  with  the  acting  on  his  shatter^d  brain, 
Tbough  the  fai^e  registers  of  youth  remain  ; 
From  mom  Ło  evening  babbting  fortb  vain  praise 
Of  tbose  rare  mćn  who  liv'd  in  those  rare  dajrs, 
When  he,  the  hero  of  his  tale,  was  young ; 
Duli  repetitions  falfring  on  his  tone^te, 
Praisinir  grey  hairs,  surę  mark  of  Wisdom'B  iway, 
E'en  whilst  he  cui-ses  Timetihich  madę  him  gray; 
Scoffing  at  youth,  e'en  whilst  he  would  afford 
Ali  but  his  gold  to  have  his  youth  restorM ; 
Shall  for  a  moment,  from  bimseif  set  free, 
Lean  on  his  cnitch,  and  pipę  fbrth  praise  to  me. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice ; 
Lift  up  your  Toice  on  high,  a  mi^hty  voice, 
The  Toice  of  gładness,  and  on  ev'ry  tongue, 
In  stmins  of  gratitude,  be  praises  hung, 
Ulie  praises  of  so  great  and  good  a  king ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  sball  not  Gotham  sing? 

Things  without  life  shall  in  this  chonu  join. 
And,  dumb  to  others*  praise,  be  ioud  in  minę. 

The  snowdrop,  who,  in  habit  wbite  and  plain, 
Comes  on,  the  keraid  of  fair  Flora*s  train ; 
The  ooxcomb  croau,  flow>  of  simple  notę, 
Who  by  ber  side  struts  in  a  herakPt  ooat ; 
The  ttUipy  idiy  glaring  to  the  view, 
Who,  tbough  no  ciown,  his  birth  from  Holland  drew, 
Who,  once  fuli  drestiU,  fears  finom  his  place  to  stir, 
The  fop  of  flow*T8,  the  morę  of  a  parterre ; 
Tke  iDoodbhłe,  who  ber  e/m  in  marriage  meets, 
And  brings  ber  dowry  in  surrounding  sweets ; 
The  liły,  siWer  mistress  of  the  Tale ; 
The  roie  of  Sharon  which  perfames  the  gale ; 
The  jMiMKntf,  with  which  the  qneen  of  flow'rs 
To  charm  her  God  adoms  his  fav*rite  bow^rs, 
Which  brides,  by  the  plain  hand  of  Neatness  drest, 
llncnvied,rival,  wear  upon  their  breast. 
Sweet  as  tb«  incense  of  the  mom,  and  chaste 
As  the  pure  zonę  which  circles  I>ian's  watst ; 
AU  flow'rs,  of  tarious  names,  and  ^'arions  forms, 
Which  the'Sun  iuto  streugth  and  beauty  warms, 
Prom  the  d«arf  c/oiiy,  which,  like  infants,  clings. 
And  fears  to  leave  tbc  eartb  from  whence  it  spriugs, 
To  the  proud  giant  of  the  garden  race, 
Who,  madly  rashing  to  the  Sun's  embrace, 
0*ertops  her  fellows  with  aspiring  aim, 
Bemands  his  wedded  love,  aiul  bears  his  name; 
Ali,  one  and  all,  shall  in  this  chorus  join, 
And,  damb  to  otbers'  praise,  be  Ioud  in  minę. 

RęJoice,  ye  happy  Gothamitcs,  rejoice ; 
3Li(t  up  your  voico  on  high,  a  mighty  voice, 
The  iroice  of  gladneso,  and  on  evYy  tongue, 
In  strains  of  gratitude,  be  praises  hung, 
llie  praises  of  so  great  and  good  a  kin^r  -, 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  shall  not  Gotham  sing? 
Forming  a  gl(x>m,  through  which  to  splecn-struck 
Keligion,  horr(N]r-8tamp'd,  a  passage  finds,  [minds 
Jhe  hy  crawling  o^  the  hallowi  celi,' 
Where  somę  old  hennifs  wont  his  beads  to  tell 


By  day,  by  ntght ;  the  wiyriU  erer-green, 
Beneath  whose  shade  Love  bolds  his  rites 
The  willow  weeping  o*er  the  fatal  wave 
Where  many  a  lover  finds  a  wafry  graTe ; 
The  cypreu  sacred  held,  when  lorers  mooni 
Their  true  \ave  tnatch*d  away ;  the  laurel  wom 
By  poets  in  old  time,  but  destin'd  now 
In  grief  to  wither  on  a  Whitehead*s  brow ; 
The/g,  which,  large  as  what  in  India  grows, 
Itself  a  grove,  ga^e  our  first  parents  clothes; 
The  vine,  which,  like  a  blushing  new-made  bride, 
Clusfring,  empurples  all  the  roountain*8  side ; 
The  yeWf  which,  in  the  place  of  sculptur^d  stoiie, 
Marks  out  the  resting-place  of  men  onknown ; 
The  hedgc-row  e/m,  the  pme  of  moontAin  raoe^ 
Thc/r,  tbe  Sootcb/r,  never  out  of  place; 
The  cedar,  whose  top  mates  the  higbest  ckmd, 
Whilst  his  old  fatlier  Lebanon  grows  prood 
Of  such  a  child,  and  bis  Tast  body  laid 
Out  maii^  a  mile«  enjoys  tbe  filial  shade ; 
The  oak,  when  liring,  monarch  of  the  wood; 
The  English  oak,  which,  dead,  commands  theilood; 
All,  one  and  all,  shall  in  tbischoras  join. 
And,  dumb  to  otbers'  praise,  be  Ioud  in  nuae. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  lejoice; 
Lift  up  your  Toice  on  high,  a  mighty  Toioe, 
l^e  voice  of  gladnt^ss,  and  on  eT'ry  tongue^ 
In  strains  of  gratitude,  be  praises  hung, 
The  praises  of  so  great  and  good  a  king; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  shall  not  Gotham  iing? 
The  thowWs  which  make  the  young  hilb,  Uke 
'  yonng  lambs, 
Bound  and  rebound ;  the  old  hills,  like  old  nm^ 
ITnwieldy,  jump  for  joy ;  the  słreams  which  głide^ 
Whilst  Plenty  marches  smiling  by  their  side. 
And  from  their  bosom  rising  Commette  springs; 
The  winds  which  rise  with  healing  on  their  wiagi^ 
Before  whose  cleansing  brńth  cootagion  flics; 
The  Sun,  who,  traveUing  in  eastem  skies, 
Presh,  fuli  of  strength,  just  risen  from  his  bed, 
Tbough  in  Jove*s  pastures  they  were  bom  aodbied, 
With  voice  and  whip,  can  scaroe  make  his  steadi 

■tir. 
Step  by  step,  up  the  perpendicular; 
Who,  at  the  hour  of  eve,  panting  for  rest, 
Rolls  on  amain,  and  gallops  down  the  west, 
As  fast  as  Jehu,  ail'd  for  Ahab*s  sin, 
Drore  for  a  crown,  or  poH-hoyt  for  an  inn; 
The  Moan,  who  holds  o'er  night  ber  silrer  raga, 
Regent  of  tides,  and  mistress  of  the  brain, 
Wbo  to  her  sons,  those  sons  who  own  her  pow^» 
Ahd  do  her  homage  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Gives  madness  as  a  blessing,  but  dispeoMs 
Włsdom  to  fools,  and  damns  them  with  their  seoses^ 
rhe  itttrs,  who,  by  I  know  not  what  strange  right, 
Preside  o*er  mortals  in  their  own  daspite, 
Who  without  reawn  govem  thooe,  wbo  most 
( How  truły,  judge  from  thence ! )  of  reaaon  boaik, 
And,  by  some  mrgfaty  magie  yet  unknown, 
Our  actions  guide,  yet  cannot  guide  their  own; 
Ali,  ono  and  all,  shall  in  this  chorus  join. 
And,  dumb  to  otbers*  praise,  be  Ioud  in  minę. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice; 
Lift  up  yoor  Toice  on  high,  a  migifaty  Toioe, 
The  voiće  of  gladness,  and  on  erYy  tongue^ 
bi  strains  of  gratitude,  be  praises  hung, 
The  praises  <^  so  great  and  good  a  king ; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  shall  not  Gotham  sing? 

The  momen/,  mtnide,  h/mr^  day,  week,  moiiM,  yęar, 
Mommg  and  eue,  as  they  in  tom  appemr; 
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MomenU  and  nunutei  wfoich,  withoot  a  crime, 
Caa*t  be  omttted  ia  acoounts  of  time, 
Or,  if  omitted,  (proof  we  mighi  afibrd) 
Woriby  by  portiamentB  to  be  restor^d ; 
Tbe  HaurSy  which  drtist  by  tarns  in  black  and  white, 
OidainM  as  handmaids,  wait  on  Day  and  Night; 
The  tiojff  tbotie  houra  I  mean  when  light  presides, 
And  Business  in  a  cart  with  Prudence  rides; 
Tbe  night,  those  boan  I  mean  with  darknen  hung, 
Wbea  Sense  speaks  free,  and  Polly  holds  ber  tongue ; 
Tbe  momy  when  Naturę,  lousing  from  ber  strife 
With  deatb-like  sleep,  awakes  to  seoood  life; 
Tbe  eve,  when,  as  unequal  to  tbe  task, 
Sbe  mercy  {rom  ber  foe  descends  to  ask ; 
Tbe  weeky  in  wbicb  six  days  are  kindly  given 
To  Ihink  of  EarŁh,  and  one  to  think  of  Heaven ; 
Tbe  Montktj  tweWe  sisters  ałl  of  different  bue, 
Tbough  tbere  appeara  in  all  a  likeness  too ;    ' 
Not  nich  a  likeness,  as,  tbroagb  Hayman^s  works, 
Diill  manneriat,  in  Christians,  Jews,  and  Tnrks, 
dojrs  with  a  sameaess  in  eacb  female  face. 
But  a  strange  something,  born  of  Art  and  Grace, 
Wbich  speaks  tbćm  all,  to  rary  and  adom, 
At  diff'rent  times  of  tbe  same  parenta  bom  ; 
All,  one  and  all,  sball  in  tbis  chorus  join. 
And,  dumb  to  otbers*  praise,  be  loud  in  minę. 

Rejoioe,  ye  happy  Guthamites,  rejoice ; 
lift  up  your^ce  on  high,  a  migbty  TOtce, 
Tbe  TDice  of  gladness,  and  on  ev*ry  tongae, 
In  stiains  of  gntitnde,  be  praises  bung, 
The  praises  of  so  great  and  good  a  king; 
Sball  Churchill  reign,  and  sbaU  not  Gotbam  sing  ? 

Fn>re  January,  leader  of  tbe  year, 
Mince-tiei  in  Tan,  and  caloet-heads  in  tbe  rear; 
Dnil  Fetntary,  in  wbose  leaden  reign 
My  mother  borę  a  bard  witbont  a  brain ;   [cheeks, 
Marek  Tarious,  fierce,  and  wild,  with  wind-crack'd 
By  wilder  Webbmen  led,  and  crownM  with  leeks! 
AprU  with  fools,  and  May  with  bastards  blest ; 
Jime  with  with  wbite  roses  on  ber  rebel  brcast ; 
Jaiy,  to  whom,  tbe  dog-star  in  her  train, 
Skuni  James  giyes  oysters,  and  Saint  Swithin  rain ; 
Augusty  wbo,  banisbM  from  her  Smithfieltł  stand, 
To  Chelsea  flies,  with  Dogget  in  her  hand  '; 
Sepiemier,  when  by  custom  (rlgbt  divine) 
Geeae  are  oidain*d  to  bieed  at  Michaers  shrine, 
Wbilst  tbe  pńest,  not  so  fuli  of  grace  as  wit, 
Falls  to,  uobles8*d,  nor  give8  tbe  saint  a  bit ; 
Octobery  wbo  tbe  cauae  of  Freedom  join*d. 
And  gaTe  a  second  George  to  bless  roankind ; 
}fai9embery  wbo  at  once  to  gprace  onr  earth, 
Sńnt  Andrew  boasts,  and  our  Augasta's  ^  birth ; 
Deeembery  last  of  mooths,  but  bcst,  who  gave 
A  Christ  to  man,  a  Sariour  to  tbe  slarc, 
Wbilst,  falscly  grateful,  man,  at  tbe  fidl  feast, 
To  do  God  bonour,  makes  himself  a  bcast ; 
All,  one  and  all^  sball  in  tbis  cliorus  join, 
And,  dumb  to  otbers*  praise,  be  lond  in  n^ine. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejtMCe ; 
Lift  up  3roiir  Toice  on  high,  a  mij^hty  Toice, 
The  Toice  of  gladness,  and  on  ev*ry  tongue, 
In  atrains  of  gpratitude,  be  praises  bung, 
Tbe  praises  of  so  great  add  good  a  kiug ; 
Sball  Churchill  reign,  and  shall  not  Gotbam  sing? 

The  seasons  as  tbey  roli ;  Spriną,  by  ber  side 
iMdCry  and  Lmk^  Jjnffołly,  and  Chureh»pride, 

*  Dogget  tbe  oelebrated  comedian*8  badge,  rowed 
§pr  on  tbe  first  of  August 
^  Frincess  Dowager  of  Wales. 


By  a  rank  monk  io  copulation  led, 
A  tub  of  sainłed  stdt-JUh  on  her  head; 
SummeTy  in  light,  transparent  gauze  array'd, 
like  maids  of  bonour  at  a  masąoerade, 
In  bawdry  gauze,  for  wbicb  our  danghters  leare 
Tbe  fig,  morę  modest,  first  brought  up  by  Eve, 
Panting  for  breath,  ini9am'd  with  lustful  fires, 
Yet  wanting  strengtb  to  perfect  her  desires, 
Leaning  on  Sloth,  wbo,  fainting  with  tbe  beat, 
Stops  at  eacb  step,  and  slumbers  on  his  feet; 
Aułumjiy  when  Naturę,  who  with  sonów  feels 
Her  dread  foe  Winter  treading  on  her  beels, 
Makes  up  in  value  what  sbe  wants  in  length, 
Eaerts  ber  pow^rs,  and  puts  fbrth  all  ber  strength, 
Bids  oom  and  frnits  in  fuli  perfection  rise, 
Com  fairly  tax'd,  and  fruits  witbont  esccise; 
Winter,  benumb'd  with  coldy^m^  longer  known 
By  robes  of  fur,  sińce  fan  beoame  our  owa ; 
A  hag,  wbo,  loathing  all,  by  all  is  loathM, 
With  weekly,  daily,  hourly  libels  cloth'd, 
Vile  FactKHi  at  ber  heels,  wbo^  migbty  grown, 
Would  rule  the  ruler,  wad  foreelote  tbe  throne, 
Would  turń  all  state-afiairs  into  a  trade. 
Make  laws  one  day,  the  next  to  be  unmade, 
Beggar  at  borne  a  people  fear^d  abroad. 
And,  force  defeated,  make  them  8laves  by  fraad ; 
AU,  one  and  all,  shall  in  tbis  chorus  join, 
And,  dumb  to  otbers*  praise,  be  loud  in  minę. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  njoice; 
lift  up  your  Toice  on  high,  a  migbty  Toice, 
The  voice  of  gladness,  andx>n  eT*ry  tongue, 
In  stnins  of  gratitude,  be  praises  bung, 
Tlie  praises  of  so  great  and  good  a  king : 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  shall  not  Gotbam  sing? 

The  yeor,  grand  circle,  in  wbose  ample  rbond 
Tbe  seasons  regular  and  fix'd  are  bouiid, 
(Who,  in  his  coUrse  repeated  o*er  and  o'er, 
Sees  the  same  things  which  be  bad  seen  before; 
Tbe  same  ttars  keep  their  watch,  and  tbe  same  Sun 
Runs  in  the  track  where  he  from  first  batb  run ; 
The  same  Moon  rules  tbe  night;  tides  ebb  and  flow; 
Man  is  a  puppet,  and  tbis  world  a  show  : 
l^heir  old  duli  follies  old  duli  fbols  pursue. 
And  vice  in  nothing  but  in  modę  is  new  ; 

He a  lord  (now  fair  be£sll  that  pride, 

He  ln*d  a  villain,  but  a  lord  he  diedj 
Dashwood  is  pious,  Berkeley ^«'c?  asfate*, 
Sandwich  (Uiank  Heav'n !)  first  minister  of  state ; 
And,  thougb  hy  fools  despisM,  by  saints  unblessM, 
Byjfriends  negiected,  and  by  foes  oppressM, 
Scoming  tbe  senrile  arts  of  eacb  courł  elf, 
Founded  on  bonour,  Wilkes  is  still  hhmelf) 
Tbe  yeoTy  encirc'ed  with  the  rańous  train 
Which  waits,  and  fills  the  glories  of  his  reign, 
Shall,  taking  up  tbis  theme,  in  chorus  join, 
Aud,  dumb  to  otbers'  praise,  be  loud  in  mioe. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  Gothamites,  rejoice ; 
Lift  up  your  Yoice  on  high,  a  migbty  voice, 
The  voice  of  gladness,  and  on  ev^ry  tongue, 
In  strains  of  gratitude,  be  praiste  bung, 
The  praises  of  so  great  and  good  a  king; 
Shall  Churchill  reign,  and  shall  not  Gotbam  sing  r 

Tbus  far  in  spor^^nor  let  our  critics  hence 
Who  sell  out  monthly  trasb,  and  cali  it  scnse, 
Too  lightly  of  our  present  labours  deem, 
Or  judge  at  random  of  so  high  a  theme ; 


4  A  pbrese  used  by  lord  Bottetourt,  then  Nor- 
borne  Berkeley,  in  an  address  to  bis  electors. 
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High  18  our  iheme,  and  worthy  aVe  the  men 
To  feel  the  sharpest  stroke  of  Satire's  pen; 
But  when  kind  Time  a  ^per  season  brings, 
In  sertoua  mood  to  treat  of  serious  things, 
Then  shall  they  fiod,  disdaining  idie  play, 
That  I  can  be  as  grave  and  dali  as  they. 

Thus  far  in  sport — nor  let  half  patriots,  those 
Who  shrink  from  ev'ry  blast  of  pow'r  wfaich  blowt; 
Who  with  tamę  Cowardice  familiar  growo, 
Woułd  hear  my  thoughts,  but  fear  tospeak  theirowD ; 
Who  (]e8t  bold  truths,  to  do  sago  Pradeoce  spite, 
Should  burst  the  portais  of  their  lips  by  night, 
lYemble  to  trust  themselyes  one  hour  in  sleep) 
Condemn  oar  course,  and  hołd  our  caution  cheap* 
When  brave  Occasion  bids,  lor  some  gfeat  end 
When  Hononr  calls  the  poet  as  a  ftiend, 
Then  shall  they  findn^that,  e'en  on  danger'»  brink, 
He  dares  to  speak»  trhat  they  scaree  dare  to  think. 
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How  much  mistaken  are  tłie  men,  who  think 

That  all  who  will,  without  restraint,  may  driok, 

May  largely  drink,  e'en  till  their  bowełs  burst, 

Pleading  no  right  but  merely  that  of  thirst, 

At  the  pure  waters  of  the  living  weU, 

Beside  whose  streams  the  Muses  love  to  dwell  f 

Yerse  is  with  tbem  a  knack,  aa  idle  toy, 

A  rattle  gilded  o'er,  on  which  a  boy 

May  play  untaught,  wfailst,  without  art  or  foroe. 

Make  it  but  jingle,  musie  oomes  of  course. 

Little  do  such  men  know  the  totl,  the  pains, 
The  daily,  nigbtly  racking  of  the  brains. 
To  rangę  the  thoughts,  the  matter  tę  digest. 
To  cuU  fit  phrases,  and  reject  the  rest ; 
To  know  the  times  when  Uumour  on  the  cheek 
Of  Mirth  may  hołd  her  sports;  when  Wit  should 

speak. 
And  when  be  silent ;  when  to  use  the  pow'rs 
Of  ornament,  and  how  to  place  the  flow^rs, 
So  that  they  nettber  give  a  tawdry  glare. 
Nor  waste  their  sweetness  in  the  desert  air; 
To  form  (which  few  can  do,  and  scarcely  one. 
One  critic  in  an  age  can  find,  when  done) 
To  form  a  plan,  to  strike  a  grand  outline, 
To  fiU  it  up,  and  make  the  picture  shine 
A  fnll,  and  perfect  piece;  to  make  coy  Rhjnne 
Renounce  her  foliies,  and  with  Scnse  keep  time ; 
To  make  proud  Sense  against  her  naturę  bend. 
And  wear  the  chains  of  Rhjrme,  yet  cali  her  friend. 

Some  fops  there  are,  among  the  scribbling  tribe, 
Who  make  it  all  their  business  to  describe. 
No  matter  wbether  in,  or  out  of  place ; 
Studious  of  finery,  and  fond  of  laoe, 
Alike  they  trim,  as  coxcomb  Fancy  brings, 
The  ragt  of  beggars,  and  the  robes  of  kings. 
Let  duli  Propriettf  in  state  preside 
0'er  her  duli  children,  Naturę  is  their  guide, 
Wild  Naturę,  who  at  random  breaks  the  fence 
Of  those  tamę  drudges,  JudgmerU,  Tatte,  and  Sauef 
Nor  would  fofigire  herself  the  migbty  crime 
Of  keeping  terms  with  Penofh  P/oee,  and  Time. 

Let  liguid  gold  emblaie  the  Sun  at  noou, 
With  borrow^d  beams  let  stlver;M^  tbe  Mooo, 
Let  surg€s  hoarse  tash  the  resounding  shore, 
Let  streams  sieam/er,  and  let  torrents  roor, 
Let  them  breed  up  the  melantholp  breeBe 
To  $igh  wUh  tigfttttgt  9oh  with  sobkkng  łr€tt. 


Let  Tales  embrMrtf  wear,  let  flo«'n  be  Imę^d 
With  Tarious  tinis^  ^  clouds  heloi^dw/roig^d, 
They  hare  their  wish;  like  idle  sfiooaich  boya, 
Neglecting  things  of  weight,  tlwy  sif  h  for  tofyt : 
Oive  them  the  crpwn,  the  sceptre,  wid  the  robę, 
Who  will  may  take  the  pow*r,  and  rule  the  gftobe. 

Others  there  are,  who,  in  one  solemn  paoc^ 
With  as  much  zeal  as  quaken  raił  at  lace^ 
Railing  at  needfuł  ornament,  depend 
On  Sense  to  bring  tbem  te  their  jouniey^  and. 
They  would  not  (HeaT'n  forbid !)  their  ooune  dehy, 
Nor  for  a  moment  step  out  of  their  way. 
To  make  the  barren  road  those  graces  wear» 
Which  Naturę  would,  if  pleas'd,  ha^e  planted  there. 
Yain  men !  who,  blindly  thwartiag  Natura^  płaa, 
Ne^er  ftnd  a  paSMge  to  the  beart  of  man; 
Who,  bred  'mongst  fogs  in  academic  laod, 
Scom  er^ry  thing  they.  do  not  nndentand ; 
Who^  destitute  of  humour,  wi^  and  taste, 
Let  all  their  little  knowle^  run  to  waste. 
And  frostrale  each  good  purpoae,  whilst  tbey  wear 
The  robes  of  Leaming  with  a  s]ovcn'8  air. 
\  Though  solid  reas^ning  ams  each  slerling  linę, 
Though  lYuth  dedares  aloud,  **  This  work  is  minę,' 
Vice,  whilst  ttom  page  to  page  doli  morals  eieep^ 
Throws  1^  tbe  book,  and  Yirtue  fiUls  asleep. 

■  Sense,  merę,  dtUi^forwuU  Sense,  io  this  gay  toaa 
Must  have  some  velucle  to  pass  her  down. 
Nor  can  she  for  an  hour  ensure  ber  reign, 
Unless  she  brings  foir  Pleasure  in  her  traia. 
Let  her,  from  &y  to  day,  iiom  year  to  year, 
In  all  her  grare  aolemnities  appear. 
And,  with  the  voice  of  trumpets,  throngh  tbestreets 
Deal  lectures  out  to  eY^ry  ooe  she  mceta, 
Half  who  pass  by  are  deaf,  and  t*  otber  half 
Can  hear  indeed,  but  oniy  hear  to  laogh. 

Quit  then,  ye  gra^er  sons  of  letter^d  Pridę, 
Taking  for  onoe  Eacperience  as  a  guide, 
Quit  this  graud  erronr,  this  duli  coiiege  modę; 
Be  your  pursuits  the  same,  but  ćhange  tbe  nad; 
Write,  or  at  leaat  appear  to  wiiCe  wiUi  ease^ 
And,  if  you  mean  to  profit,  leam  to  please. 

In  Yain  for  such  mistakes  they  pardon  claim, 
Because  they  wield  the  pen  in  Viitue's  name. 
Thrice  sacred  is  that  name,  thrice  bieas^d  tbe  asa 
Who  thinks,  speaks,  writes,  and  llrcs  on  such  a  piso  J 
This,  m  himsel^  himself  of  coune  must  hless. 
But  cannot  with  the  world  promote  success. 
He  may  be  strong,  but  with  efiect  to  qpeak, 
Should  recdlect  his  readers  may  be  weak ; 
Plain,  rigid  truths,  which  saints  with  comfort  besr. 
Will  make  the  sinner  tremUe,  and  de^Mur. 
True  Yirtue  acts  from  love,'and  the  great  end 
At  which  she  nobly  aims,  is  to  amend; 
How  then  do  those  mistake,  who  arm  ber  laws 
With  rigour  not  their  own,  and  hurt  the  caose 
lliey  mean  to  help,  whilst  with  a  zealot  ntge 
They  make  that  goddess,  whom  they  'd  haYcengaga 
Our  dearest  love,  in  bideous  terroor  lise  ! 
Such  may  be  bonest,  but  they  can't  be  wise. 
In  her  own  fuli,  .and  perfect  Uase  of  light, 
Yirtue  breaks  forth  too  strong  for  hnmaa  aight: 
The  dazzled  eye,  that  nioe  but  weaker  sense^ 
Shuts  herself  up  in  darkness  for  defonce. 
But,  to  make  ctroog  oonviction  deeper  sink. 
To  make  the  calloos  foel,  tbe  theugfatless  think, 
like  God  madę  Man,  she  lays  her  glory  by. 
And  beams4aild  oomfort  on  the  ravish*d  eye. 
In  eaniest  most,  when  moit  abe  seems  in  jest^ 
She  worms  into^  and  winda  aranad  the  braot^ 
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Tb  ooinqaer  Vlee,  of  Vice  appearg  the  fńend, 

And  seeiDs  rnilike  hienelf  to  gain  her  end. 

Tbe  loiis  of  Sin,  to  wbile  away  the  time 

Whicb  lingers  od  their  handr,  pf  each  blade  crime 

To  hiuh  t£e  painful  memoiy,  and  keep 

The  tyiant  CoiMeience  in  dełusiTe  sleep, 

Re«d  00  at  randoni,  nor  auspect  the  dart, 

Until  they  ftnd  it  rooted  in  their  heait. 

'Gfthist  Tioe  tbey  gire  their  Tote^  nor  knov  at  first 

ThaŁ,  conin^  that,  tbemseltes  too  they  have  cursM ; 

They  tee  not,  till  they  h\\  into  the  snares, 

Del uded  into  ^rtue  unawares. 

Hhjs  tbe  shrewd  doctor,  m  the  spleen-strock  mind 

When  pregnant  horroor  0:ts,  and  broods  o'er  wind, 

Discarding  drugs,  and  striThig  how  to  please, 

Lores  ob  inseosibly,  by  slow  degr^es, 

The  patient  to  those  manly  sports,  which  bind 

The  slacken^d  sinewa,  and  reiiere  the  mind ; 

Hie  pati<mt  feels  a  ohange  as  wroiight  by  stealth, 

Aad  wonders  on  demand  to  find  it  health. 

Some  few,  wbom  Fale  ordain'd  to  deal  in  rhymes 
In  other  lands,  and  here,  m  other  times, 
WhoDi,  waking  at  their  birth^  ihe  fmdvĄfe  Muse 
Sprinkled  all  ovęr  with  CastaKan"  dews, 
To  wbom  true  Genitts  cave  bis  magio  pen, 
Wbom  Art  by  jnst  degrecs  led  up  tomen ; 
Some  few,  estremes  wełl  shunn^d,  ha^e  8teer'd  be- 

tween 
These  dang'ioos  rocks,  and  held  tbe  golden  mcan : 
Seme  in  their  worka  natntains  her  proper  atate, 
Bnt  nerer  deeps,  or  kiboun  with  ber  weight ; 
Orace  makes  the  whole  look  elegant  and  gay, 
Bot  ne«er  dares  from  Senae  to  nm  astray : 
So  oice  tbe  master*!  touch,  so  great  his  care, 
The  oolours  boldfy  glow,  not  idly  glare ; 
Mutoally  giving  aind  receiring  aid, 
They  set  each  other  off,  like  light  and  shade, 
And,  as  by  steai^h,  with  so  much  softneas  blend, 
Tm  bard  to  say,  where  they  begin  er  end : 
Botb  ghre  os  ehanm,  and  neither  gives  o^Tence ; 
Sease  perfects  Orace,  and  Crace  enlirens  Sense. 

l¥ace  to  the  men  who  these  high  honours  claim, 
Heslth  to  their  sonis,  and  to  their  mem'ries  famę: 
Be  it  my  task,  imd  no  mean  task,  to  teach 
A  re?'rence  for  that  wonh  I  cannot  reacb : 
Let  me  at  distance,  with  a  steady  eye, 
Obserre,  and  mark  their  pesaage  to  the  sky; 
From  envy  free,  applaud  such  risiog  worth. 
And  pnuse  their  Hear^n,  though  piińonM  down  to 

Earth.    • 
Had  I  the  pow*r,  1  conid  not  have  the  timc, 
Whilst  sptrits  flow,  and  life  is  in  her  prime, 
Without  a  sin  ^^inst  Pleasnre,  to  design 
A  plan,  to  methodize  eacb  thonght,  each  tine 
^  fiighiy  to  finisb,  and  make  ev'ry  grace, 
In  itseif  cbarming,  take  new  charms  from  place. 
Kothing  of  books,  and  little  known  of  men, 
Wben  tbe  mad  fit  oontes  on,  I  setze  the  pen, 
Rough  as  they  run,  the  rapid  thoughts  set  down, 
RoDgh  as  they  run,  discharge  them  on  the  town: 
Henoe  rude,  unAiish^d  brats,  befbre  their  ttrae, 
Are  boru  into  this  idte  world  of  rhyme, 
And  tbe  poor  tlatiem  Mnse  is  brought  to  bed 
With  all  her  imperfections  on  her  head. 
SoMy  88  no  life  appears,  no  polses  play         [^>^y> 
IlutNigh  the  duH  dubious  mass,  no  breath  makes 
Doubt,  greatly  doubt,  till  for  a  ^ lass  they  cali, 
Wheiber  the  child  can  be  baptizM  at  atl : 
Otbers,  on  other  grounds,  objections  frame. 
And,  granting  that  the  child  may  bave  a  aame. 


Donbt,  as  the  sex  roight  well  a  midwife  pose, 
Whether  they  shoiild  baptize  it,  Vevse  or  Prose. 

£*en  what  my  mastera  piease;  bards,  mild,  meek 
In  love  to  critics  stiimble  iiow  and  tben.         [men, 
Something  I  do  myself,  and  aomething  too, 
If  they  can  do  it,  leaTe  for  them  to  do. 
In  the  smali  ćompass  of  my  careless  page 
Critics  may  find  employment  for  an  age; 
Without  my  blundere  they  were  all  undooe ; 
I  twenty  feed,  where  Mason  can  feed  one. 

Wben  Satire  Moops,  unmindful  of  her  stttte, 
To  praise  the  man  I*  love,  cnne  him  I  hate; 
Wben  Sense,  in  tides  of  pąssion  borne  along, 
Sinking  to  prose,  degrades  the  name  of  song ; 
The  censor  smiles,  and,  whilat  my  credit  bleeds, 
V\1th  as  high  relish  on  the  canion  feeds 
As  the  proud  earl  fed  at  a  tnnle  feast, 
Who,  tum'd  by  glnttony  to  worse  than  beast, 
Kat,  till  bis  bowels  gn8b*d  npon  the  floor, 
Yet  stłll  eat  on,  and  dying  calFd  9m  morę. 

Wben  /(ooie  Digresńon,  like  a -colt  unbrdke, 
Spnming  C&nneettony  and  her  fimnal  yoke, 
Bounds  through  the  forest,  wanders  far  astray 
From  the  known  path,  and  loves  to  lose  ber  way, 
lis  a  fuli  feast  to  all  tbe  mongrel  pack 
To  nm  the  rambler  down,  and  bring  her  back« 

When  gay  Bescription,  Fancy's  Hiry  child, 
Wild  without  art,  and  ye^  with  pleasure  wild, 
Waking  with  Naturę  at  the  mommg  bonr 
To  tlie  lark*s  cali,  walks  o*er  the  op^ning  flow^r 
Wbich  largely  drank  all  night  of  HeaTen'B  fresh  dew. 
And  like  a  raountain  njrmpb  of  Dian's  crew, 
So  lightly  walks,  she  not  one  mark  imprints. 
Nor  brushes  off  the  dews,  nor  soils  the  tints ; 
When  thus  Description  sports,  e^en  at  tbe  time 
That  drums  shoold  beat,  and  cannons  roar  in  rhyme, 
Critics  can  live  on  sucb  a  fault  as  that 
From  one  month  to  the  other,  and  grow  Ibt. 

Ye  mighty  numtMij  judges,  in  a  deartb 
Of  letter^d  blockheads,  conscions  of  the  worth 
Of  my  materialSk  which  agańst  yoor  will 
Oft  yonVe  oomfess^d,  and  shall  confess  it  still ; 
Materials  rich  though  rude,  inflam'd  with  thought, 
Though  moce  by  Fancy  than  by  Judgment  wrought; 
Take,  use  them  as  your  own,  a  work  begin, 
Which  suits  yoor  genius  well,  and  weave  them  in, 
Fram^d  for  the  crilic  ioom,  with  critic  art, 
Till  thread  on  thread  depcśiding,  part  on  part, 
Colour  with  colonr  mingling,  light  with  shade. 
To  your  duli  taste  a  fbrmal  work  is  madę. 
And,  haying  wrought  them  into  one  grand  piece, 
Swears  it  sorpasses  Romę,  and  riTals  Grcece. 

Nor  think  this  much,  for  at  one  single  word, 
Soon  as  the  mighty  critic /a<V  heard. 
Science  attends  their  cali ;  their  pow'r  is  own  d ; 
Order  takes  place,  and  Genius  is  dethron*d  ! 
Letters  dance  into  books,  defiance  hnrPd 
At  means,  as  atoms  dancM  into  a  world. 

Me  higher  business  calls,  a  greater  plan, 
Worthy  man's  whole  employ,  the  good  of  man, 
The  good  of  man  committed  io  my  charge : 
If  idle  Fancy  rambles  forth  at  large, 
Careless  of  such  a  tmst,  these  harmless  lays 
May  Friendship  en^y,  and  may  Folly  fnnise; 
The  crown  of  Gotbam  may  some  Scot  assume, 
And  Tagrant  Stnarts  retgn  in  Chnrchiirs  room. 

O  my  poor  people,  O  thou  wretched  cartb. 
To  whose  dear  loro,  though  not  engagM  by  birth. 
My  heart  is  fis^d,  my  service  deeply  swom, 
How  (by  thy  father  can  that  tbought  be  borne. 
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For  monarchs,  wonid  they  all  bat  think  like  me, 
Are  ooly  fathen  io  the  beat  degree) 
How  mast  thy  glories  fade,  in  e^^ry  land 
Thy  name  be  layghM  to  flcorn,  thy  mighty  hand 
Be  sboitenM,  and  thy  zeal,  by  ibes  confeM'd, 
BlessM  in  thyself,  to  make  thy  neighbours  bless'd, 
Be  robb*d  of  Tigonr !  how  must  Freedom*s  pile, 
The  boast  of  ages,  which  adonis  the  isle, 
And  makes  it  great  and  głorious,  fear'd  abroad. 
Happy  at  home,  secuve  from  foróe  and  fraud, 
How  must  that  pile,  by  ancient  wisdom  'raia*d 
On  a  firm  rock,  by  frieiids  admir^d  and  praisM, 
Envy'd  by  foes,  and  ;wonder'd  at  by  all, 
In  one  short  moment  into  ruins  fali, 
Should  any  slip  of  Stuart'8  tyrant  race, 
Cr  bastard  or  legitimate,  disgrace 
Thy  royal  seat  of  empire !  Bat  what  care, 
What  sorrow  mast  be  minę,  what  deep  despair 
And  seif-reproacbes,  should  that  hated  linę 
Admittance  gain  through  any  fault  of  minę ! 
Car8'd  be  the  canse  whence  6otham's  evils  spring, 
Though  that  curs'd  cause  be  fbund  in  Gotham^s 
king. 

Let  War,  with  all  his  needy,  ruffian  band, 
In  pomp  of  horrour  stalk  through  Gotham*s  land  . 
Kneę-deep  in  blood ;  let  all  her  stately  tow'r8 
Sink  in  the  dust ;  that  oourt  which  now  is  our^ 
Become  a  den,  where  beasts  may,  if  they  can, 
A  lodging  find,  nor  fear  rebuke  fióm  man ; 
Where  yellow  harvests  rise,  be  brambles  found ; 
Where  vines  now  creep,  let  thistles  curse  the  ground ; 
Dry  in  her  thousand  Tallies  be  the  rills ; 
Barren  the  cattle  on  her  thousand  hills ; 
Where  PowV  is  p1ac'd,  let  tigers  prowl  for  prey; 
Where  Justice  lodges,  let  wild  asses  bray; 
Letcormorants  in  churches  make  their  nest. 
And  on  the  saib  of  commerce  bittems  rest ; 
Be  all,. though  princes  in  the  Earth  before, 
Her  merchants  bankropts,  and  her  marts  no  morę; 
Much  rather  would  I,  might  the  will  of  Fate 
Give  me  to  choose,  see  Gotham's  ruin'd  state 
By  ills  on  ills  thus  to  the  earth  weighM  dową, 
Tban  lirę  to  see  a  SŁqart  wear  a  crown. 

Let  HeaT*n  in  yengeance  arm  all  Nąture^s  host, 
Those  servants  who  their  Maker  know,  who  boast 
Obedience  as  their  glory,  and  fulfil, 
Unque8tion'd,  their  great  Master^s  sarred  will; 
Let  raging  winds  root  up  the  boiling  decp, 
And,  with  d<!struction  big,  o*er  Gotham  sweep ; 
Let  rains  rush  down,  till  Faith  with  doubtful  eye 
Looks  for  the  sign  of  Mercy  in  the  sky ; 
Let  Pestilence  in  all  her  horrours  rise  j 
Where'er  I  tum,  let  Famine  blast  my  eyes ; 
Let  the  Earth  yawn,  and,  ere  thejr^e  tiule  to  think, 
In  the  deep  gulf  let  all  my  subjects  sink 
Before  my  eyes,  whilst  on  the  verge  I  reel ; 
Feeling,  but  as  a  monarch  ought  to  feel, 
Not  ibr  msrself,  but  them,  I  'U  kiss  the  rod. 
And,  having  own'd  the  justice  of  my  God, 
Myself  with  firmness  to  the  ruin  give. 
And  die  with  those  for  whom  I  w^'d  to  live. 

This  (but  may  Heaven*s  morę  merciful  decrees 
Ne'er  tempt  his  ser^ant  with  such  ills  as  these) 
Hiis,  or  my  soul  deceives  me,  I  could  bear ; 
But  that  the  Stuart  race  my  crown  should  wear, 
That  crown,  where,  higbly  cherishM,  Freedom  shone 
Bright  as  the  glories  of  the  mid-day  Sun ; 
Bom  and  bred  slares,  that  they,  lvith  proud  misrulę, 
Should  make  brave,  (reo^bora  men,  like  boys  at 
scboot. 


To  the  whip  crouch  and  tremble>— O,  that  thoughtf 
The  Iab*ring  brain  is  e'ett  to  madness  bnught 
By  the  dread  Yuaoa ;  atthe  merę  surmiae 
The  thronging  spirits,  as  in  tumoit,  rise ; 
My  heart,  as  for  a  passage,  loudiy  beals, 
And,  tura  me  where  I  wiU,  distraction  meete. 

O  my  brave  fellows,  great  in  arts  and  anns, 
The  wooder  of  the  Earth,  whom  glory  wanns 
To  high  achieyements,  can  your  spirits  beod 
Through  base  control  (ye  never-caii  descend 
So  Iow  by  chotce)  to  wear  a  tyrant^S  chainy   . 
Or  let,  in  Freedom*s  seat,  a  Stuart  reign  ? 
]f  Famę,  who  hath  for  ages  far  aiul  w^e 
Spread  in  all  realms  the  cowardice,  the  pńde, 
Tlie  tjrranny  and  ialsehood  of  those  lords, 
Contents  you  not,  search  England's  fiur  records, 
England,  where  fint  tlie  breath  of  life  I  drew, 
Where  next  to  Gotham  my  best  love  b  due, 
Thereonce  they  rard,  though  crush'd  by  Wiilias^ 

hand, 
They  raVd  no  morę,  to  curse  that  bappy  land. 

The  Jirsłt  who,  from  his  native  soil  remov'd, 
Held  England*8  sceptre,  a  tamę  tyrant  prorM : 
Yirtue  he  lack*d,  eursM  with  those  thottghts  whidi 
In  souls  of  Yulgar  siamp  to  be  a  king;  [spiinc 

Spirit  he  had  not,  though  he  laugh*d  at  laws, 
To  play  the  bold«fac'd  tyrant  with  applause; 
On  practices  most  mean  he  rais'd  his  pridę. 
And  Crafl  oft  ga^e,  what  Wisdom  oft  denied. 

Ne'er  could  be  feel  how  truły  man  is  blest 
In  blessing  those  around  him ;  in  his  breast, 
Crowded  with  foliies,  Honour  fotind  no  room ; 
Mark*d  for  a  oowaid  in  his  motfaer's  womb, 
He  was  too  proud  without  affironts  to  live, 
Too  timourous  to  punish  or  forgire. 

To  gain  a  crown,  which  had  in  conrae  of  time, 
By  fair  descent,  been  his  without  a  orime, 
He  borę  a  mother^s  eaiłe ;  to  secare 
A  greater  crown,  he  basely  coułd  eodure 
The  spilling  of  her  blood  by  foreign  knife. 
Nor  dar^d  revenge  her  death  who  ga^e  him  life; 
Nay,  by  fond  fear  and  fond  ambition  led,      [shed. 
Struck  hands  with  those  by  whom  her  blood  was 

CalPd  up  to  pow'r,  scaroe  warm  on  Engiand'i 
throne, 
He  filPd  her  court  with  beggars  from  bis  own: 
Tura  where  you  would,  the  eye  with  Scots  wai 

caught, 
Or  Ełijglish  knaTes  who  would  be  Scotsmen  tfaought 
To  yain  expense  unbounded  loose  he  gave, 
The  dupę  of  minions,  and  of  slaves  the  sla^e ; 
On  faise  pretences  mighty  sums  he  rais*d,  ^{prais^: 
And  danin*d  those  senates  rich,  whom,  poor,  be 
From  empire  thrown,  and  doom'd  Ło  beg  her  bitad, 
On  foreign  bounty  whilst  la  daugfater  >  fed, 
He  lavish'd  sums,  for  her  receivM,  on  men 
Whose  names  would^fix  disbonour  on  my  peik 

Lies  were  his  playthings,  parliaments  his  sport, 
Book-worms  and  catamites  engro8s'd  the  couit: 
Yain  of  the  scholar,  like  all  Scotsmen  sińce, 
The  pedant  scholar,  he  forgot  the  pńnce. 
And  having  with  soine  trifles  steryd  his  brain, 
Ne'er  leam^d,  or  wisbM  to  leara  the  arts  to  reignp 
Enough  he  kuew  to  make  him  vain  and  proud, 
Mock'd  by  the  wise,  the  wonder  of  the  crowd; 
False  iriend,  faIse  son,  fislse  father,  and  false  kii^ 
False  wit,  false  statesmau,  and  false  e^^ry  thin& 

s  The  queen  of  Bohemia,  grandmotfaer  of  Geoifs 
the  First  ^ 
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Whea  be  Ihoold  tct,  he  tdiy  cbose  to  prate, 

Aad  puDphIets  wTOte»  when  he  should  sa^e  tbe  Btate. 

Religioas,  if  religioa  holds  ia  whim, 
To  talk  with  all,  he  leC  all  talk  with  him, 
Not  00  God^  boD6ar,  but  his  own  intent, 
Kot  for  reli^n^s  sake  but  ar^ment ; 
Morę  Yam,  if  mme  t\y,  artful,  High-Duteh  slave, 
Or,  ftom  the  Jesuii  scbool,  some  preck>uK  knave 
Convicti(m  feignM,  than  if,  to  peace  re9tor'd 
By  bis  fuU  soldierśhip,  worlds  baiPd  him  lord. 

Pow^r  was  his  arish,  uubounded  as  his  will, 
Tbe  pow*r,  witboot  contfol,  of  doing  ill. 

But  what  he  wish*d,  what  be  madę  bhhops  preach, 
And  itatetmen  wanmnt,  hting  within  his  reach 
He  dar^d  not  seice  ;  Fear  gare,  to  gali  bis  pride, 
That  freedom  to  the  realm  his  will  denied. 

Of  treaties  fbnd,  o^erweening  of  bis  parts, 
Id  cwYy  ireaty  of  his  own  mean  aits 
He  fell  tbe  dupę :  peace  was  his  eowapd  care, 
Feo  at  a  time  when  Justice  call*d  for  war : 
His  pen  he  *d  draw,  to  proTe  his  lack  of  wit. 
Bot  ratber  than  unsheath  the  sword,  sabmit. 
Tnitb  fairly  must  record,  and,  pleasM  to  live 
fal  leagoe  with  Mercy,  Justice  may  forgive 
Kingdoras  betaayM,  and  worlds  resign'd  to  Spain, 
Bot  never  can  forgive  a  Raleigh  slain. 

At  leogth  (with  white  letTreedom  mark  that  year) 
Not  fear^d  by  tbose,  whom  most  he  wishM  to  fear, 
Not  lovM  by  thoee,  whom  most  he  wish*d  to  k>Te, 
He  went  to  answer  for  his  faults  above; 
To  answer  to  that  God,  from  whom  alone 
\   He  claim'd  to  hołd,  aud  to  abuse  the  throne ; 
Lea?ing  behind,  a  cnrse  to  all  his  linę, 
Hie  bloody  legacy  of  rigbt  divine. 

With  many  Tirtaes  which  a  radiance  fling 
Roaod  private  men ;  with  few  wbicfa  grace  a  king, 
And  ^leak  the  monarch ;  at  the  time  of  life 
Wben  Fassion  holds  with  Reason  doubtfal  strife, 
Siicceeded  Charles,  by  a  mean  sire  undooe, 
Wbo  eoTied  Tirtue  eren  in  a  son. 

His  yoath  was  froward,  turbulent,  and  wild; 
He  took  tbe  man  up,  ere  he  left  the  cbild ; 
Hife  iool  was  eager  for  imperial  sway, 
Ere  he  had  leam^d  the  lesaon  to  obey. 
SuriDonded  by  a  fawning*  flattering  throng, 
Jadginent  each  day  grew  weak,  and  humour  stnmg: 
MTudom  was  treated  as  a  noisome  weed> 
And  all  bis  follies  let  to  run  to  seed. 

What  ills  fromsiich  beginnings  needs  must  spring! 
What  ills  to  such  a  land  from  soch  a  king ! 
What  coukl  she  hope !  what  had  she  not  to  fear ! 
Base  Backmgfaam  pos6e8s*d  his  jrootfaful  ear; 
Sbaflmd  and  Laud,  when  mounted  on  the  throne, 
Eogross^d  his  kyve,  and  madę  him  all  their  own; 
Stnflbrd  aud  Laud,  wbo  boldly'dar'd  avow 
Tbe  trait'rous  doctriues  taught  by  Tories  now : 
Each  Btrore  t*  undo  him,  in  his  tom  and  hour, 
The  fint  with  pleasure*  and  the  last  with  pow'r. 

Thioking  (yain  thonght,  disgraceful  to  the  throne !) 
That  all  mankind  were  madę  for  kings  alone, 
That  subjects  were  but  slaves,  and  what  was  whim 
Or  wone  in  oommon  men,  was  law  in  him ; 
Drank  with  preroga^ioe,  which  Pate  decreed 
Toguard  good  kings,  and  tyranu  to  mislead; 
Which  in  a  fair  proportion,  to  deoy 
Allegiance  dans  not;  which  to  hołd  too  high 
No  good  can  wish,  no  coward  king  can  dare. 
And  beld  too  high,  no  English  subject  bear  ; 
Beneg^d  by  men  of  deep  and  subtle  arts. 
Men  Toid  of  principle,  and.  damn*d  with  partia    ' 


Who  saw  his  weakness,  madę  iheir  king  their  tool, 
Then  most  a  slave,  wben  most  he  seem^d  to  rulc ; 
Taking  all  public  steps  for  private  ends, 
Deceiv'd  by  favourrtes,  whom  he  called  fiiends, 
He  had  not  strength  enough  of  soul  to  find 
That  monarchs,  meant  as  blessings  to  mankind, 
Sink  their  great  state,  and  stamp  their  famę  undontf^ 
When  what  was  meant  for  all  they  give  to  one ; 
Lisfning  uiorious,  whilst  a  woman's  prate 
Modeird  the  church,  and  parceird  out  the  state, 
Whilst  (in  the  state  not  ikiore  than  women  read) 
High-churchmen  preach'd,  and  tum'd  hlspions  head; 
Tutor'd  to  see  with  ministerial  eyes ; 
Forbid  to  bear  a  kyyal  nation^s  cńes ; 
Madę  to  believe  (what  can't  a  fo^^rite  doł) 
He  heard  a  natioo  hearing  one  or  two ; 
Taught  by  8tate-quacks  himself  secnre  to  think, 
And  out  of  danger  e'en  on  danger's  brink ; 
Whilst  poVr  was  daily  crumbling  from  his  band, 
Whilst  murmuTs  ran  through  an  intulted  land, 
As  if  to  sanction  tyrants  HeaT^n  was  bound, 
He  proudly  sought  the  ruin  which  he  found. 

TWelve  years,  twelve  tediousand  ingloriousyears, 
Did  England,  crushM  by  powV  and  awM  by  foars, 
Whilst  prood  Oppression  struck  at  Freedom^s  root. 
Lament  ber  senates  lost,  ber  Hampden  mute. 
Ulegał  taxes  and  oppressiye  loans, 
In  spite  of  all  her  pride,  callM  forth  her  groans; 
Patience  was  heard  her  griefe  aloud  to  tell, 
And  Loyalty  was  tempted  to  rebei. 

Each  day  new  acts  of  outrage  shook  the  atate, 
New  oourts  were  rais'd  to  give  new  doctriues  weight ; 
State-mquisitions  kept  the  realm  in  awe. 
And  cursM  tłar-chambers  madę,  or  rulM  tbe  law; 
Junes  were  pack*d,  and  jodges  were  unsound ; 
Through  the  whole  kingdom  not  one  Pratt  was  found. 

From  the  first  moments  of  his  giddy  youth 
He  hated  senates,  for  they  told  him  truth. 
At  length  against  his  will  compeird  to  treat, 
Tbose  whom  he  conld  not  fright,  he  stroje  to  cheat, 
With  base  dissembling  ev*ry  gnevance  heard. 
And,  often  giving,  oftoi  broke  his  word.    ■ 
O  where  shall  helpless  Trdth  for  refuge  fly, 
If  kings,  who  should  protect  her,  dare  to  lie  } 

Tbose  who,  the  generał  good  their  real  aim, 
Sought  in  their  oountry's  good  their  monarch's  famę  ;  , 
Those  who  were  anxi6us  for  his  safety ;  those 
Who  were  inducM  by  duty  to  oppose ; 
Their  truth  suspected,  and  their  worth  unknown, 
He  beld  as  fbes,  and  traitors  to  his  throne ; 
Nor  found  his  fktal  errour  till  the  hour 
Of  saving  him  was  gone  and  past ;  till  powY 
Had  shifted  bands,  to  blast  his  hapless  reign, 
Making  their  faith  and  his  repentanoe  vain. 

Hence  (be  that  curse  confin'd  to  Gotham's  foet) 
War,  dread  to  mention,  ciTil  war  arose;     ' 
Ali  acts  of  outrage,  and  all  acta  of  shame, 
Stalk'd  forth  at  large,  di8gnis'd  with  Honour^t  name  ; 
Rebellion,  raising  high  her  bloody  band, 
Spread  universal  haTOC  through  the  land ; 
With  zeal  for  party,  and  with  passion  drunk, 
In  publłC  ragę  all  private  love  was  sunk; 
Friend  against  friend,  Urother  'gainst  brother  stood. 
And  the  son'8  weapon  drank  the  fother's  blood ; 
Naturę,  aghast,  and  fearful  lest  her  reign 
Sbould  last  no  longer,  bied  in  ev*ry  Ycin. 

Unhappy  Stuart  I  harshly  though  that  name 
Grates  on  my  ear,  I  should  have  died  with  shame. 
To  see  my  king  before  his  subjects  stand. 
And  at  their  bar  hołd  up  his  royal  hand; 
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At  their  commaiids  to  hear  the  moparch  plead* 
By  their  decrees  to  see  that  numarch  bleed. 
What  though  thy  fiiults  were  many,  and  were  great, 
What  tbough  they  shook  the  bases  of  the  state, 
hi  royałty  secure  tby  penon  stood,    . 
And  aacred  was  tbe  fountain  of  thy  blood. 
Vile  roinisters,  who  dar^d  abuse  their  trust, 
Who  dar*d  aeduce  a  king  to  be  unjast,        [strong, 
Yengeance,  with  Justice  ]eagu'd,  with  Pow'r  madę 
Ilad  nobly  cru8h'd :  Me  king  could  do  no  wrong. 

Yet  grieve  not,  Cbaries,  nor  thy  bard  fortunes 
blame; 
They  took  thy  life,  but  they  flecnrM  thy  famę. 
Their  greater  cńmes  madę  thtne  like  t peeks  appear, 
From  which  the  Sun  in  glory  is  not  elear. 
Had'tt  thou  in  peace  and.yean  resign^d  thy  breath 
At  Nature>ft  cali ;  had*st  thou  laid  down  in  death 
As  in  a  sleep ;  thy  name,  by  Justice  borne 
On  the  four  winds,  had  been  in  pieces  tom. 
Pity,  the  virtue  of  a  gen'r(His  aoul, 
Sometimes  the  viee,  baih  madę  thy  mem*ry  whole. 
Misfortunes  gave  what  Yirtne  conld  not  gtYe, 
And  bade,  the  tyrant  slain,  the  martjnr  lłve. 

Ye  princes  of  the  Earth,  ye  mighty  few, 
Who»  worlds  subduing,  can^t  yoarsel^es  subdne ; 
Who,  goodnesi  •com'd,  wish  only  to  be  great, 
Whote  breath  is  blasting,  and  whoie  voice  is  &te  j 
Who  own  no  law»  uo  reason  but  your  wiU, 
And  scom  reatraint,  thoogh  'tis  Irom  doing  \\\ ; 
Who  of  all  pasaions  groan  beneath  the  worst, 
Tben  only  blen^d  wben  they  make  others  curst ; 
Think  not  for  wrongs  like  these  unaoonrg^d  to  live ; 
Łcmg  may  ye  sin,  suód  long  may  HeaT^n  forgi^e  : 
But  whan  ye  least  espect,  in  aorrow^s  day, 
Yengeance  shall  &I1  morę  heavy  for  delay ; 
Nor  think  that  yengeance  heap^d  on  yon  alone 
Shall  (poor  amends)  for  n^ur^d  worids  atone : 
No ;  like  some  base  distemper,  which  remains, 
Transmitted  from  the  tainted  iather's  veins» 
In  the  80n'8  blood,  such  broad  and  gen*ral  crimes 
Shall  cali  down  ▼engeanoe  e^en  to  lateit  times. 
Cali  yengeance  down  oo  all  who  bear  yonr  name, 
And  make  thdr  portion  bittemess  and  shame. 

From  land  to  land  for  years  oompeU'd  to  roam, 
Whiist  Uturpation  lorded  it  at  home, 
Of  mąjcąty  nnmindful,  forc^d  to  fly, 
Not  daiing,  like  a  king,  to  reign  or  die, 
Recall*d  to  repOMew  his  lawful  throne 
Mora  at  his  peopłe^s  seeking  than  his  own, 
Another  Charie»  socoeeded.    In  the  school 
Of  Tirayel  he  had  leam^i  to  play  the  fooU 
And,  like  pert  pnpils  with  duU  tutors  sent 
To  shame  their  country  on  the  continent, 
From  lóre  of  England  by  long  absence  weanM, 
Fram  e?'ry  ooort  he  er^y  folly  glean^d. 
And  was,  so  doae  do  evtl  hahits  cling, 
Tdl  CTOwn'd,  a  b^rgar;  and  wheneiown*d,  no  king. 

Those  grand  and  gen'ral  pow'rs  which  Heay^n  de* 
ngn'd 
An  instance  of  his  mercy  to  mankind, 
Were  lort,  in  stoms  of  dissipation  hurlM, 
Nor  wonld  he  giye  one  hour  to  bless  a  world; 
£igfater  than  lewity  which  strides  the  blast, 
And  of  the  present  food,  forgets  the  past, 
He  chang^d  and  cbang^d,  bnt,  ey^  hope  to  curse, 
Cbang'd  only  fitmi  one  foUy  to  a  worse; 
State  he  fesign'd  to  those  whom  state  could  please, 
Careless  of  majesty,  his  wish  was  ease ; 
Pleasure,  and  pleasare  only  was  his  ahn  ; 
Kings  of  IfM  wit  might  hunt  tbe  b«bble,  Famę ; 


IDtgnity,  thrwgh  his  reign,  was  madę  a  sport. 
Nor  dar^d  Decorum  show  her  face  at  eouit^ 
Morał  ity  was  held  a  standing  jest* 
Aiid  Faith  a  neoessaiy  fraud  at  bńt ; 
Courtł«i^,  tbeir  roonarch  ever  in  their  yiew, 
P0sses8*d  great  talents,  and  abusM  Łbem  too: 
\\niate*er  was  light,  impeitinent,  and  vain, 
Whate>r  was  loose,  indecent,  and  proCsne, 
(So  ripe  was  JFolly,  Folly  to  aoquit) 
Stood  all  absoWd  in  that  poor  bauble,  WiL 

In  gTatitude,.alas !  but  little  read, 
He  let  his  Csther^s  servants  beg  their  hread, 
His  father*s  faithlul  senrants,  and  his  own, 
To  place  the  foes  of  both  around  his  throne. 

Bad  ooonsels  he  embrao'd  throogh  indoienoe, 
Through  loyeofease,  and  not  throogh  wantoftense] 
He  saw  them  wrong,  but  ratfaer  let  tfaem  go 
As  right,  Ihan  .take  the  pains  to  make  them  sik 

Womeo  rul*d  all,  and  ministers  of  state 
Were  for  oommands  at  toiiettes  foroVl  to  wait ; 
Women,  who  haye,  as  monarchs,  grac^d  the  land. 
But  never  goyem*d  well  at  secood-hand.    _ 

To  make  all  otber  errours  slight  appear, 
In  mem*ry  fiz'd,  stand  Donkirk  and  Tangier ; 
In  mem'ry  fix'd  so  deep,  that  Time  in  yain 
Shall  striye  to  wipe  those  reoords  fkom  the  brsio, 
Amboyna  stands---Gods!  that  a  king  should  hoid 
In  such  high  estimate  yile  paltry  gold. 
And  of  his  duty  be  so  careless  found, 
That,  when  the  blood  of  sobjects  from  the  gromid 
For  yengeanoe  calFd,  he  should  r^ect  tbar  ery, 
And,  brib^d  from  hoiioor»  lay  his  thunders  by, 
Giye  Holland  peaoe,  whiist  Ćnglish  Tiotims  groaa'd, 
And  btttcher^d  subjects  wander*d  umalpn^d! 
O,  dear,  deep  iąjury  to  England*8  fome^ 
To  them,  to  us,  to  all !  to  him,  deep  shame ! 
Of  all  the  pasaions  which  from  frailty  spring 
Ay'rice  is  that  which  least  becomes  a  king. 

To  crown  tbe  whole,  scoming-tbe  public  good, 
Wliich  through  his  reign  he  little  nndentood, 
Or  little  heeded,  with  too  nairow  aim 
He  reassnm'd  a  bigot  brother*s  daim ; 
And,  haying  madę  time-serying  aenates  bow, 
Suddenly  died,  that  brother  bot  kasw  Aovu 

No  matter  how — he  slept  amongst  the  dead, 
Aud  James  his  brother  reigned  in  his  stead. 
But  such  a  reign — so  glaring  an.offence 
In  ey'ry  step  'gainst  freedom,  law,  and  sense, 
'Gainst  all  tbe  rights  of  Nature^s  generał  plan, 
'Gainst  all  which  oonstitates  an  Kngłishman, 
That  the  relation  woułd  merę  fictioo  seem, 
The  moek  creation  oC  a  poet's  dream. 
And  the  -poor  bards  would,  in  this  soeptic  age, 
Appear  as  false  as  łhęir  historian^s  pageu 

Ambitious  FoUy  seiz'd  the  seat  of  Wit« 
Cliristians  were  forc*d  by  bigots  to  sobmit; 
Pride  withont  sense,  without  religion  Z«al, 
Madę  dąring  inraads  on  the  oommon^weal  i 
Stern  Persecution  rais^d  her  iron  rod. 
And  caU'd  the  pride  of  kings,  the  power  of  Gad ; 
Conscieoce  and  Famę  were  sacrific*d  to  Rome^ 
And  Englaud  wept  at  Freedom's  sacred  tonb. 

Her  laws  despisM,  her  constitutiou;wrencb'd 
From  its  due  nafral  frame,  her  rights  retreneh^d 
Beyond  a  ooward^  sufiVance»  consdence  fore*d, 
And  bealińg  justice  finom  the  cromu  diTorc*d, 
Kach  moment  pregnant  with  yiie  acts  of  po«rV« 
Her  jMttrioi  bishops  sentencM  to  the  TowV, 
Her  Oxfo(d  (who  yet  loyes  the  Stuart  name) 
Brandeiwith  aihitary  marks  of  shamę^ 
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$h«  wept^but  w€ci  not  lon^^ ;  to  arms  she  flew, 
At  HoiMHir's  cali  th'  aTengin;  ^ord  she  drew, 
TurnM  aH  her  terroors  on  the  tyrant^s  head. 
And  sent  him  in  despair  to  beg  his  bread ; 
WhiIsŁ  sbe  (may  ev>ry  state  in  rach  distress 
Dtre  with  sach  zeał^  and  meet  witb  soch  success) 
Whilst  sbo  (may  Gotbam,  shoiiłd  my  abject  mind 
Cboose  to  enslaTe  lather  thao  free  mankind, 
Punae  her  ttepB»  tear  the  proud  tsrrant  down, 
Nor  let  me  wear  if  I  abnse  the  crown) 
Whiltt  sbe  (thnmgb  e^^ry  age,  in  e^Yy  land, 
Written  in  goM  let  Re^oliittaii  stand) 
Whilst  she,  iecur'd  in  Hbertjf  and  ^oń, 
Foupd  what  ahe  loaght,  a  sariour  in  Nassau. 
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Cau  the  loiid  mother  tt^m  beiaelf  depart, 
Csa  she  fbirget  the  darling  of  ber  heart, 
The  little  darling  wbom  sbe  borę  and  bced, 
Nun*d  on  ber  knceis  snd  at  ber  boeom  fed  ? 
To  whom  sbe  se6n'd  ber  er^ry  tbongbt  to  gite. 
And  in  wbose  l^e  abNia  sbe  seem'd  to  liire? 
Yes,  from  herself  the  motber  may  depart, 
She  may  ibiget  the  darling  of  her  beart, 
Tlie  little  darling  wbom  she  borę  and  bńd, 
Nors^d  on  her  knees*  and  at  her  boaom  fed. 
To  whom  sbe  stem'd  be^  eY^ry  thoagbt  to  giv«, 
And  m  wbote  lift  alone  sbe  seemM  to  live; 
Bot  I  csmot  fofgeC,  whilst  Hfe  renains. 
And  pomn  ber  current  thinttgh  tfaese  swelling  ▼elns, 
Whilst  Mem'ry  offers  up  at  Reason's  shrine. 
But  I  cannot  forget  tbat  Gotbam^  minę. 

Csn  the  stem  motber,  than  the  bmtes  morę  wild, 
From  ber  disnatur^d  brńst  tear  ber  jrdnng  child ; 
Flesb  of  her  daab,  and  of  ber  bonę  tbe  bonę. 
And  dash  the  smiling  babę  acaintt  a  stone? 
Ycs,  tbe  Stern  motber,  than  the  bmtes  morę  wild, 
From  her  disnator^d  breaat  may  tear  ber  cbild ; 
Fledk  of  her  ilesh,  and  of  ber  bonę  tbe  bonę. 
And  dash  tbe  smiling  babę  agauwt  ^  stone ; 
Bot  I,  (Ibrbid  U  Heav*n ! )  but  I  can  ne'er 
The  lorę  of  Gotbam  Ikon  tbis  boaom  tear ; 
Ckn  ne'er  so  fmx  tme  royahy  perrert 
From  its  £sir  conrse,  to  do  my  people  butt. 

With  how  mncb  ease,  witb  bow  much  confidcnce, 
As  if,  superior  to  aach  grooser  sense, 
BesMo  had  only,  in  fuli  pow*r  array'd. 
To  maailiat  ber  will,  and  be  obay'd. 
Men  make  reaolTesty  and  pass  into  decrees 
The  motions  of  tbe  mind  .  Witb  bow  mach  ease 
la  nićh  resoWes  dotb  passion  make  a  flaw, 
Aad  bring  to  notfaing  what  was.rais'd  to  law  ! 

hiempireyoong,  scaroewann€»Gotbam'stbrone, 
"Hie  dai^peis  and  tbe  sweets  of  'pow*r  nnknown, 
Plets^d,  tbaigb  I  scarce  know  'wby,  like  some 

yoong  cbild, 
Whose  little  senscs  eacfa  new  toy  tums  wild, 
How  do  I  hołd  sweet  dalli^noe  wftb  my  crown, 
And  wantoo  witb  dominion !  bow  lay  down, 
Withoot  the  sanction  of  a  preoedent, 
Roles  ofraost  large  and  absolnte  eztent ; 
Roles,  which  from  sense  of  public  virtQe  spring, 
And  sil  at  once  commence  a  patriot  kmg. 

Bot,  for  the  day  of  trial  is  at  band. 
And  the  whole  fortnnes  of  a  mighty  land 
An  stakM  on  me,  and  all  tbeir  weal  or  woe 
Must  from  jny  good  or  eril  oonduct  fiom. 


Will  I,  or  can  I,  on  a  fbir  reriew, 

As  I  assume  tbat  name,  desenre  it  too  ? 

Have  I  well  wełgh'd  the  great,  the  noble  part  . 

Fm  now  to  play  ?  Have  I  exp1orM  my  heart, 

That  laUyjriath  of  fraud,  tbat  deep  dark  celi, 

Where,  unsaspeoted  e^en  by  me,  may  dwell 

Ten  thousand  follies  ?  Uare  I  found  ont  tbere 

What  I  am  fit  to  do,  and  what  to  bear? 

Haye  I  tracM  er^ry  passion  t^  its  rise, 

Nor  sparM  one  Inrking  seed  of  treach^roos  Tiee  ? 

Have  I  iamillar  with  my  natnre  grown, 

And  am  I  furty  to  myself  madę  known  ? 

A  patriot  king—- Wby,  'tis  a  name  wbich  beara 
The  morę  immediate  stamp  of  Hea^Yi ;  whiohwean 
The  nearest,  best  resemblanoe  we  can  show 
Of  God  above,  throngb  all  his  works  bek»w. 

To  still  tbe  voice  of  Discord  m  tbe  land, 
To  make  weak  FactioQ*s  discunłflwted  band, 
Itetected,  weak»  and  cmmbling  to  decay, 
Witb  bnager  pinch'd»  on  tbeir  own  yitsils  prey ; 
like  bretbren  in  tbe  aelf^^ame  ńnfrests  wann*d, 
Like  diflPrent  bodies  witb  one  soul  informM, 
To  make  a  nation,  nobly  rais'd  above 
All  meaner  tbongbt,  grow  ap  in  common  lorę; 
To  give  tbe  laws  doe  rigonr,  aad  to  bold 
That  sacred  balance,  temperate,  yet  bold, 
Witb  snch  an  eqnal  band,  that  those  wbo  ISear 
May  yet  approve^  and  own  my  jnstioe  elear; 
To  be  a  common  fatber,  to  secnre 
The  weak  from  yiolence,  from  piide  the  poor  ) 
Ytce  and  her  sous  to  twnkb  m  disgrace. 
To  make  Cormption  dnad  to  show  her  iace{ 
To  bid  afflietad  Yhrtue  take  new  stato, 
And  be  at  last  aoqaainted  with  the  great; 
Of  all  religiotts  to  elect  tbe  best. 
Nor  let  ber  piiests  be  madę  a  standing  jest; 
Rewards  for  wortb  with  libYal  band  to  carve^ 
To  love  the  arts,  nor  let  tbe  artists  starve ; 
To  make  fair  Plenty  tbrougb  tbe  realm  inoraase, 
Gire  famę  in  war,  and  bappiness  in'  peaco ; 
To  see  my  people  virtuous,  great  and  free. 
And  know  that  all  those  blesiłngs  flow  from  me ; 
O  tis  a  joy  too  es^aiaite,  a  tbongbt 
Wbich  flatten  Naturę  morę  than  flatffy  ongbt ; 
Tis  a  great,  glońoos  task,  for  man  too  baid. 
But  not  less  great,  less  glonous  the^reward, 
The  best  reward  wbich  berę  to  man  is  giv*n, 
lis  morę  than  Eartb,  and  little  short  of  Heav*n ; 
A  task  (if  sueh  eomparison  may  be) 
Tbe  same  in  Natnre,  diffMng  in  degrce, 
Like  tbat  wbich  God,  on  whom  for  aid  I  cali, 
Performs  with  ease,  and  yet  perfiorma  to  alU 

How  much  do  they  mistake,  how  little  kncMr 
Of  kings,  of  kingdoms,  and  the  pains  wbich  flow 
From  royalty,  wbo  fancy  tbat  a  crown, 
Because  it  glistoos,  must  be  lin^d  with  down  I 
Witb  oiitside  show  and  vain  appearance  caogfat, 
They  look  no  furtber,  and,  by  Polly  taugbt, 
Prize  high  tbe  toys  of  thrones,  but  never  find 
One  of  the  many  cares  whtch  lurk  behind. 
The  gem  they  worship,  which  a  crown  adoms,  * 
Nor  once  sospect  tbat  crown  is  lin*d  witU  tboms. 
O  might  Reflection  Folly's  place  supply, 
Would  we  one  moment  use  ber  piercing  eye, 
Then  should  we  know  what  woe  from  grandeiir 
And  leam  to  pity,  not  to  envy  kings.         [springs, 

The  Yillager,  bom  humbly  and  bred  hard, 
Contcnt  his  wealth,  and  Porerty  his  guard, 
In  action  siraply  just,  in  conscience  elear, 
By  guilt  untainted,  ondistuib^d  by  fear, 
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His  means  but  scanty,  and  his  wahts  but  few, 
Labour  his  business  and  his  płeasure  too, 
Knjoys  morę  comforts  in  a  single  hour, 
Than  ages  g\re  the  wretch  condemn^d  to  pow'r. 

Catl'd  up  by  healŁh,  he  rises  with  the  day, 
And  goes  to  work  as  if  he  went  to  play, 
Whistling  off  toils,  one  half  of  which  might  make 
The  stoutest  Atlas  of  a"  paiace  qnake ; 
'Gainst  heatand  cold,  which  make  us  cowards  faiot, 
HardenM  by  constant  use,  without  complaint 
He  bears  what  we  should  think  it  death  to  bear; 
Short  are  his  meals,  and  homely  is  his  farc ; 
His  thitBt  he  slakes  at  some  pure  neighb*ńng  brook. 
Nor  asks  for  sauce  whe^  appetite  stands  cook. 
When  the  dews  fali,  and  when  the  Sun  retires 
Behind  tbe  numntains,  when  the  Tillage  fires, 
Which,  wakenM  all  at  once,  speak  supper  nigfa, 
At  distance  catch  and  fix  his  longing  eye, 
Homeward  he  hies,  and  with  his  manly  brood 
Of  raw-bon'd  cubs  enjoysT  that  clean,  coarse  food, 
Which^  season^d  with  good-hnmour,  bis  fond  bride^ 
'Oainst  his  return  is  happy  to  provide;        [creeps 
Then,  iree  firom  care,  and  free  fix>m  thonght,  he 
Into  his  straw,  and  till  the  moming  sleeps. 

Not  so  the  king — With  anxious  cares  oppress*d. 
His  bosom  labours,  and  admits  not  rest. 
A  glorious  wretch,  he  sweats  beneath  the  weight 
Of  majesty,  and  gpiyes  up  ease  for  state. 
E*en  when  his  smiles,  which,  by  the  fools  of  pride, 
Are  treasur^d  and  preserv'd  from  side  to  side, 
Fly  ronnd  the  couit,  e'en  when  oompelPd  by  form, 
He  seems  most  calm»  his  soul  is  in  a  storm ! 
Care,  like  a  spectre,  seen  by  him  alone, 
With  all  ber  nesfof  vipers,  round  his  throne 
By  day  crawls  fuli  in  Tiew;  when  Nigbt  bids  Sleep, 
Sweet  nnrse  of  Naturę,  o'er  the  senses  creep, 
When  Misery  herself  no  morę  complains, 
And  s1aves,  HT  possible,  forget  their  chains, 
Though  his  sense  weakens,  though  his  eyes  growdim, 
That  rest  which  comes  to  all,  comcs  not  to  hin^. 
Fen  at  that  bour,  Care,  tyrant  Care,  fbrbids 
The  dew  of  sleep  to  fsU  upon  his  lids ; 
From  night  to  night  she  watches  at  his  bed ; 
Nowy  as  one  mopM,  sits  brooding  o*er  his  bead; 
Anon  she  starts,  and,  borne  on  raven's  wings, 
Croaks  forth  aloud— **  Sleep  was  uot  madę  for  kings.** 
Thrice  hath  the  Moon,  who  govenis  this  vast  bali, 
Wbo  niles  most  absolute  o^er  me,  and  all ; 
To  whom  by  fuli  conriction  tanght  to  bow, 
At  new,  at  fiiU,  I  pay  the  duteous  tow  ; 
Thrice  hath  the  Moon  ber  wonted  coune  pnrsnM, 
Thrice  hath  she  lost  ber  form,  and  thrice  renew'd, 
Since  (blessed  be  tbal  season,  for  belbre 
I  was  a  merę,  merę  mortal,  and  no  morę. 
One  of  the  herd,  a  lump  of  common  clay, 
Inform'd  with  life  to  die  and  pass  away) 
Since  I  became  a  king,  and  Gotham's  throne, 
With  fuli  and  ample  pow'r,  became  my  own ; 
Thrice  hath  the  Moon  ber  wonted  course  porsuM,' 
Thrice  hath  she  lost  ber  form,  and  thrice  renew'd, 
Since  Sleep,  kind  Sleep,  who  like  a  friend  supplies 
New  Yigour  for  new  toil,  hath  clos^d  these  egres. 
Nor,  if  my  toils  are  answerM'  with  success, 
And  I  am  madę  an  instrument  to  bless 
The  people  whom  I  love,  shall  I  repine ; 
Tbeirs  be  the  benefit,  the  labour  minę. 

Mindful  of  that  high  rank  in  which  I  stand, 
Of  millions  lord,  sole  ruler  in  the  land, 
Łet  me,  and  Reason  shall  ber  aid  afford, 
Rttle  my  owd  spirit,  of  myself  be  lord. 


With  an  ill  grace  that  monarch  wears  his  eroma, 
Who,  Stern  and  bard  of  naturę,  wears  a  frown 
'Gainst  faults  in  other  men,  yet  all  the  while 
Meets  his  owń  vices  with  a  partia!  smile. 
How  can  a  king  (yet  on  record  we  find 
Snch  kingfl  bave  been,  sach  cuncsof  mankind) 
Enforce  that  law  'gainst  some  poor  snbject  elf, 
Which  Conscience  tells  him  be  hath  bfoke  bimself? 
Can  he  some  petty  rogue  to  justice  cali 
For  robbing  one,  when  he  bimself  robs  aU  ? 
Mnst  not,  unless  exttnguisb*d,  Conscience  fly 
Into  his  cheek,  and  blast  his  fiiding  eye. 
To  scouige  th*  oppres8or,when  the  state,  dktieiB^d 
And  sunk  to  ruin,  is  by  him  oppres8*d  ? 
Agrainst  bimself  dotb  he  not  sentenee  giye  ? 
If  one  must  die,  t*  other*s  not  fit  to  ihre. 

Weak  is  that  throne,  and  in  itself  onsoond, 
Which  takes  not  solid  Tirtne  for  its  g^rocind  ; 
All  envy  pow*r  in  others,  and  complain 
Of  that  which  they  would  perish  to  obtwo. 
Nor  can  those  spirits,  turfoulent  and  boM, 
Not  to  be  aw'd  by  threats,  nor  bought  with  gold, 
Be  hushM  to  peace,  but  when  fair  legał  sway 
Makes  it  their  real  int*rest  to  obey ; 
^lien  kings,  and  nonę  but  fools  can  then  rebd. 
Not  less  in  rirtue  than  in  pow^r  excel. 

Be  that  my  object,  that  my  constant  care. 
And  may  my  souPs  best  wishes  centrę  tbere. 
Be  it  my  task  to  seek,  nor  seck  in  yain, 
Not  only  how  to  live,  bnt  how  to  reign ; 
And,  to  those  rirtues  which  from  Rouoo  sprii^. 
And  grace  the  man,  joiA  those  which  grace  the  lung. 

fhtt  (for  strict  duty  bids  my  care  estend 
And  reach  to  all,  who  on  that  care  depend, 
Bids  me  w]th'8ervants  keep  a  steady  hand* 
And  watch  o*er  all  my  prones  iathe  land) 
Firtt  (and  that  metbod  Reason  shall  support) 
Refore  I  look  into,  and  purge  my  couit, 
Before  I  cleanse  the  stable  of  the  state, 
Let  me  fiz  things  which  to  myself  relate. 
That  done,  and  all  accoonts  well  settied  here, 
In  reisolntion  firm,  in  honour  elear, 
Tremble,  ye  slaves,  who  dare  abose  yonr  trust, 
Who  dare  be  rillains,  when  your  king  is  jost. 

Are  tbere,  amongst  those  officen  of  state    • 
To  whom  our  sacred  powV  we  delegate, 
Who  hołd  our  place  and  oflBce  in  the  realm, 
Who,  in  our  name  commi8sion'd,  guide  the  hełm; 
Are  there,  who,  tmsting  to  our  lorę  of  ease, 
0])press  our  subjects,  wrest  our  just  decrees. 
And  make  the  lawa,  warp'd  from  their  fiur  intent, 
To  speak  a  language  which  they  never  meaot ; 
Are  thcre  such  men,  and  can  the  fools  depend 
On  holding  out  in  safety  to  their  end  i 
Can  they  so  much,  from  thoughts  of  daąger  fre^ 
Dcceive  themseWes,  so  much  misdeem  of  me, 
To  think  that  I  will  prove  a  statesman*!  tool. 
And  live  a  stranger  where  I  ought  to/*«le  ? 
What,  to  myself  and  to  my  state  unjust* 
Shall  I  from  ministers  take  thhigs  on  trust. 
And,  sinking  Iow  the  credit  of  my  throne, 
Depend  upon  dependants  of  my  own  ? 
Shall  I,  most  certain  source  of  futurę  cares. 
Not  u;«  my  judgment,  but  depend  on  theiis? 
Shall  I,  tnie  puppet-like,  be  mock*d  with  statek 
Have  nothing  but  the  name  of  being  great ; 
Attend  at  councils  which  I  must  not  weigh ; 
Do.  what  they  bid  j  and  what  they  dictate  say^ 
EnrobM,  and  hoisted  up  into  my  cbair, 
Only  to  be  a  royal  cipher  there  ? 
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Pferish  the  tboucht — ^'tls  treason  to  my  throiM" — 
And  «rbo  but  thitiks  it,  could  hb  thonglits  be  known, 
losolts  me  morc,  than  hc,  who,  leaguM  with  Heli, 
Shsil  rise  in  anns,  and  'galnst  mv  crown  rebel. 

The  wkked  statesman,  wbose  false  heart  pursaes 
A  train  of  jj^ilt;  who  act3  wltb  double  v'iew!i, 
And  wears  a  double  face ;  wbose  base  designs 
Stnke  at  his  monarch's  thmne ;  who  undertnines 
Feo  whilst  be  seems  his  wishies  to  support ; 
Who  serzes  alf  departments,  packs  a  court, 
3faintaiQS  au  agent  on  the  jud^ment-scat 
To  screen  his  cńmes,  and  make  his  fraads  com- 

plete; 
New-models  armies,  and  aronnd  the  throae 
Will  suScr  nonę  but  ćreatures  of  his  own ; 
Cooscious  of  8uch  his  basenesa,  weil  m«y  try, 
Aganist  ihc  ligbt  to  shut  his  mastei^s  eye. 
To  keep  him  coopM,  and  far  removM  from  those, 
Who,  braye  and  honest,  dare  his  crimes  disciose. 
Nor  ever  let  him  in  one  place  appear, 
WbbreTratb,  unwełcomeTruth,  may  wound  hisear. 
Attcmpts  like  these,  well  ireigh'd,  themselvcs  pro- 
.  cla'm, 
M,  whilst  they  pnblish,  balk  their  author^s  aim. 
Cngs  must  be  blindj  into  such  snares  to  run ; 
Ot  woree,  with  opon  eyes  must  be  undone. 
The  minister  of  honesty  and  worth 
Demands  the  day  to  brin^  his  actions  forth  $ 
Calls  on  the  Sun  to  shine  with  fierccr  rays. 
And  brave8  that  trial  which  must  end  in  praise. 
Kooe  fly  tbe  day,  and  seek  the  shades  of  night. 
But  those  whose  act*ons  cannot  bear  the  light; 
Kooe  wish  their  king  in  tgnorance  to  hołd. 
Bot  tbose  who  feel  that  koowledge  must  unfold 
Tbćhr  hidden  guilt,  and  that  dark  mist  di5pe11'd 
By  whkh  their  places  and  their  lives  are  held, 
Confusion  wait  them,  and,  by  Justice  led, 
In  ymgeance  ftUl  on  evVy  traitor's  bead. 

Aware  of  this,  and  cautioitM  'gainst  the  pit 
\V1iere  kings  harc  oft  been  lost,  sball  I  submit. 
And  ru9t  in  chains  like  these  ?  Shall  I  givG  way, 
And  whilst  my  helpless  sabjects  fali  a  prey 
To  pow'r  abus'd,  in  ignorance  sit  down, 
Kor  dare  assert  the  honoar  of  my  crown  } 
Wben  Stern  Rebellion,  (if  that  odious  name 
Jostly  bekmgs  to  those,  whose  oniy  aim 
Ii  to  preaenre  their  country ;  who  oppose, 
In  honour  leaguM,  nooe  but  their  country*8  foes ; 
Who  ooly  seek  their  own,  and  found  their  cause 
Ib  due  regard  for  violated  laws) 
When  Stern  Rebellion,  who  no  longer  feels 
Ner  feais  rej>ukc,  a  natioo  at  her  heels, 
A  natJon  up  in  arms,  thoogh  strong  not  proud, 
Knocks  at  the  palaco-gate,  and,  calling  loud 
For  due  redress,  presetits,  from  Truth'8  fair  pen, 
A  list  of  wrongs,  not  to  be  borne  by  men ; 
How  must  that  king  be  humbled,  how  disgrace 
AU  that  is  royal  in  his  name  and  płace, 
Who,  thus  callM  forth  to  answer,  can  ad^ance 
No  otber  plea  but  that  of  ignorance! 
A  Tile  defence,  which,  was  his  alł  at  stake, 
The  meanest  subject  well  might  blush  to  make; 
A  filthy  source,  from  whence  shame  ever  springs; 
A  rtain  to  al  I,  but  most  a  stain  to  kings. 
The  soul,"  with  preat  and  raanly  feclings  warm'd, 
Pftnt'ng  for  knowledge,  rests  not  till  informM : 
And  sball  not  1,  rir'd  with  the  glorious  zcal, 
Feel  those  brave  passions  which  my  subjects  feel  ? 
Ot  can  a  just  cxcuse  from  ignorance  flow 
U  me,  whose  firsS  great  duty  is— To  know  ? 
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Hence  Ismorance— thy  scltled,  duli,  blank  eyc 
Wou'd  hurt  me,  though  I  knew  no  reason  why— 
Hence  Ignorance — tby  8lavish  shackles  bind 
The  free-borti  sotH,  and  lethargy  the  mind —    ^ 
Of  thee,  bejcot  by  Pride,  who  l«x>k'd  with  scorn 
'On  ev'ry  meauer  mrttch,  of  thee  was  bom 
That  grave  inflexibiłity  of  soul, 
Which  Reason  cati*t  convince,  nor  Fear  contpol ; 
Which  ndther  arguments  nor  pray'rs  can  reacb. 
And  nothing  less  than  utter  ruin  teach  — 
Hence  I.cnorance — heoco  to  that  depth  of  night 
Whete  thou  wast  bom,  where  not  one  giram  of  light 
May  wound  thine  eye — hence  to  some  dreary  celi, 
Where  moiiks  with  Superstition  lovc  to  dwell ;       • 
Or  in  some  college  soothe  thy  lazy  pridn. 
And  with  the  heads  of  colleges  r^side ; 
Fit  matę  for  Royalty  thou  can*st  not  be ; 
And  i f  no  matę  for  kings,  no  matę  for  me. 

Come  Studv,  like  a  torrent  swcIlM  with  raius, 
Which,  rnshing  down  the  mountains,  oV*r  the  płams 
Sprcads  horrour  wide,  and  yet,  in  horrour  kiud, 
Leaves  seeds  of  futurę  fruitfulness  behind  j 
Come  Study — painful  though  thy  course  and  slow, 
Thy  real  worth  by  thy  effects  we  know— 
Parcnt  of  Kn<$wledge,  come  !— Not  thee  I  cali, 
Who,  grave  and  duli,  in  college  or  in  hall ' 
Dost  sit,  all  solemn  sad,  and  moping  weigh 
Things,  which  when  fbund,  thy  labouf8can'trepay— 
Nor,  in  one  hand,  fit  embiem  of  thy  trade, 
A  ród;  ifi  V  other,  gaudily  array'd 
A  hombook,  gilt  and  letter'd ;  toM  I  thee, 
Who  dost  in  form  preside  o'er  A  B  C —  : 
Nor  (siren  though  thou  art,  and  thy  strange  charms, 
As  'twere  by  magie,  lure  men  to  thy  arms) 
Do  I  cali  thee,  who  through  a  winding  maże, 
A  labyrinth  of  puzzling,  pleasing  ways, 
Dost  lead  us  at  the  last  to  those  rich  piains, 
Where,  in  fuli  glory,  real  Science  reigns : 
Fair  though  thou  art,  and  lovely  to  mSne  eye, 
Though  fuli  rewards  in  thy  possesslon  lie 
To  crown  man*s  wish,  and^o  thy  favYites  grace, 
Though  (was  I  statioo*d  in  an  humbler  place) 
I  could  be  evcr  happy  in  thy  sight, 
Toil  with  thee  all  the  day,  and  through  the  night 
Toil  on  from  watch  to  watcb,  bidding  my  eye, 
Fast  riYctted  on  Science,  sleep  defy ; 
Yet  (such  the  hardships  which  from  empire  flow) 
Must  I  thy  sweet  society  forego, 
And  to  some  happy  rivaFs  arms  r>sign 
Those  charms,  which  can,  alas  !  no  morę  be  mipe. 
No  morę,  from  hour  to  hour,  from  day  to  day, 
Shall  I  pursue  thy  steps,  and  urge  my  way 
Where  eager  love  of  Science  calls ;  no  morę 
Attempt  those  paths  which  man  ne^er  tro<I  before. 
No  morę  tbe  mountain  scaPd,  the  desert  crost, 
Losing  myself,  nor  knowing  I  was  lost, 
TraTei  through  woods,  through  wdds,  from  mor^ 

to  night, 
From  night  to  mom,  yet  travel  with  delight) 
And  having  found  thee,  lay  me  down  content, 
Own  all  my  toil  well  paid,  my  time  well  spent. 

Farewell,  yc  Muses  too— for  such  mean  things 
Must  not  presume  to  dwell  with  mighty  kings — 
Farewell,  ye  Muscs— though  it  ctits  my  heart 
E*en  to  the  qnick,  we  must  for  ever  part. 

When  the  fresh  morn  bade  lusty  Naturę  wake; 
When  thebirds,  sweetly  twitfring  through  the  brake, 
Tuu\l  their  soft  pipcs ;  when  from  the  ne'ghb'ring 

bloom, 
Sipprng  the  dew,  each  Zepbyr  stole  perfume; 
Aa 
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When  all  things  with  new  vigour  were  inspii^d^ 
And  seem'd  to  say  tłiey  never  could  be  tir^d ; 
How  often  have  we  stray^d,  whiist  8portivc  rbyme 
DecciVM  the  way,  and  clipp*d  the  wings  of  Time, 
Cer  hill|  o^er  dale!  how  often  laughM  to  see, 
YourseIves  madę  visibłe  to  nonę  but  me, 
The  clown,  his  work  suspended,  gapę  and  stare, 
And  seem*d  to  think  that  I  coavers*d  with  air ! 
When  the  San,  beating  on  the  parched  soil, 
SeemM  to  proclaim.aa  intcrval  of  toil  j 
When  a  faint  languor  crept  through  ev»ry  breast. 
And  thiugs  most  us*d  to  laboar,  wishM  for  rest ; 
How  often,  undcmeath  a  rev'rend  oak, 
Where  safe,  and  fearless  of  the  iikipioas  stroke, 
Some  sacred  Dryad  liv*d,  or  in  some  grove, 
Where  with  capricious  fingers  Fancy  wove 
Her  fair^  bow'r,  whiist  Naturę  all  the  whilc 
Look^d  oii,  and  ticwM  her  mock*ries  with  a  smiie, 
Have  we  held  C0Dverse  sweet !  how  often  łaid, 
Fast  by  the  Thamcs,  in  Ham^s  inspińog  shade, 
Amoogst  those  poets  which  make  up  your  train. 
And,  after  death,  pour  forth  the  sacred  strain, 
HaTC  I,  at  your  command,  in  vei*se  grown  grey, 
l^ut  not  impair^d,  heard  Dryden  tune  that  lay, 
Which  might  have  drawn  an  angel  from  his  spbere. 
And  kcpt  him  from  his  office  lisfning  here. 

Whep  dreary  Night,  with  Morpheus  in  her  train, 
Led  on  by  Silence  to  resume  her  reign, 
With  darkness  covering,  as  with  a  robę, 
This  scenę  of  lęvity,  blank'd  half  the  globe; 
How  oft,  enchantcMl  with  your  heav'nly  strains, 
Włiich  stole  me  from  myself,  which  in  soft  chaios 
Of  musie  bound  my  soul,  how  oft  have  I, 
Sounds  morę  than  human  floating  through  the  sky, 
Attentive  sat,  whiist  Night,  against  her  will, 
Transported  with  the  haimony,  stood  still ! 
How  oft  in  raptures,  which  man  scarce  could  bear, 
Have  I,  when  gone,  stiłl  thought  the  Muses  there; 
Still  heard  their  music^  and,  as  mute  as  Deatfa, 
Sat  all  attention,  drew  in  ev'ry  breath, 
Lest,  breathing  all  too  rndely,  I  should  wound. 
And  mar  that  magie  excel lence  of  sound: 
Then,  Sense  retuming  with  return  of  day, 
Have  chid  the  Night,  which  fled  so  fast  away. 

Such  my  pursuits,  and  such  my  joys  of  yore, 
Such  were  my  mates,  but  now  my  mates  no  morę. 
Pliic*d  out  of  Envy's  walk,  (for  Envy  surę 
Would  never  haunt  the  cottage  of  the  poor, 
Would  never  stoop  to  wound  my  homespun  lays) 
With  some  few  friends,  and  some  smali  share  of 
Beneath  oppression,  undisturb'd  by  strife,   [praise, 
In  peace  I  trod  the  humble  vale  of  life. 
fWrewelt  these  scenes  of  ease,  this  traoqui]  state ; 
Welcome  the  troubles  wbich  on  empire  wait. 
Light  toys  f^^om  this  day  forth  I  disarow, 
They  pleasM  me  once,  but  cannot  suit  me  now ; 
To  common  men  all  common  things  are  free, 
What  honours  them  might  fix  disgrace  on  me. 
Caird  to  a  throne,  and  o'er  a  mighty  land 
Ordain'd  to  rule,  my  head,  my  beart,  my  band 
Are  all  engrossM,  each  private  vicw  withstood, 
And  task'd  to  labour  for  the  public  good  ^ 
Be  this  my  study,  to  this  one  great  end 
May  evVy  thought,  may  evVy  action  tend. 

Let  me  the  page  of  History  tum  o^er, 
Th'  instructive  page,  and  beedfuUy  cxplore 
What  faithful  pens  of  former  times  have  wrote 
Of  former  kings ;  what  they  did  worthy  notę, 
What  worthy  blame ;  and  from  the  sacred  tomb 
Whererighteoiv  Biooarcbs  sleep^where  laurek  bloom 
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(Tnhurt  by  Ume,  let  me  a  garland  twitt^^ 
Which,  robbing  not  their  faroe,  may  add  to  tb'tlei 

Nor  let  me  with  a  vain  and  idle  eye 
Glance  o^er  those  scenes,  and  in  a  hurry  fly 
Quick  as  a  post  which  traTcls  day  and  mght  ; 
Nor  let  me  dwell  there,  lur'd  by  false  deUgbt, 
And,  iiito  barren  theory  betrayM, 
Forget  that  monarchs  are  for  action  madę. 
When  am'rous  Spring,  repairing  all  his  charms, 
Calls  Naturę  foith  from  hoary  Winter^s  armrs, 
Where,  like  a  virgin  to  some  letcher  sold, 
Three  wretched  months  she  lay  benumb*d,  and  co)d ; 
When  the  weak  flow'r,  which,  shrmking  lirom  the 

breath 
Of  the  rude  North,  and  timorous  of  Deatb, 
To  its  kind  mother  Eartb  for  shelter  fled. 
And  on  her  bosom  bid  its  tender  head, 
Peeps  forth  afresh,  and,  cheerM  by  milder  skies, 
Bids  in  fiiU  splendour  all  ber  beauties  rise  ; 
The  hive  is  up  in  arms — expert  to  teach. 
Nor,  proudly,  to  be  taught  unwillii^,  each 
Seems  from  her  fellow  a  new  zeal  to  catch : 
Strength  in  her  limbs,  and  on  her  wings  dtspatcli, 
The  bee  goes  forth ;  from  herb  to  herb  shc  flies, 
From  flow*r  to  flowY,  and  loads  her  lab^riog  thighs 
With  treasur^d  sweets ',  robbing  those  flow'rt,  which 

left, 
Find  not  themselves  madę  poorer  by  the  theft, 
Their  scents  as  liyely,  and  their  looka  as  fair, 
As  if  the  pillager  haid  not  been  there. 
Ne'er  doth  she  flit  on  Pleasure^s  silken  wing, 
Ne'er  doth  she,  loifring,  let  the  bloom  of  Spiiag 
Unrifled  pass,  and  on  the  downy  breast 
Of  some  fair  flow*r  indulge  untimely  rest. 
Ne*er  doth  she,  drinking  deep  of  thoee  rich  den 
Which  chymist  Night  prepar^d,  that  faith  abu«e 
Due  to  the  hive,  and,  selfish  in  her  toiis. 
To  her  own  private  use  convert  the  spoils. 
Love  of  the  stock  first  caird  her  forth  to  roam. 
And  to  the  stock  she  brings  her  booty  home. 
Be  this  my  pattem — As  becomes  a  king, 
Let  me  fly  all  abroad  on  Reasoo^s  wing ; 
Let  minę  eye,  like  the  lightning,  through  the  Eaitk 
Run  to  and  firo^  nor  let  one  deed  of  wortbj 
In  any  place  and  timc,  nor  let  one  man 
Whose  actioDS  may  enrich  dominion^s  plan, 
Escape  my  notę :  be  all,  from  the  flrst  day 
Of  Naturę  to  this  hour,  be  all  my  prej. 
From  those,  whom  Time  at  the  desire  of  Famę 
Hath  spar*d,  let  Yirtue  catch  an  eqnał  flame ; 
From  those,  who  not  in  mercy,  but  in  ragę, 
Time  hath  Tepnev'd  to  damn  firom  age  to  age, 
Let  me  take  waming,  lesson'd  to  distiU, 
And,  imkafting  Heav*n,  draw  good  from  iii. 
Nor  let  these  great  researches  in  my  breast 
A  monument  of  useless  labour  rest ; 
No— let  them  spread— th'  effects  let  Gotham  share. 
And  reap  the  han'est  of  their  monarch's  care : 
Be  other  times  and  other  countries  knowo, 
Only  to  give  fnesh  blessings  to  my  own. 

Let  me  (and  may  that  God  to  whom  I  fly. 
On  whom  for  necdfn)  saccour  I  rely 
In  this  great  hour,  that  gloriogs  God  of  trutb  \ 
Through  whom  I  reign,  in  mercy  to  my  youth 
Assist  my  weakness,  and  direct  me  right; 
From  ev'ry  speck  which  hangs  upoo  the  sigbt 
Purge  my  miod^s  eye,  nor  let  one  cloud  remaia 
To  spread  the  sbades  of  errour  o*er  my  brain} 
Ijet  me,  impartial,  with  unwearied  tboaght 
Try  mm  and  things;  let  me,  ai  inonardas  ougfat. 


GOTHAM.    BOORTII. 
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Snmine  weH  onirhetniy  pcM^  depencb ;  • 

Whatare  the  gen'raJ  principles  and  ends 

Of  goTernment ;  how  empire  fint  began ; 

Aad  wherefore  man  was  raisM  to  reign  u'er  man. 

Łet  me  constder,  as  from  one  gpreat  sotirce 
We  see  a  Uiousand  ńvers  take  their  coane,  « 
Dispers*d,  and  intó  diiTrent  cbannels  led, 
Yet  by  tbeir  parent  still  8apply'd  and  fed, 
Tiiatgoveniment,(Łhoagh  branch*d  out  far  and  wide, 
b  ?arioiis  modes  to  various  lands  apply^d) 
Hove*er  it  difien  ra  its  outward  frame, 
b  the  mam  groandwork*8  ev*ry  where  tbe  same ; 
Tke  same  her  Tiew,  though  difierent  ber  plan, 
Her  grand  and  gen*ral  view  tbe  good  of  man. 

LeC  me  find  ont,  by  Reason's  sacred  beamSy 
What  system  in  itself  most  perfect  seems, 
Kost  wortby  man,  most  likely  to  oondace 
To  all  tbe  pnrposes  of  gen'ral  use : 
Łet  me  find,  too,  where,  by  fair  Reason  try'd» 
It  fiuls  wben  to  particuian  apply'd ; 
Wby  in  that  modę  all  nations  do  not  join, 
And,  chielly,  wby  it  cannot  snit  with  minę. 

Let  me  the  gradual  rise  of  empires  trącej 
Tm  they  seem  foanded  on  Perfection*s  base ; 
Thtn  (Ibr  wben  hnman  things  ha^e  madę  tbeir  way 
To  esoellence  they  basten  to  decay ) 
Łet  me,  wbilst  Oboer^ation  lends  ber  cloe, 
Gtep  by  step  to  tbeir  quick  decline  pursne, 
Eoabled  by  a  cbain  of  fńcts  to  tell, 
Not  ooly  bow  they  rosę,  bnt  how  they  felU 

Łet  me  noc  oniy  the  distempers  know 
Which  in  all  states  from  common  causes  grow, 
Bat  łikewise  those  which,  by  tbe  will  of  Fate, 
On  each  pecnliar  modę  of  empire  wait; 
Which  in  its  trery  oonstitntion  Inrk, 
Tbo  snre  at  last  to  do  its  destinM  work : 
Łet  me,  ibrewamM,  each  sign,  each  system  leam, 
That  I  my  people*s  danger  may  disccm, 
Ere  *tis  too  iate  wisbM  bealth  to  reassure. 
And,  if  it  can  be  foand,  find  out  a  cure. 

Let  me,  (thoagh  great  grave  bretbren  of  the  gown 
PKaeh  all  iaith  up,  and  preach  all  reason  down, 
Ifaking  those  jar  whom  Reason  meant  to  join. 
And  Tcsting  in  themsekes  a  right  divine) 
Let  me  throngh  Reason*8  glass,  with  searching  eye, 
hto  tbe  depth  of  that  religion  pry 
Which  law  bath  sanctionM ;  let  me  find  ont  there 
What*s  form,  wbat*8  essence;   what,  like  vagrant 

We  well  may  cbange;  and  what,  without  a  crime, 
Ctnaot  be  chang*d  to  tbe  last  bom*  of  time , 
Nor  let  me  snffer  that  outrageous  zeal 
Which  without  knowlcdge  furioiis  bigota  feel, 
Itir  in  prelence,  though  at  the  heart  unsound, 
^hese  sep^rate  pointa  at  random  to  confound. 

Tlie  times  have  been  wben  priests  bave  dai^d  to 
tready 
^raod  and  insulting,  on  tbeir  monarch*8  head ; 
Whea  whiist  they  madę  religion  a  pretence, 
Out  of  the  world  they  banishM  common  sense; 
Wben  some  soft  king,  too  open  to  deoeit, 
&fy  and  nnsuspecting  joui*d  the  cheat, 
IKip'd  by  mock  piety,  and  gaye  bis  naae 
To  serrc  tbe  vilest  purpoaes  of  shame. 
Fetr  oot,  my  people !  where  no  canse  of  fiear 
Cin  jostly  rise-— your  king  secures  you  herc ; 
Toar  kii^,  wbo  scoms  the  haughty  pre1ate'8  nod, 
Nor  deems  the  Toice  of  priests  the  Toice  of  Ood. 

IM  me,  (though  lawyers  may  perbaps  forbid 
7W  Bariiucb  to  behęld  wj^t  %bąf  wiib  1h4» 


And  for  the  purposes  of  knavish  gain, 
Wonid  have  tbeir  trade  a  mjrstery  remaitt) 
Let  mc,  disdaining  all  such  slavi8h  awe, 
Dive  to  the  rety  bottom  of  tbe  law; 
Let  me  (the  weak  dead  letter  left  bebind) 
Search  out  the  principles,  the  spirit  find, 
1111  from  the  parts  madę  master  of  the  wbole, 
I  see  the  ConsŁitution'8  very  soul. 

Let  me  (though  statesmen  will  no  doubt  resist. 
And  to  my  eyes  present  a  fearful  list 
Of  men  whose  wills  are  opposite  to  minę, 
Of  men,  great  men !  determin*d  to  resign) 
Let  me  (with  firmness,  which  becomes  a  king, 
Conscious  from  what  a  souree  my  actions  spring, 
DeterminM  not  by  worids  to  be  withstood, 
W^hen  my  grand  object  is  my  oountr7*s  good) 
UnraTel  all  Iow  ministerial  scenes, 
Destroy  tbeir  jobs,  lay  bare  tbeir  way s  and  meani» 
And  trap  them  step  by  step ;  let  me  well  know 
How  places,  pensions,  and  preferments,  go ; 
Why  gniilt*s  provided  for  wben  worth  is  not. 
And  why  one  man  of  merit  is  fbrgot ; 
Let  me  in  peace,  in  war,  supremę  preside. 
And  dare  to  know  my  way  without  a  guide. 

Let  me,  (though  Dignity,  by  naturę  prond, 
Retires  from  ^iew,  and  swells  bebind  a  cloud, 
As  if  tbe  Sun  shone  with  less  pow'rful  ray, 
Less  grace,  less  glory,  shining  ey'ry  dny, 
Tbough  when  she  comea  forth  into  public  sight, 
Unbendiifg  as  a  gbost  she  staiks  upright, 
With  such  an  air  as  we  ha^e  often  seen. 
And  often  Iaugh'd  at  in  a  tragic  queen. 
Nor  at  her  preseoce,  though  base  myriads  croolL 
The  supple  knee,  voucbsafes  a  single  look) 
Let  me  (ali  rain  paradę,  all  empty  pride, 
All  terrours  of  dominion  laid  aside, 
All  ornament,  and  needless  heips  of  art, 
All  those  big  looks  which  s^»eak  a  little  heart) 
Know  (which  few  kings,  alas  !  have  ever  known) 
How  AiTability  becomes  a  throne, 
Destroys  all  fear,  bids  Love  with  Rev*rence  Wre, 
And  gives  those  graces  Pride  can  never  gire. 
Let  the  stern  tyrant  keep  a  distant  state. 
And,  hating  all  men,  fear  return  of  bate, 
Conscious  of  guilt,  retreat  bebind  bis  throne, 
Secnre  from  all  upbraidings  but  bis  own : 
Let  all  my  snbjects  bare  access  to  me, 
Be  my  ears  open  as  my  heart  is  free; 
Tn  fuH  fair  tide  let  informatidn  flow ; 
That  evil  is  balf  cur'd  whose  cause  we  know. 

And  thoo,  where*er  thou  art,  thou  wretebed  thing ! 
Wbo  art  afraid  to  look  np  to  a  king, 
Lay  by  thy  fears— make  but  thy  grievance  plain, 
And,  if  I  not  redress  thee,  may  my  reign 
Close  up  that  rery  moment — To  prezent 
The  counM  of  Justice  firom  her  fair  intent, 
In  Tain  my  nearest,  dearest  friend  sball  plead, 
In  vain  my  mother  kneel — my  soul  may  bleed. 
But  must  not  change— When  Justice  draws  the  dart, 
Though  it  is  doom'd  to  pierce  a  iavouńte's  heart, 
'Tts  minę  to  give  it  force,  to  gi^e  it  aim— 
I  know  it  duty,  and  I  feel  it  &me. 


THE  C AND  WATĘ. 

Emoucb  of  actorw-Aet  them  play  the  player. 
And,  free  from  censure,  fret,  sweat,  stnit,  and  stara. 
Ganrick  abroad,  what  motives  can  engage 
To  wa«ta  one  ćouplet  on  a  barren  stage  ? 
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Ungratcful  (Maniok !  When  these  tasty  days, 
In  justice  to  themselve8,  ailowM  thee  praisc ; 
When,  at  thy  bidding,  Sense,  for  twenty  yearSy 
Indul^'d  in  laughter,  or  dissoWd  in  tean ; 
When,  in  return  for  labour,  time,  and  heałtb, 
The  town  had  giv*n  8om£  little  sharc  of  wealth, 
Cou1d'st  thoa  repine  at  being  stiU  a  s!ave  ? 
Dar*st  thou  presume  t'  enjoy  that  wealth  she  gave  ? 
CouIdM  thou  repine  at  laws  ordain'd  by  tbose, 
Whom  Bothing  bat  thy  merit  madę  thy  fbes ; 
Whom,  too  refinM  for  honesty  and  trade, 
By  Need  raade  tradestnen,  Pride  bad  bankrupts 

madę; 
Whom  Fear  madę  drunkards,  and  by  modem  rules, 
Whom  Drink  madę  wits,  though  Naturę  madę  theni 
W^ith  sueh,  beyond  al  I  pardon  is  thy  crime,   [fools  i 
In  snch  a  manner,  and  at  such  a  time, 
To  qtiit  the  stage ;  but  men  of  real  sense, 
Who  neither  lightly  give  nor  take  offence, 
Shall  own  thee  cłear,  or  pass  an  act  of  grace, 
Since  thou  hast  left  a  Powell  iu  thy  place. 

Enough  of  autkors — Why,  when  scribblers  Ikil, 
Must  other  scribblers  spread  the  hatefui  tale  ? 
Wliy  must  Łhey  pity,  why  contempt  ezpress, 
And  why  insult  a  brother  in  distreas  ? 
Let  those,  who  boast  th'  uncommon  gift  of  brains, 
The  laurel  pluck,  and  wear  it  for  their  pains ; 
Fresh  on  their  brows  for  ages  let  it  bloom, 
And,  ages  past,  still  flourish  round  their  tomb. 
Let  those,  who  without  genius  write,  and  write, 
Yersemen  or  prosemen,  all  in  Naturc*9  spite, 
The  pen  laid  down,  their  course  of  folly  run 
In  peace,  unread,  unmenttonM,  be  undone. 
Why  should  I  tell,  to  cross  the  will  of  Fate, 
That  Francis  *  once  endeavour'd  to  translate  ? 
Why^  sweet  oblivion  winding  round  his  hcad, 
Should  I  recail  pnor  Murphy  from  the  dead  ? 
Why  may  not  Langhome,  simple  in  his  łay, 
J\fusion  on  effusion  pour  away  ^ ; 
With  fricndship  and  with/«ncy  triflełiere, 
Or  slccp  in  J'a\iurał  at  BeK-edere*? 
Slecp  let  them  all,  with  Dullness  on  hcr  tbrone, 
Secure  from  any  malice  but  their  own. 

Enough  of  crilics — let  them,  if  they  please, 
Fond  of  new  pomp,  each  month  pass  new  decrees; 
Wide  and  extcnsivc  be  their  infant  state, 
Their  subjects  many,  and  those  subjccts  great, 
Whilst  all  their  mnndates  as  sound  law  succeed, 
With  fools  who  write,  and  greater  f(H)ls  who  read. 
'  What  though  they  lay  the  rcałms  of  Genius  waste, 
Fetter  the  f^ncy,  and  debauch  the  taste ; 
Though  they,  likc  doctorn,  to  approve  their  skill, 
Consult  not  how  to  cure,  but  how  to  killj 
Though  by  whim,  envy,  or  resentmeot  led, 
They  damn  those  authors  whom  they  never  read ; 
Though,  othef  rules  unkiiown,  one  rule  they  hołd, 
To  deal  out  so  much  praise  fur  so  much  gold ; 
Though  Scoi  with  Scot,  in  damned  cUae  intrigues, 
Against  the  commonwealth  of  letters  leagues  ; 
UncensurM  iet  them  pilot  at  the'  hełm. 
And  nile  in  letters,  as  they  ruVd  Uie  realm* 
Onrs  be  the  cursi',  the  mean  tamę  coward'8  curse^ 
(Nor  could  ingenious  Malice' make  a  woi*se, 

'  Dr.  Philip  Francis,  the  translator  of  Horace 
and  Demosthencs. 

»  See  the  EiTusions  of  Friendship  and  Fancy,  by 
Dr.  Langhome,  2  voIb.  l'2mo.  1763. 

i  See  the  Jł^argement  of  the  Mind«  Laiig;home*s 
pocms. 


'i  •  do  our  senae  and  homar  deep  d«9pite) 

To  credit  what  they  say,  read  what  they  wt4t^ 

Enough  of  SeoiIand^^\ei  her  rest  in  peace, 
The  cause  remov'd,  effects  of  course  should  cease. 
Why  should  I  tell,  how  lhxed,  too  mighty  gnnn^ 
And  proudly  swellM  with  waters  not  his  own, 
Burst  o'er  his  banks,  and  by  destruction  led, 
0*er  our  faint  England  defiolatbn  spread, 
Whilst  riding  on  his  waves,  Ambitioo,  plu]n*d 
In  tenfbid  pride,  the  port  of  Butę  assum'd, 
Now  that  the  riTcr  gcŃl,  convinc*d,  though  late. 
And  yielding,  though  reluctantly,  to  Fate, 
Holds  his  fair  course,  and  with  morę  humbk  tid«% 
In  tribute  to  the  sea,  as  usual,  glides. 
Enough  of  staies,  and  such-like  trifling  thinp ; 
Enough  of  kinglings,  and  enough  of  kings ; 
Henceforth,  secure,  let  ambush*d  statesmen  lie, 
Spread  the  court  web,  and  catch  the  patriot  lly ^ 
Henceforth,  unwhipt  of  Justice,  uncontrolM 
By  fear  or  shame,  let  Vice,  secure  and  bold. 
Lord  it  with  all  her  sons,  whilst  Virtue's  groan 
Meets  with  compassbn  only  from  the  threne. 

Enough  afpałriołs — all  1  ask  of  man, 
Is  only  to  be  honest  as  he  can. 
Somc  baTe  deceiv'd,  and  some  may  still  deceiTe; 
'Tis  the  fooPs  curse  at  random  to  beliere. 
Would  those,  who,  by  opinion  plac'd  on  high. 
Stand  fair  and  perfect  in  their  country^  eye» 
Maintain  that  honour,  let  me  in  their  ear 
Hint  this  essential  doctrine — persnere. 
Should  they  (which  Heav'n  forbid)  to  win  the  gncs 
Of  some  proud  courtier,  or  to  gain  the  place, 
Tlieir  king  and  country  foli,  with  endless  shame 
Th*  ayeng^g  Muse  shall  mark  each  trattorons  nusej 
But  if,  to  Honour  true,  they  scom  to  bend. 
And,  proudly  honest,  bold  out  to  the  end, 
Their  grateful  country  shajl  their  faroe  reoofd. 
And  I  myself  descend  to  praise  a  lord. 

Enough  of  ^'Ukeg — with  good  and  honest  mea 
His  actions  speak  much  stronger  than  my  pen. 
And  futurę  ages  shall  his  name  adore, 
When  he  can  act,  and  I  can  write  no  morę. 
England  may  prcA'e  ungrateful  and  unjost. 
But  fost*ring  France  shall  ne*er  betray  ber  tmstj 
Tis  a  brave  debt  which  gods  on  men  impose. 
To  pay  with  praise  the  merit  e*en  of  fbes. 
When  the  great  warrior  of  Amilcar*s  race 
Madę  Rome*s  wide  empire  tremble  to  ber  base, 
To  prove  her  virtue,  though  it  gaird  hcr  pride, 
Reme  gave  that  famę  which  Cartbage  bad  deo}  U 

Enough  of  self—that  darling  luscious  theme, 
0'er  which  philosophers  in  raptures  dream ; 
Of  which  with  seeming  disregard  they  write, 
Tłien  prizing  mo&t,  when  most  they  seem  to  sliglit; 
V'ain  proof  of  folly  tinctur^d  stroug  with  pride ! 
What  man  can  from  himself  himself  divide  r 
For  me,  (nor  dare  I  lie)  my  leading  aim 
(Conscience  first  satisHod)  is  lo^e  of  famę. 
Some  little  famę  deriv'd  from  some  brave  few, 
Who  prizing  Honour,  prize  her  vot*ries  toc^ 
I^r  all  (nor  shall  reaentment  flush  my  cbeek) 
Who  know  me  well,  what  they  ^now,  freeły  kpesk, 
So  those  (the  greatest  curse  I  meet  below) 
Who  know  me  not,  may  not  pretend  to  kimw. 
Let  nonę  of  those,  whom  blessM  with  parta  abofC 
My  feeble  genius,  still  I  dare  to  love, 
Doing  morę  mischief  than  a  tbousand  foes, 
Poithumous  nonsefise  to  the  world  expose. 
And  cali  it  minę,  for  minę  though  never  knowa, 
Or  which»  if  minę,  Iliviiig  hlusb*d  lo  owi^ 
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Kwoa  aU  the  world,  no  ;r«edy  heir  shall  find, 
Bie  wbm  I  will,  one  coiiplet  left  behind. 
Łet  nooe  of  tbose,  whom  I  despise  tl^oagh  great, 
Pretending  fnendship  to  g^ye  malice  weight, 
Publnh  my  life ;  let  no  fals^  sneaking  peer, 
(Some  snch  thcre  are)  to  win  the  pubłic  ear, 
Hand  me  to  8hame  with  some  v\\e  anecdote, 
Nor  sool-gaird  bishop  damn  me  with  a  notę. 
Let  ooe  poor  sprig  of  bay  around  my  head  ^ 
BkNMn  whiłst  I  live,  and  point  me  out  wben  dead ; 
Let  it  (may  Hea\r*n  indnlgent  grant  that  pray'r) 
Beplaoted  on  my  grave,  nor  wither  there; 
And  when,  on  travel  bonnd,  some  rhyming  guest    . 
KoBins  through  the  church-yard  whilst  his  dinner's 

dre«'d, 
Łet  it  bold  ap  this  comment  to  his  eyes; 
**  Life  to  tbe  last  enjoy'd,  kert  Churchill  lies  ;*' 
Whilst  (O,  what  joy  that  pleasiug  flattVy  gires) 
Reading  my  works,  he  ories  —  "  Herę  Churchill 

Enough  of  Sb/tre— in  less  bardenM  times    [li yes." 
Gieat  was  her  furce,  and  mighty  were  ber  rhymcs. 
I  We  read  of  men,  beyoud  man'8  daring  brave, 
Who  yet  have  trembled  at  the  strokes  she  gave, 
Whose  soułs  have  felt  morę  terrible  alarms 
From  her  one  linę,  than  from  a  world  in  arms. 
Wbeo,  in  her  faithfuł  and  immortal  page, 
They  saw  transmitted  down  from  age  to  age 
Reoorded  Tinains,  and  each  spotted  name 
Braikitid  with  marks  of  everla$ting  shame, 
Succeeding  Tillains  sought  her  as  a  fńend. 
And,  if  Dot  really  mended,  feignM  to  mend. 
But  in  an  age,  wben  actioiw  are  allowM 
Which  strike  all  honour  dead,  and  cHmes  arow'd, 
Tim  terrible  to  sufler  the  report, 
ATOw^d  and  pfiii8'd  by  men  who  stain  a  court ; 
Propp'd  by  the  arra  of  Pow*r,  when  Vice,  high-bom, 
Hłgh-bred,  high-stationM,  holda  rebnke  in  scom ; 
Wbeo  sbe  is  lost  to  evVy  tbought  of  &me. 
And,  to  all  ▼irtne  dead,  is  dead  to  shame; 
Wben  Prndence  a  much  easier  task  must  hołd 
To  make  a  new  world,  than  reform  the  old ; 
Satire  throws  by  her  arrows  on  the  gronnd, 
And  if  she  cannot  cnre,  she  will  not  wound. 

Cooie,  Panegyric — thongh  the  Muse  dtsdains, 
fomided  on  truth,  to  prostitnte  her  strains 
At  the  base  instance  ciP  thosa  men,  who  hołd 
Nb  argnmeni  but  pow>,  no  God  but  gold ; 
Yet,  mindfał  that  firom  Heav*n  she  drew  her  birth, 
Sbe  scoms  the  narrow  masims  of  this  Earth, 
Tirtnoos  hetaelf^  brings  Virtue  forth  to  vTew,      • 
And  love8  to  praise,  where  praise  ia  justły  due. 

Oome,  Panegyric — ^in  a  former'hpur. 
My  8oal  with  pleasnre  yielding  to  thy  powV, 
Tliy  thrine  1  sought,  i  pray^d — but  wanton  air, 
Before  it  reach'd  thy  ears,  di8perB*d  my  pray  V ; 
Fen  at  thy  altars  whilst  I  took  my  stand, 
The  pen  of  Truth  and  Hononr  in  my  hand, 
Fate,  medttating  wrath  'gainst  me  and  minę, 
Cbid  my  fond  zeal,  and  thwarted  my  design, 
Whiirt,  Hayter  ♦  brought  too  qniokly  to  his  end, 
I  lost  a  subject,  and  mankind  a  friend. 
•  Gooie,  Panegyric — bending  at  thy  throne, 
Thee  and  thy  pow'r  my  soul  is  proud  to  own^ 
Be  thou  my  kind  protector,  thou  my  guide, 
And  łead  me  safe  through  passes  yet  untry*d. 
Broad  is  tbe  road,  nor  difficult  to  find, 
Which  to  the  house  of  Sałirt  leads  mankind  ^ 

«Dr.  Thomas  Hayter,  bishop  •f  Ltndon.     He 
dkd  January  9,  n«>i2.  •* 


Narrow  and  unfreqtimted  are  the  ways, 

Scarce  found  out  tn  an  age,  which  leail  to  praiKe. 

What  though  no  tbeme  I  choosc  of  \'ul!rar  notcy 
Nor  wish  to  write  as  brother-barda  havc  wrotft, 
So  mild,  so  meck  in  praising,  that  they  »eexn 
Afiraid  to  wake  their  patrons  from  a  dream  ; 
What  thongh  a  theme  I  choose,  which  might  d»- 

mand 
The  nicest  touches  of  a  master^s  hand  ; 
Yet,  if  the  inward  workings  of  my  souł 
Deceive  me  not,  I  shall  attain  the  goal. 
And  Envy  shall  behold,  in  triumph  raisM, 
The  poet  praising,  and  the  patron  pra-s'd. 

What  patron  shall  I  choose  ?  Shall  public  roicrt 
Or  prirate  knowledge  influence  my  choice  ? 
Shall  I  prefer  the  grand  retreat  of  Stowe, 
Or,  seeking  patriots,  to  friend  \^nidman's  *  go  ? 

"To  ^ildman'8!''  cry'd  Discretion,  (who  had, 
Close  standing  at  my  elbow,  ev»ry  word)     [heard, 
"To  Wildman^s!  Art  thou  mad  ?  Can'«t  thon  be  surę 
One  moment  there  to  have  thy  head  secure  ? 
Are  they  not  all  (let-obseryatioii  tell) 
AU  mark'd  in  characters  as  black  as  Heli, 
In  Doonuday  book  by  ministers  set  down, 
Who  style  their  pńde  the  honour  of  the  crown  ? 
Make  no  reply— let  Reason  stand  aloOf — 
Presumptions  here  must  pass  as  solemn  proof. 
That  settleO  faith,  that  lovc  which  ever  springs 
In  the  best  subjects  for  the  best  of  kings, 
Must  not  be  measiir^d  now,  by  what  men  think, 
Or  say,  or  do — by  what  they  eat,  and  drink, 
Where  and  with  whom,  that  question'8  to  be  try^d. 
And  statesmen  are  the  jud  ges  to  decide; 
No  juries  calPd,  or,  if  calPd,  kept  in  awe, 
They,  facts  confes^  in  themselres  rest  the  law. 
£ach  dish  at  Wi1dman*s  of  sedition  smacks ; 
Blasphemy  may  be  gospel  at  Almack'8.'* 

Peace,  good  IMscretion,  peace — thy  fears  are  vn»n; 
Ne'erwill  I  herd  with  Wildman^s  factious  train, 
Never  the  vengeance  of  the  great  incnr. 
Nor,  without  might,  against  the  mighty  stir. 
If,  from  loog  proof,  my  temper  you  distrust, 
Weigh  my  profession,  to  my  gown  be  j«st ; 
Dost  thou  one  parson  know  so  ^oid  of  grace 
To  pay  his  court  to  patrons  out  of  place } 

If  still  you  doubt  (though  srarce  a  doubt  rcmatns) 
Search  through  my  ałter*d  heart,  and  try  my  rein<?; 
There,  searching,  find,  nor  deem  me  now  in  sport, 
A  convert  madę  by  Saodwich  to  the  court. 
Let  madmen  foUow  errour  to  the  end, 
I,  of  mistakes  conTinc*d,  and  proud  to  mend, 
Strive  to  act  better,  being  bettcr  taught, 
Norblush  to own  that  changc, which  Reason  wrought. 
For  soch  a  change  as  this,  must  Justice  speak  ; 
My  heart  was  bonest,  but  my  head  was  wrak. 

Bigot  to  no  one  man,  or  set  of  men, 
Without  one  selfish  view,  I  drew  my  pen ; 
My  country  a8k*d,  or  seemM  to  ask  my  ai<%. 
Obedient  to  that  cali,  I  left  off  trade ; 
A  side  I  chose,  and  on  that  side  was  strong, 
Till  time  hath  fairly  prov*d  me  tn  the  wmns:; 
Convinc*d,  I  change  (can  any  man  do  morę  ? 
And  hare  not  greater  patriots  chang*d  before  ?) 
Chang*d,  I  at  once  (can  any  man  do  less  ?) 
Without  a  single  blush,  that  change  confess ; 
Confess  it  with  a  manly  kind  of  pride,  ' 

And  quit  the  losiug  for  the  winning  side; 

s  Master  of  the  ta\'em  where  the  then  op^iopers 
9f  adMiaistrątion  usad  to  mec  .  ^ 


d5S 


CHURCHILLS  POEMS. 


Granting,  whilst  Tirtuoug  Sandwich  holds  the  rein, 
Wbat  Butę  for  ages  might  hare  sought  id  vaui. 
Htttl,   Sandwich— aor  sball  WUkes  resenUnent 
show, 
HeariDg  the  praises  of  so  brave  a  ibe— • 
f/at/,Sandwich — nor,  throiigh  pride,  shalt  Łhou  refase 
The  gratefui  tri  butę  of  so  mean  a  Muse — 
Sandwich,  all  kail — when  Butę  with  foreign  hand, 
Grown  wanton  with  ambitioo,  80ourg*d  the  land, 
When  Scołs,  or  slaves  to  Scotsmen^  8teer'd  the  hehn, 
When  peace,  ingloriouM  peace,  disgrac^d  the  realm, 
Dłstrust,  and  generał  discootent  prevaird ; 
But  when  (he  best  knows  why)  his  spirits  fail'd ; 
When,  with  a  sudden  panic  struck,  he  fled, 
SneakM  out  of  pow'r,  and  bid  his  recreant  head ; 
^Hien,  like  a  Mars  (fear  order^d  to  retreat) 
We  fltaw  thee  nimbiy  Tault  into  his  seat, 
Into  the  seat  of  Pow'r,  at  one  bold  leap, 
A  perfect  connoisseur  in  statesmanship ; 
When,  like  another  Machiarel,  we  saw 
Thy  fiogers  twisting  and  untwisting  law, 
Straining,  where  godlike  Reason  bade,  and  wbere 
She  warranted  thy  mercy,  pleas'd  to  spare ; 
Saw  thee  resoW*d,  and  fix*d  (come  what»  come 

might) 
To  do  thy  God,  thy  king,  thy  country  right ; 
All  things  werechang'd,  suspensę  remain^d  no  morę, 
Certaidty  reign'd  where  doubt  had  reign^d  before. 
All  felt  thy  virtues,  and  all  knew  their  use, 
Whąt  virtues  such  as  thine  must  needs  produce. 

Thy  foes  (for  Honour  ever  meets  with  foes) 
Too  mean  to  praise,  too  fearful  to  oppose, 
In  sulleń  silence  sit ;  thy  friends  (some  few, 
Who,  friends  to  thee,  are  friends  to  Honour  too) 
Plau4  thy  braye  bearing,  and  the  coromonweal 
Eacpects  her  safety  from  thy  stubbom  zeal. 
A  place  amongst  the  rest  the  Muses  claim, 
Aod  bring  this  free^will  ofTring  to  thy  famę. 
To  prove  their  virtue,  make  thy  virtues  known. 
And,  holding  up  thy  famę,  secure  their  own. 

From  his  youth  upwardś,  to  the  present  day, 
When  vices  raore  than  yearshaye  mark'd  him  grey, 
When  riotous  Ezcess  with  wasteful  band 
Shakes  life'sfrail  glass,  and  bastes  each  ebbing  sand, 
Unmindful  from  what  stock  he  drew  his  birth, 
Untainted  with  ooe  deed  of  real  worth, 
liOthario,  holding  honour  at  no  pńoe, 
FoUy  to  foUy  added,  vice  to  vice, 
Wrought  sin  with  greediness,  and  sought  for  shame 
With  greater  zeal  than  good  men  seek  for  famę. 
Where  (Reason  left  without  the  least  defence) 
Laughter  was  Mirth,  Obscenity  was  Sense, 
Where  Impudence  madę  Decency  submit, 
Where  Noise  was  Humour,  and  where  Whim  was  Wit, 
Where  rude,  untemperM  licence  had  the  merit 
Of  Liberty,  and  Lunacy  was  Spirit, 
Where  the  best  things  were  ever  held  the  worst, 
Lothario  was,  wjth  justice,  always  first. 

To  whip  a  top,  to  knuckle  down  at  taw. 
To  swing  upon  a  gate,  to  ride  a  straw, 
To  play  at  push-pin  with  duli  brother  peers, 
To  belcb  out  catches  in  a  porters  ears, 
To  reign  the  monarch  of  a  midnight  celi. 
To  be  the  gapiag  chairman's  oracie, 
Whilst,  in  most  blessed  unioo,  rogue  and  whore 
Ciap  hands,  huzza,  and  hiccup  out  encore, 
Whilst  grey  Authority,  who  slumbers  there 
In  rabes  of  watchman's  fur,  ^ives  up  his  chair; 
With  midnight  bowl  to  bay  tłi'  affrighted  Moon, 
To  walk  with  torches.through  the  streetą  at  noon. 


To  force  plain  Naturę  from  ber  Uftial  w«f» 
Each  night  a  vigil,  and  a  blank  each  day ; 
To  match  for  q^d  ooe  feather  'gainst  another^ 
To  make  one  leg  run  races  with  his  brotber ; 
'Gainst  all  the  rest  to  take  the  nortbera  wind* 
Butę  to  ride  first,  and  be  to  ride  behind  j 
To  coin  new^faagled  wagers,  and  to  iay  'eo, 
Laying  to  lose,  and  losing  not  to  pay  'en ; 
Lothario,  oo  that  stock  which  Naturę  givei, 
Without  a  rival  stands,  thouf^  Blarch^  now  livc^ 

When  Folly,  (at  tbat  name,  in  duty  bouad, 
Let  subject  mjrriads  kneel,  and  kias  the  groood^ 
Whilst  they  who,  in  the  presence,  upright  ^aad. 
Are  held  as  rebels  tfanmgb  the  loyal  land) 
Queeii  ev*ry  where,  but  most  a  uueen  in  couits, 
Sent  forth  her  heralds,  aud  proclaimM  ber  sport- 
Bade  fool  with  fool  on  her  behalf  eogage. 
And  prove  her  right  to  reign  from  age  to  age ; 
Lothario^  great  above  the<  common  size, 
With  all  eBgag*d,  and  won  from  all  the  piize ; 
Her  cap  be  wears,  which  Arom  his  youth  be  wor^ 
And  ev'ry  day  deserves  it  morę  and  moie. 

Nor  in  such  limits  rests  his  soul  oodAdM  ; 
Folly  may  share,  but  ca]i't  engross  his  miodi 
Vice,  bold,'substantial  Vice,  puts  ip  ber  daim. 
And  stamps  him  parfect  in  the  bodks  of  shama. 
Observe  his  fołlies  well,  and  you  would  swetr 
Folly  had  beea  his  first,  his  only  care; 
Observe  his  vioes,  you  'II  that  oath  disown. 
And  swear  that  he  was  bom  for  vioe  alep^ 
Is  the  soft  naturę  of  some  hapless  maid 
Fond,  easy,  fuli  of  fsith,  to  be  betray^d ; 
Must  she,  to  vhtue  lott,  be  kwt  to  fome. 
And  he  who  wrought  her  guilt,  declare  hersbamel 
Is  some  brave  friend,  who^  men  but  IHUe  kiiovB, 
Deems  ev'ry  beart  as  honest  as  his  own* 
And,  free^  himself,  in  otbers  fears  no  guile. 
To  be  ensnar*d,  and  ruin'd  with  a  smiJe  ? 
Is  Law  to  be  penrerted  from  her  course  ? 
Is  abject  FVaud  to  leagne  with  brutal  Foree ) 
U  Freedom  to  be  cru8h'd,  and  ev'ry  boo, 
Who  dares  maintain  her  cause,  to  be  undcne ) 
Is  base  Corroption,  creeping  through  the  kod. 
To  plan,  and  work  her  ruiOf  nnderhand, 
With  regular  approaches,  snre  tbough  slow  ? 
Or  must  she  perish  by  a  single  blow  ? 
Are  kings  (who  trust  to  servaiitB,  and  dcpend 
In  8ervants'(fond,  vain  thought)  to  find  a  frieod) 
To  be  abus*d,  and  madę  to  draw  their  breath 
In  Jarkness  thicker  than  the  shades  of  deatb? 
Is  God's  most  holy  name  to  be  pro6ui*d. 
His  word  rejected,  and  his  laws  arraign^d* 
His  seryants  scom*d,  as  men  who  idiy  dream^d. 
His  senrice  laugh'd  at,  and  his  Son  blasphemMł 
Are  debauchees  in  morals  to  preside  ? 
Is  Faith  to  take  an  atheist  for  her  f^uide  ? 
Is  Science  by  a  btockhead  to  be  led  ? 
Are  States  to  toŁter  on  a  drunkard^s  head  ? 
To  answer  all  these  purpoees,  and  morę, 
Morć  black  than  ever  vłllain  plannM  before, 
Scarch  Earth,  seaich  Heli,  the  l>evil  canuut  fiod 
An  agent,  like  Lothario,  to  his  mindt 

Is  tłiis  nobility,  which,  sprung  from  kings. 
Was  meant  to  swell  the  pow^r  from  whence.it  spriasi^ 
Is  this  the  glorious  produce,  this  the  fruit, 
Which  Naturę  hop*d  for  fh»m  so  rich  a  root  ? 
Were  there  but  two  (search  all  the  wortd  arcuad] 
Were  tliere  bot  two  such  nobles  to  be  found, 

-    *  Alterwsrds  du^*^  of  ^ueensburj. 
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The  Tery  mme  woald  ńnk  into  a  term 

Of  scorn,  and  man  would  ratber  be  a  wbrm 

Than  be  a  lord ;  but  Naturę,  fuli  of  grace. 

Nor  meaning  birth  and  titles  to  be  base, 

Madę  oDly  one;  and,  having  madc  him,  swore, 

In  mercy  to  mankind,  to  make  no  morę. 

Nor  stopp^d  she  there,  bot,  like  a  gen*rou8  friend, 

The  ills  wbich  errour  causM,  she  strove  to  mend ; 

And,  haviog  brought  Lotbario  forth  to  view. 

To  save  ber  credit,  broujj^t  forth  Sandwicb  toa 

Gods !  witb  what  joy,  wbat  bonest  joy  of  beart, 
Biunt  aa  I  am,  and  yoid  of  ev*ry  art, 
Of  ev'ry  art  wbich  great  ooes  iu  the  state 
PracŁbe  on  knares  tbey  fear,  and  fools  they  bate. 
To  titles  with  reluctance  tangbt  to  bend, 
Nor  prone  to  tbink  tfaat  Tirtues  can  descend. 
Do  I  bebold  (a  sigbt,  alas  1  morę  rare 
Than  Honesty  could  wisb)  tbe  Noble  wear 
His  father's  brmoars,  wben  bis  life  makes  known 
They  're  bis  by  virtue,  not  by  birth  alone, 
Wben  he  recalls  bis  father  from  the  grave. 
And  pays  with  infrest  back  tbat  famę  be  gave. 
CnrM  of  ber  splenetic  and  sullen  fits, 
Ib  sucb  a  peer  my  willing  soul  submits. 
And  to  such  rirtue  is  morę  proud  to  yield, 
Ttian  'gainst  ten  titled  rogues  to  keep  the  field. 
Sucb  (for  tbat  truth  e'en  Envy  shall  allow) 
Such  Wyndham  ?  was,  and  sucb  is  Sandwich  now. 

O  gentle  Montague,  in  blessed  bour 
Didst  tbou  start  up,  and  cli  mb  tbe  btairs  of  Pow'r ; 
Eogland  of  all  ber  fears  at  once  was  eas'd. 
Nor,  'mongst  her  many  foes,  was  one  dispU»is*d. 
France  heard  the  news,  and  told  it  cousin  Spain  ; 
Spain  beard,  and  told  it  cousm  France  again ; 
The  HoUander  relinquisb'd  bis  design 
Of  adding  spice  to  spice,  and  minę  to  minę, 
Of  Indian  villainies  be  thought  no  morę, 
Content  to  rob  us  on  our  native  shore ; 
Aw*d  by  thy  iame,  (wbich  winds  with  open  mouth 
Shali  blow  from  east  to  west,  from  north  to  soutb) 
The  western  world  shall  yield  us  her  increase. 
And  her  wild  sons  be  9oflen'd  into  peace ; 
Rich  eastem  monarchs  shall  exhaust  their  stores, 
And  poar  unboonded  wealtb  on  Albion*s  shores; 
Unbounded  wealtb,  wbich  from  those  golden  scenes, 
And  ail  accuit^d  by  honcmrahle  means, 
Some  honourabU  chief  shall  hither  stcer. 
To  pay  onr  debts,  and  set  the  nation  elear. 

Nabobs  themselves,  allur^d  by  thy  renown, 
Shall  pay  due  bomage  to  the  Engibh  crown, 

Shall  freely  as  their  king  our  king  receive 

Provided  Ikc  direcŁors  głve  (hem  leave. 

Coion  at  home  shall  mark  each  rising  year. 
Nor  taxe8  be  compIainM  of,  though  serere ; 
£nvy  ber  own  destroyer  shall  become. 
And  Factton  with  a  thousand' mouths  bj  dumb ; 
With  the  meek  man  thy  meekness  shall  prevail, 
Nor  with  the  spiritcd  thy  spirit  fail  i, 
Some  io  thy  force  of  reason  shall  submtt, 
Aod  some  be  converts  to  thy  priucely  wit ; 
Rer^rence  for  thee  shall  still  a  nation*s  cries, 
A  grand  concurrence  crown  a  grand  excise; 
And  unbelieTers  of  the  iirst  degree, 
Who  have  no  faith  in  God,  have  faith  in  thee. 

When  a  strange  jumble,  whimsical  and  vain, 
Possess^d  the  region  of  each  beated  bl^in ; 
When  some  wcre  fools  to  censure,  some  to  praise. 
And  all  were  mad,  but  mad  in  diff^rent  way« ; 

Sari  of  £gremont    H«  died  Augtisi  1763. 


When  commonwea1tb's*men,  starting  at  the  sbade 
Wbich  in  their  own  wild  fancy  bad  been  madę, 
Of  tyrants  dream*d,  who  wore  a  thomy 'cr(7Tvn, 
And  with  state-bloodhounds  hunted  Freedom  down; 
Wben  others,  struck  witb  fancies  not  less  Tain, 
Saw  mighty  kings  by  their  own  subjccts  slain. 
And  in  each  friend  of  liberty  and  law, 
With  horrour  big,  a  futurę  Cromwell  saw  j 
Thy  manly  zeal  stcpp^d  forth,  bade  discord  ceasfl^ 
And  Snng  each  jarring  atom  into  peace  ; 
Liberty,  cheer^d  by  thy  all-cheering  eye, 
Shall,  waking  from  her  trance,  1ive  and  not  die  ; 
And,  patruniz*d  by  thee,  PrerogatTe 
Shall,  striding  forth  at  large,  not  die,  but  Iive  $ 
Whilst  Privile$e,  bung  betwixt  Earth  and  sky, 
Shall  not  wdl  know,  wbether  to  li^e  or  die. 

When  on  a  rock  wbich  orerhung  the  flood. 
And  seem'd  to  totter,  Conmierce  sbiv*ring  stood  ; 
Wben  Credit,  building  on  a  sandy  shore, 
Saw  the  sea  swell,  and  heard  the  tempest  roar, 
Heard  death  in  ev'ry  blast,  and  in  each  wave 
Or  saw,  or  fancied  tbat  she  saw  ber  grare ; 
When  Property,  transferr^d  from  band  to  band, 
Weaken'd  by  changc,  crawl*^  siekły  through  the 
Wben  mutual  con6dcnce  was  at  an  end,       [land ;  ^ 
And  man  no  longer  could  ou  man  depend  ; 
Oppress'd  with  debts  of  morę  than  coinmon  weight, 
Wben  all  men  fear'd  a  bankruptcy  of  sŁate ; 
When,  certain  death  to  honour,  and  to  trade, 
A  sponge  was  talk*d  of  as  our  only  aid, 
Tbat  to  be  sav'd  we  must  be  morę  undone,    . 
And  pay  ofT  all  our  debts,  by  paying  nonę  ; 
Like  £ngland*s  better  genius,  born  to  blcss. 
And  snatch  hissinking  country  from  distress, 
Oid'st  tbou  step  forth,  and  without  sail  or  oar 
Pilot  tbe  shatter'd  vessel  safe  to  shore  -, 
Nor  shalt  thou  quit,  till  anchor*d  firm  and  fast, 
She  rides  securc,  and  mocks  tbe  threat^ning  blastl 

3om  in  thy  huuse,  and  in  thy  scrvice  bred, 
Nurs'd  in  thy  arms,  and  at  thy  table  fed. 
By  thy  sagę  counsels  to  reflection  brought, 
Yet  morę  by  pattern  than  by  precept  Łaught* 
Cconomy  ber  needful  aid  shall  join 
To  forward  and  complcte  thy  grand  design. 
And,  warm  to  savc,  but  yet  with  spirit  warm, 
Shall  her  own  conduct  from  thy  conduct  form. 
Let  friends  of  prodigals  say  what  they  will, 
Spendthrifts  at  borne,  abroad  arc  spendthrifls  stilL 
In  vain  have  sly  and  subtle  sophists  tried 
Private  from  public  justice  to  divide: 
For  credit  on  each  other  they  rely, 
They  live  together,  and  together  die. 
*Gain8t  all  experience  *tis  a  rank  ofTence, 
High-treason  in  the  eye  of  Common-Scnse, 
To  think  a  statcsman  erer  can  be  known 
To  pay  our  debts,  who  will  not  pay  his  own. 
But  now,  thongh  late,  now  may  we  hope  to  see 
Our  debts  dischargM,  our  credit  fiair  uid  fi'ee, 
Since  rigid  Honesty,  fair  fali  tbat  hour, 
Sits  at  the  belm,  and  Sandwich  is  in  powV. 
With  what  delight  I  view  thee,  wondrous  niań, 
With  what  delight  surrey  thy  sterling  plan, 
Tbat  plan  which  all  witb  wonder  must  behold. 
And  stamp  thy  agc  the  only  age  of  gold. 

Nor  rest  thy  triuniphs  here— that  Disoord  fled. 
And  sought  witb  grief  the  Heli  where  she  was  bred  ; 
That  Faction,  *gfiinst  her  naturę  fbrc*d  to  yield, 
Saw  ber  rude  rałiblc  scatterM  o'er  the  field, 
Saw  ber  b^t  friends  a  standing  jest  bocome, 
H«r  fools  tumM  speakers,  and  her  wits  struck  dumb; 


560 


CHURCHILL*  POEMS. 


That  oar  most  bltter  foes  (so  much  dopeads 
On  men  of  name)  are  tum'd  to  cordial  fricnds ; 
That  o'ir  ofFonded  fricnds  (suoli  tenrour  flows 
Froai  men  of  name)  dare  not  appear  our  (bes  ; 
That  (Ir.dit,  gat:piiig  in  the  jawa  of  Death, 
And  rt-Mdy  to  expire  with  e.\\y  brcath, 
Grows  btronjrcT  froin  disease  ;  that  thou  hast  5av'd 
Thy  droopiijjr  counirj- ;  that  tby  imme  eDgravM 
Cn  plates  of  brass  deBcs  the  ragc  of  time ; 
Than  platts  of  brass  morę  firm,  that  sacrcd  rhyme 
£mbaimi«  thy  mem'r\%  bids  thy  glorics  live. 
And  gives  tliee  what  the  Muse  alone  can  give: 
Thcse  heights  of  Virtue,  these  rewards  of  Famę, 
With  thee  in  common  other  patriots  claim. 

But  that  poor  siekły  Science,  who  had  laid 
And  droop'd  for  j'car8  beneath  Neglecfs  cold  shade, 
By  those  who  knew  ber  purposcly  forgot, 
And  madę  the  jest  of  those  who  knew  her  not, 
Whilst  Ignorancc  in  pow'r,  and  pamperM  Pridc, 
Clad  like  a  priest,  pa&>M  by  on  t*  other  side, 
Recovcr'd  ftom  hcr  wretchcd  state,  at  length 
Putson  new  health,  and  clothcsherself  with  strength. 
To  thee  we  owe,  and  to  thy  friendly  hand, 
M''hich  raisM,  and  gave  her  to  possess  the  land. 
This  praise,  though  in  a  court,  and  near  a  throne, 
This  praise  is  thine,  and  thine,  alas  !  alone. 

With  what  fond  rapturc  did  the  goddess  smile, 
What  blessings  did  ahe  promise  to  this  islc, 
Wliat  hunour  to  herself ,  and  length  of  rcign  ! 
Soon  as  she  heard,  that  thou  didst  not  disdain 
To  be  her  steward ;  but  what  gricf,  what  shame, 
What  r^ge,  what  disappointment  shook  her  frame, 
When  her  proud  children  dar^d  her  will  dispute, 
When  youth  was  insolent,  and  age  was  mute. 

That  young  men  should  be  fools,  and  sonie  wild 
To  wisdom  fleaf,  be  deaf  to  int^rest  too,  [few, 

Mov'd  not  her  wonder;  but  that  men  grown  grey 
In  search  of  wisdom,  men  who  ownM  the  sway 
Of  Reason,  men  who  stubbomly  kept  down 
Each  rising  passion,  men  who  wore  the  gown, 
That  they  should  cross  her  will,  that  they  should  dare 
Against  the  caui^e  of  infrest  to  declare, 
That  they  should  be  so  abject  and  unwise,  . 
Having  no  fear  of  loss  before  their  eyes. 
Nor  hopes  of  gain,  scoming  the  ready  means 
Of  being  vicars,  rectors,  canons,  de^ns, 
With  all  those  honours  which  on  mitres  wait, 
And  mark  the.virtuous  faronrites  of  state; 
That  they  should  dare  a  Hardwicke  to  support. 
And  talk,  within  the  hcaring  of  a  court, 
Of  that  rile  bepgar,  Conscience,  who  undone, 
An<}  starrM  herself,  starves  ev'ni'  wretched  son ; 
This  tum*d  hcr  blood  to  gali,  this  madę  her  swear 
^o  morę  to  throw  away  her  time  and  ca re 
On  way  wanl  sons  who  scorn*d  hor  love,  no  morę 
To  hołd  hcr  courts  on  Cam's  ungrateful  shore. 
Rather  than  bear  such  insults,  which  disgrace 
Her  Toyalty  of  naturę,  birth,  and  place, 
Thoucrh  Dullncss  there  unrivallM  state  dnłh  k^ep, 
Would  she  at  Winchester  with  Burton  '  sleep ; 
Or,  to  exchange  the  mortifying  sc^e 
For  somethinsr  still  morę  duli,  and  still  moremcan, 
Ilaihtr  than  bear  such  insults,  j-hc  would  fly 
Far,  far  beytnid  the  s<*areh  of  Fnglish  eyc, 
Anil  rcign  amongst  the  St^ots:  tu  be  a  quicn 
Is  worth  ambition.  though  in  Aberdeen. 
O,  Ktay  thy  fliphr,  fair  Science !  What  though  some, 
Bume  basc-born  children,  rebcls  are  become, 

•  Dr.  John  Barton,  paa-stcjr  of  Winchester  school. 


All  are  not  rebels ;  some  are  duteouf  stfll» 
Attend  thy  precepts,  and  obey  thy  will ; 
Thy  intrest  is  opposM  by  those  alone, 
Who  either  know  not,  or  oppose  their  own. 

Of  stubbom  virtue,  marching  to  thy  aid, 
Bebold  in  black,  the  liv*ry  of  their  trade,  • 

Marshaird  by  Form,  and'by  Discretion  led, 
A  grave,  grare  troop,  and  Smith  is  at  their  hćad, 
Black  Smith  9  of  Trinity;  on  Clłristian  ground 
For  faith  in  mysteries  nonę  morę  renown'd. 

Ncxt  (for  the  best  of  causes  now  and  thcn 
Must  beg  assistance  from  the  worst  of  men) 
Next  (if  old  Story  lies  not)  sprung  from  Grecce, 
Comes  Pandarus,  but  comes  without  his  męce. 
Her,  wretched  maid  !  committed  to  his  trust. 
To  a  rank  letchcr^s  coarse  and  bloated  lust, 
The  afch,  old,  hoary,  hypocrite  had  sold. 
And  tiiought  himscif  and  her  well  damn'd  for  gold. 
But  (to  wipc  offsuch  traces  from  the  mind. 
And  make  us  in  good  humour  with  mankind) 
I^adtng  on  mep,  who,  in  a  college  brtnl. 
No  woman  knew  but  those  which  madę  tbcir  bed, 
Who,  plauted  virgins  on  Cam's  virtuous  shore, 
Continued  still  małe  virgins  at  threescore. 
Como  Sumner  '**,  wise,  and  chastc  as  chaste  ctn  b^ 
With  Long  ",  as  wise,  and  not  less  chaste  than  be, 

Are  there  not  frieods,  too,  enter'd  \n  tby  causc, 
Who,  for  thy  sake,  defying  penal  laws, 
W^ere,  to  support  thy  honourablc  plan, 
Smuggled  from  Jewcy  and  the  Isle  of  Man  ? 
Are  there  not  Philomatbs  of  high  degree 
Who,  always  dumb  before,  shall  speak  for  thee? 
Are  there  liot  proctors,  faithful  to  thy  will. 
One  of  fuli  growth,  otbers  in  embryo  still, 
Who  may,  perhaps,  in  some  ten  years,  or  morę. 
Be  ascertainM  that  two  and  two  make  fbur, 
Or  may  a  still  morę  happy  method  fiod. 
And,  taking  one  from  two,  leave  nonę  bełnud  ? 

With  such  a  mighty  pow*r  on  foot,  to  yicld 
Wtrc  death  to  manbood ;  better  in  the  field 
To  Ieave  our  carcusęs,  and  die  with  famę, 
Tłian  fly,  and  purchase  life  on  terms  of  shame. 
Sackvilics  alone  anticipate  defeat. 
And,  ere  they  dare  the  battle,  sound  retreat 

But  if  persuasions  ineifectual  prove, 
If  arguments  are  vain,  nor  pray'rs  can  morę, 
Yet  in  thy  bittemess  of  frantic  woc, 
Why  talk  of  Burton  ?  Why  to  Scotland  go? 
Is  there  not  Oxfoi*d  ?  She  with  open  arms 
Shall  meet  tb}'  wish,  and  yield  up  all  hcr  cbarms} 
Shall  for  thy  love  hcr  former  loves  resign. 
And  jilt  the  banish*d  Stuarts,  to  be  thine. 

Bow^d  to  the  yoke,  and,  soon  as  she  could  read, 
Tutor'd  to  get  by  heart  the  dcspot^s  crecd, 
She,  of  subjection  proud,  shall  km  e  thy  thmoe, 
And  h^ye  no  principles  but  thine  alone ; 
She  shall  thy  will  implicitly  receive. 
Nor  act,  nor  speak,  nor  think,  without  tby  Ieavf. 
Where  is  the  ^ory  of  imperial  sway, 
If  subjectfl  nonę  but  jnst  commands  obey  ? 
Then,  and  then  only  is  obedience  scen, 
When,  by  command,  they  dare  do  all  tbai*s  meaiv 


9  Dr.  Bobcrt  Smith,  master  of  Trinity  Coll^, 
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«°  Dr.  .Tohn  Sumner,  provost  of  King's  0)H(^i 
Cambridge. 
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Hithor  tfaen  wing  thy  6igfaŁ,  horę  fix  thy  staiul. 
Kor  fail  to  bring  tby  Sandviv?łi  tn  thy  band. 

Gods,  uith  what  joy  (for  Fancy  now  supplies, 
Ad(]  lays  the  futurę  oi>cn  to, my  eycs) 
Cods,  with  what  joy  I  »ee  the  worthies  meet. 
And  brotbcr  Litchfield ''  broŁhier  Sandwich  greet ! 
BlesŁ  be  your  greetings,  blest  each  dear  embrace,  - 
Błest  to  yourseiyes,  and  to  the  huinąa  race. 
Sick'ain^  at  virtues  wbich  she  can<-.ot  reach, 
Which  seem  htr  baser  naturę  to  impeach, 
Let  £avy,  in  a  wbirlwind^s  bo6om  hurlM, 
Oufcngeous,  search  the  corners  of  the  world, 
Ransack  the  present  times,  look  back  to  past, 
Kip  up  the  futurę,  and  confess  at  last. 
No  timea,  past,  present,  m  to  comc,  could  e*cr 
Producc,  and  bless  the  world  with  such  a  pair. 

PhiJIips  *-*,  the  good  old  Phillips,  out  of  breath, 
£icap*d  from  Monmouth,  and  escap*d  fróm  death, 
Shall  hail  his  Sandwich,  with  that  virtuous  zeal, 
Tbat  gloriou9  ardour  for  the  common-wcal, 
Wbich  warmM  his  loyal  heart,  aod  blcssM  his  tongue, 
Whexi  oo  his  lips  the  cause  of  rebels  hung; 
Whiist  Womanhood,  in  habit  of  a  nun, 
At  Mednam  lies,  by  backward  monks  undooe ; 
A  nation^s  reck'niag,  like  an  alehousc  score,  « 
Whiist  Paul  łfw  aged  chalks  behind  a  door, 
Compeird  to  bire  a  (be  to  cast  it  up ; 
Dashwood  M  shall  pour,  finom  a  communion  cup, 
libatiotLS  to  the  goddess  without  eycs. 
And  fioó  or  nob  in  cydcr  and  ezcisc. 

From  thosc  deep  shades,  where  Vanity,  unkoown, 
Dotb  penance  for  ber  pride,  and  pines  alone; 
Cnrs^d  in  herself,  by  ber  own  thoughts  undonc, 
Mliere  she  sees  all,  but  can  be  seen  by  nonę; 
Where  she  no  longer,  mistress  of  the  schools, 
Hears  praisc  loud  pealiug  from  the  roouths  of  fools, 
Or  hears  it  at  a  distancc;  in  despair 
To  jof  n  the  crowd,  and  put  in  for  a  share, 
Twisting  each  tbought  a  thousand  difTrent  ways. 
For  bis  new  friends  new-modelling  old  praise, 
Where  firugal  sense  so  very  fine  is  spun, 
It  serves  twelre  hours,  though  not  enough  for  one, 
Kiug*)  shall  arise,  and  bursting  from  the  dead, 
Shall  hurl  his^ebałd  Latin  at  thy  hcad. 

Burton  (whiist  aukward  Affectation'8  hung 
Iq  qnaint  and  labouT*d  accents  on  his  tongue, 
Who^gainst  their  will  makes  junior  blockheads  speak, 
Tgn*rant  of  both,  new  Latin,  and  new  Greek» 
Not  such  as  was  in  Greece  and  Latium  known, 
But  of  a  modern  cut,  and  all  his  own;  [string, 

^\llO  ihreads,  like  beads,  loose  thoughts  on  snob  a 
Thcy*re  praise,  and  censure;  nothing,  ev'ry  thing; 
Ihniomime  thoughts,  and  style  so  fuli  of  trick, 
Tbey  even  make  a  Merry  Andrew  sipk  ; 
Tbou^ts  all  so  duli,  so  pliant  in  their  growth, 
TheyVe  verse,  tbey*re  prose,  they're  ueitbcr,  and 

theyYe  both) 
, Shall  (tbough  by  Naturc  ever  loth  to  pralsc) 
Tliy  curious  worth  set  forth  in  curions  phrase  ; 
Obscurely  stifT,  sha'l  cnish  poor  Si^nse  to  death, 
Or  in  long  pcriods  run  ber  out  of  breath ; 

*'  The  earl  of  Litchfield,  then  high  steward  of 
Oxford. 

'^  Sir  John  Phillips.  At  this  juncture  hc  was  so 
nnpopular  as  to  excite  the  ragę  of  a  mob  at  Mon-; 
Diouth  against  him. 

H  Sir  Francis  Dashwood,  lord  Le  Dt^spen^^r. 

»5  Dr.  King,  principal  •f  St.  Mary  Hall,  Ox- 


Sbalt  make  a  b%be,  lur  which,  with  all  ita  famę, 
Adam  could  not  hare  found  a  proper  name ; 
WhiUt,  beating  out  his  features  to  a  smile, 
He  hugs  the  bastard  bratf  and  calls  it  Style. 

Hush'd  be  all  Naturę  as  the  land  of  Death  ; 
Leteach  stream  sleep,  and  each  wind  hołd  his  breath  ; 
Be  the  bells  oiuifled,  nor  one  sound  of  care, 
Prćssing  for  audicnce,  wake  the  slumb^ring  air ; 
Brown  promes— behold  how  cau>iously  he  cret*ps— r 
How  slow  he  walks«  and  yet  how  fast  he  sleeps — 
But  to  thy  praise  in  sleep  he  shall  agree; 
He  cannot  wake,  but  he  shall  dream  of  thee. 

Physic,  ber  head  with  opiate  poppies  crown*d, 
Her  loins  by  the  chaste  matron  Camphire  bound, 
Physic,  obtnining  succour  from  the  pen 
Of  her  soft  son,  ber  geutle  Heberden, 
If  tbere  arc  men  who  can  thy  virtue  know, 
Yet  spite  of  virtue  treat  thee  as  a  foe, 
Shall,  like  a  schoiar,  stop  their  rebel  breath. 
And  in  each  rccipe  send  classic  death. 

So  deep  in  knowle^lge,  that  few  linfs  can  sonnd 
And  plumb  the  bottom  of  that  vast  profound, 
Few  grave  ones  with  such  gravity  can  think, 
Or  follow  half  so  fast  as  he  can  sink, 
With  nice  distinctions  glossing  o*er  the  text, 
Obscure  with  raeaning,  and  in  words  perplext, 
With  subtleties  on  subtletics  relinM, 
Meant  to  divide,  and  subdiridc  the  mind, 
Keeping  the  forwardncss  of  youth  in  awe, 
The  scowling  Blackstone  '^  bears  the  train  of  lav» 

IXvinity,  enrobM  in  college  fur, 
In  her  right-hand  a  A>zo  CourŁ  Kalendar 
Bound  like  a  book  of  pray  V,  tby  coming  waita 
With  all  ber  pack,  to  hymn  thee  in  the  gates. 

Loyalty,  fbcTil  ou  kis'  alterM  shore, 
A  stranger  long,  but  stranger  now  no  morę, 
Shall  pitch  her  tabemacle,  and  with  e}'es 
Brim-full  of  rapture,  view  her  new'  allies, 
Sbkll  with  much  pleasure  and  morę  wonder  view 
Men  great  at  court  and  great  at  Oxfbrd  too. 

O  sacrcd  Loyalty  !  accursM  be  those 
W^o  seeming  friends,  turn  out  thy  dcadlicsŁ  foes; 
Who  prostitute  to  kings  thy  honourM  name, 
And  sooth  their  passions  to  betray  their  famc: 
Nor  praisM  be  those,  to  whose  proud  naturę  cliogi 
Gintempt  of  gorernment,  and  hate  of  kings ; 
Who,  willing  to  be  free,  not  knowing  how, 
A  gtrange  intemperance  of  zeal  ayow. 
And  start  at  Loyalty,  as  at  a  word 
Wbich  without  danger  Freedom  nev(T  heard. 

Vain  errours  of  vain  men— wild  both  estremesy  • 
And  to  the  State  not  whol&some,  like  the  dreams, 
Childreu  of  night,  of  Indigestion  bred, 
Wbich,  Reason  cloudcd,  seize  and  turn  the  head. 
I/oyalty  without  Freedom  is  a  chain 
Which  men  of  libVal  notice  can't  sustain  ;    * 
And  Freedom  without  Loyalty,  a  name 
Wbich  nothing  mcans,  or  means  Licentious  shame. 

Thine  be  tbc  art,  my  Sandwich,  thine  the  toil, 
In  Oxford^s  stuhbom  and  untoward  soi  I 
To  rear  this  p  •  it  of  union,  till  at  length, 
Rooted  by  time,  and  faster*d  into  strengtb, 
Shooting  aloft,  all  danger  it  dełies. 
And  proudly  jiftś  its  branches  to  the  skics ; 
Whiist,  Wlsdom^s  happy  son,  but  not  her  siarę, 
Gay  with  the  gay,  and  with  the  grave  oncs  grare. 


i^  Sir  William  Blackstone,  afterwardi  one  of  th« 
judges  «f  the  Common  ^leai« 
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Free  from  the  doli  impertiMfioe  of  thooght, 
Beneatb  tbat  shade  vhłch  thy  own  labours  wroaght 
And  fashion*d  into  strength,  sbalt  thou  repose, 
Secure  of  liberał  praise,  sjnce  Ists  flows, 
True  to  ber  Tamę,  as  daty  bath  decrecd, 
Nor  ionger,  like  a  barlot,  lust  for  Tweed,      [twine 
And  thuśe  old  wreatbs,  which  Oxford  onca  darM 
To  grace  a  Stuart  brow,  sbe  planta  on  tbine. 
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P'  Farewiłi.  to  Europę,  and  at  once  farewell 
To  all  tbe  folłies  wbich  in  Enrope  dwell ! 
To  Eastem  India  now,  a  ricber  climei 
Kicber^  alas !  in  ev'ry  tbing  but  rhjrroe, 
Tbe  Muses  steer  tbeir  course,  and  fond  of  cbange, 
At  large,  in  otber  worlds,  desire  to  rangę ;  ' 

Ke8olv'd  at  least,  sińce  they  tbe  fool  must  play, 
To  do  łt  in  a  diiTrent  place,  and  way. 

F.  Wbat  wbim  is  this,  what  errour  of  the  brain, 
Wbat  madness  worse  tban  in  tbe  dog-star^s  reign  ? 
Wby  into  forcign  countries  would  you  roam, 
Are  tberc  not  knaves  and  fools  enougb  at  borne  ? 
If  Satirc  be  thy  object,  and  thy  ]ays 
As  yet  have  shown  no  talents  ftt  for  praise, 
If  Satire  be  thy  objcct :  searcb  all  round. 
Nor  to  thy  purposc  can  on«  spot  be  (bund 
Like  England,  uhere,  to  rampant  vigour  grown, 
Vice  chokes  up  ev>y  virtiie ;  where,  self-sown, 
Tbe  seeds  of  folly  shoot  forth  rank  and  bold, 
And  every  secd  bringsfoilh  a  bundrcd  Ibid.    [shanae 

P,  No  morę  of  this— thongb  Trutb  (tbe  morc  our 
TTie  morę  our  gtiilt)  though  Truth  perhaps  may 
And  justify  ber  part  in  this,  yet  herc,  [claim. 

For  the  first  time,  e'en  Trnth  ofTends  my  ear. 
Declaim  from  room  to  night,  from  night  to  mom, 
Take  up  the  theme  anew,  wben  day^s  new -bom, 
I  bcar,  and  hate— be  England  what  sbe  will, 
Wlth  all  hcr  faults  sbe  is  my  country  still.    [word 

F*  Thy  country,  and  what  then  ?  Is  tbat  merę 
Against  the  voice  of  Reason  to  be  beard  ? 
Are  prejudices,  decp  imbib*d  in  youth. 
To  coun^er-act,  and  make  thee  bate  tbe  truth  ? 
*Tis  tbe  surę  symptom  of  a  narrow  soul. 
To  draw  its  grand  attachment  from  tbe  whole, 
And  take  up  with  a  part :  men,  not  confinM 
Witbin  sucb  pattry  limits,  men  designM 
Tbeir  natare  to  exalt;  wbere*er  thcy  go, 
Wherever  wares  can  roli,  and  winds  cao  blow, 
Where^er  tbe  blesscd  Sun,  placM  in  the  sky 
To  watch  this  subject  wortd,  can  dart  bis  eye, 
Are  still  tbe  same,  and,  prejudice  out-grown, 
Consider  every  country  as  tbeir  own. 
At  one  grand  view  they  take  in  Nature*8  plan, 
Not  morę  at  borne  in  England  tban  Japan. 

P,  My  good,  grave  sir  of  tbeory,  wbosc  wit, 
Grasping  at  sbadows,  ne*er  caught  substance  yet, 
Tis  migbty  easy  o*er  a  glass  of  winę 
On  vain  refinements  vainly  to  refir;^ 
To  latigh  at  poverty  in  plenty'8  reign, 
To  boast  of  apathy  when  out  of  pain, 
And  in  eacb  sentence,  worthy  of  the  schools, 
Vamish*d  with  sopbistry,  to  deal  out  rulea 
Most  fit  for  practice  but  for  one  poor  fault, 
That  into  practice  they  can  ne*er  be  brougbt. 

At  borne,  and  sitting  in  jour  elbow-chair, 
You  praise  Japan,  tbougb  you  was  nerer  tbere. 
I^t  was  tbe  ship  tbis  moment  imdcr  sail, 
Would  not  your  mind  be  changM^  your  spińts  fiil, 


Would  you  not  cast  one  longing  eye  to  shore, 
And  Tow  to  deal  in  sucb  wild  scbemes  no  morę? 
Howe*er  our  pride  may  tempt  us  to  conceal 
Tbose  passions  wbicb  we  cannot  chuse  but  feel, 
rhere^  a  strange  sometbing,  wbicb  witboat  a  braia 
Fools  feel,  and  wbicb  e*en  wtse  men  can*t  explain, 
Planted  in  man,  to  bind  him  to  that  earth, 
In  dearest  ties,  from  whenoe  be  drew  his  biith. 

If  Honour  calls,  where^er  sbe  points  tbe  way, 
Tbe  sons  of  Honour  follow,  and  obey ; 
If  need  compels,  wberever  we  are  sent, 
*Tis  want  of  courage.  not  to  be  content; 
But,  if  we  bave  tbe  liberty  of  choice. 
And  all  depends  on  our  own  single  voice^ 
To  deem  of  ev'ry  count^  m  the  same, 
Is  rank  rebellion  'gainst  the  lawful  claim 
Of  Naturę;  and  sucb  duli  indifference 
May  be  philosophy,  but  can*t  be  sensc. 

/I  Weak  and  unjust  distinction,  strange  desifi^ 
Most  peevisb,  most  perrerse,  to  undermine 
Philosophy,  and  throw  ber  empire  down 
By  means  of  Sense,  from  wbom  sbe  holds  her  crcmiu 
Divinc  Philosophy,  to  thee  we  owe 
AU  tbat  is  wortb  possessing  berę  bclow; 
Yirtue  and  Wisdom  consecrate  thy  reign, 
Doubled  eacb  joy,  and  pain  no  longcr  pain^ 

When,  like  a  garden,  where,  for  want  of  toil. 
And  wbolesome  discipline,  tbe  rich,  rank  soil 
T^eemswitb  encumbrances;  where  all  around 
Herbs  noxious  in  their  naturę  make  tbe  ground^ 
Like  the  good  motber  of  a  thankless  son, 
Curse  her  own  womb,  by  firuitfulness  undonej 
Like  sucb  a  garden,  when  the  buman  soul, 
Uncultur^d,  wild,  impatient  of  controul, 
Brings  forth  those  passions  of  luxuriant  race, 
Which  spread,  and  sdfie  ev^ry  herb  of  grace, 
Whiist  Yirtue,  checkM  by  tbe  cold  band  of  Scoro, 
Seems  witb'ring  on  the  bed  wbere  sbe  was  bora, 
Philosophy  steps  in  j  with  steady  band 
Sbe  brings  ber  aid,  tbe  clears  tb'  encmnbert 

land: 
Too  yirtuous  to  spare  Vice  one  stroke,  tou  wise 
One  moment  to  attend  to  Pity*s  cries, 
See  with  wbat  godlike,  wbat  relentless  powV 
Sbe  roots  up  eT'ry  wecd 

P,  and  ev'ry  flow'r. 
Philosophy,  a  name  of  mcek  degreę, 
EmbracM,  in  token  of  humiKty, 
By  tbe  proud  sagę,  wbo,  whiist  be  strore  to  hidt. 
In  that  vain  artifice,  reTeaPd  his  pride: 
Philosophy,  wbom  Naturę  bad  design'd 
To  purge  all  errours  from  the  human  miody 
Herself  misled  by  tbe  philosopher, 
At  once  her  priest  and  master,  madę  us  err ; 
Pride,  pride,  like  leaven  in  a  mass  of  flour, 
Tainted  ber  laws,  and  e'cn  madę  Yirtue  sour. 

Had  sbe,  content  witbin  her  proper  sphere, 
Taught  Icssons  suited  to  the  human  ear, 
Which  might  fair  Yirtue*s  genuine  froits  prodoae^ 
Madę  not  for  ornament,  but  real  use, 
The  beart  of  man  unrivall*d  sbe  bad  swayM, 
PraisM  by  tbe  good,  and  by  the  bad  obey'd. 
But  when  sbe,  overtuming  Reason's  throne, 
StroTe  proudly  in  its  place  to  plapt  her  owo; 
When  sbe  with  apathy  the  breast  would  stet;!. 
And  teach  us,  decply  fecling,  not  to  fcel ; 
When  sbe  would 'Wiidly  all  her  force  employ, 
Not  to  correct  our  passions,  but  destroy; 
When,  not  content  our  naturę  to  restore, 
As  mado  by  C!od,'ske  madę  it  all  new  o*«r; 
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Wheo,  witK  a  ifrange  and  criminal  esceiB, 
To  make  us  morę  tban  men,  8he  madę  us  less ; 
Tbe good  herdwindlad  pow*r  with  pity  saw, 
Tbe  bad  with  joy,  and  uone  but  fools  with  awe. 

Trath  with  a  simple  and  unTarnish'd  tale 

Fen  froro  the  nKmth  of  N might  preTail, 

Could  she  giet  there^  but  Falsehood^s  8Ugar*d  strain 
Shoald  pour  ber  fiibil  blandishments  in  Taiu, 
}far  make  one  ctairert,  though  the  siren  hong,    , 
Where  she  too  oflen  haogs,  od  M—  tongne. 
Shoald  all  the  Sophs,  whom  in  his  oourse  the  Sun 
Hath  seeń,  or  past  or  preseut,  rise  in  one ; 
Shoald  be,  whilst  pleasure  in  each  sentenoe  flows, 
like  Plato,  give  us  poetry  in  prose ; 
Should  be,  fiiłl  orator  at  ooce,  impart 
Th'  Athenian'8  genins  with  the  Roman'8  art, 
Genios  and  Art  should  in  this  instance  fail, 
Kor  Romę  though  join^d  with  Athens  here  prevail: 
Tis  not  in  man,  'tis  not  in  mons  tban  man. 
To  make  me  fiad  one  &ult  in  Nature'8  plan. 
Płac*d  Iow  ourselYcs,  we  censure  those  ahore, 
And,  wanting  jodgment,  think  that  she  wants  lorę ; 
Blame  where  we  ooght  in  reason  to  commend, 
And  think  ber  moat  a  foe,  when  most  a  friend. 

Soch  be  philoeophers thetr  specioos  art, 

Tboogbfriendshippleads,  shall  neyer  warp  my  heart ; 
Ne^er  make  me  from  this  breast  one  paińon  tear, 
Which  Natnre,  my  beat  friend,  hath  plaoted  there. 

F.  Forgiving,  mi  a  friend,  what,  whilst  I  Uve> 
M  a  philosopher  I  cant  forgive, 
In  this  one  point  sft  last  I  join  with  you ; 
To  Naturę  pay  all  that  is  Nature*8  due ; 
Bat  let  not  clonded  Reason  sink  so  Iow, 
To  fancy  debts  she  does  not,  cannot  owe. 
Bear,  to  foli  manbood  grown,  those  shackłes  bear, 
Which  Naturę  meant  us  for  a  time  to  wear 
Ai  we  wear  leading-strings,  which,  uselen  grown, 
Are  laid  aside,  when  we  can  walk  alone. 
Bat  on  thyself,  by  peevisb  bumour  sway^d, 
Wiltthou  lay  burthens  Naturę  nerer  laid  ł 
Wilt  thon  make  faulti,  whilst  judgment  weakl  y  errs. 
And  then  defend,  mistaking  them  for  her^s  ? 
Dar^st  thou  to  say,  in  our  enlightenM  age, 
That  this  grand  master  passion,  this  braye  ragę, 
Which  flames  out  for  thy  country,  was  imprest 
And  fix*d  by  Naturę  in  the  human  breast  ? 

If  you  prefer  the  place  where  yeu  was  bom, 
And  hołd  all  others  in  contcmpt  and  scom 
On  fair  oomparison ;  if  on  that  land 
With  lib*ral  and  a  morę  than  equat  band 
ller  gifts  as  in  profusion  Pleuty  sehde  $ 
If  Yirtue  meets  with  morę  and  better  fVic>nd8  5 
If  Science  finds  a  patron  *mongst  the  great ; 
|f  Honesty  is  minister  of  state; 
}f  Pow*r,  the  guardian  of  our  rights  design'd, 
Is  to  that  great,  that  only  end  confm'd; 
Tf  riches  are  employ*d  to  biesa  the  poor ; 
If  Ław  is  sacred,  Liberty  secure ; 
l«t  but  these  facts  depend  on  proof;  of  weight, 
Reason  declares,  thy  love  can't  be  too  irrcat ; 
And  in  this  light  coold  he  our  country  vicw, 
A  yery  Hottentot  mnst  love  it  too. 

But  if,  by  Fate*s  derrees,  you  owe  yoor  birtb 
To  some  most  barren  and  penurious  earth, 
Where,  evry  comfort  of  this  fife  denied, 
Her  real  wants  are  scantily  supplied, 
Where  Ą>w*r  is  Reason,  Liberty  a  jokc, 
Ł1W8  nerer  madę,  or  madę  but  to  be  broke; 
To  fix  thy  love  on  such  a  wretchcd  spot, 
^ecause  in  Łust'8  wild  ferer  tbcre  begot. 


Because,  thy  weight  nft  kmger  fit  to  bear, 

By  chance,not  choice,  thy  mother  dropt  thee  tbere^ 

Ł»  folly,  which  admits  not  of  defonce ;         * 

It  can't  be  Naturę,  for  it  is  not  aense. 

By  the  same  argument  which  here  you  hołd, 

(When  Falsehood's  insolent  let  Truth  be  bold) 

If  propagation  can  in  torments  dwell, 

A  devil  must,  if  bom  there,  łoye  his  Heli. 

P.  Had  Fate,  to  whose  decrees  I  lowiy  bend. 
And  e^en  in  puniahment  confess  a  friend, 
Ordain'd  my  birth  in  fome  place  yet  untry'd, 
On  purpoae  madę  to  mortify  my  pride, 
Where  the  Sun  nerer  gave  one  glimpse  of  day» 
Where  Science  neyer  yet  could  dart  one  ray ; 
Had  I  been  bom  on  some  bleak,  blasted  plain 
Of  barren  Scotland,  in  a  Stnart*8  reign ; 
Or  in  some  kingdom,  where  men,  weak  or  worse. 
Tura*d  Nature'8  ey'ry  blessing  to  a  currc, 
Where  crowns  of  fireodom  by  the  fatheri  won, 
Dropp*d  leaf  by  leaf  from  each  degen*rate  son  ( 
In  spite  of  all  the  wisdom  you  diilplay, 
All  you  have  sald,  and  yet  may  haye  to  say. 
My  weakneas  here,  if  weakness,  I  confoss, 
I,  as  my  country,  had  not  loy'd  ber  less. 

Whether  strict  Reason  bears  me  out  in  this, 
Let  those  who,  alwajrs  seeking,  always  miss 
The  ways  of  Reason,  doubt  with  precious  zeal  $ 
TheiT*s  be  the  praise  to  argne,  minę  to  feel. 
Wish  we  to  tracę  this  passion  to  the  root. 
We,  like  a  tree,  may  know  it  by  its  fruit, 
From  its  rich  stem  ten  thousand  yirtuos  spring. 
Ten  thousand  blcssings  on  its  branches  cling ; 
Yet  in  the  circie  of  reyolying  years, 
Not  one  misfortune,  not  one  vice  appears. 
Hence  then,  and  what  you  Reason  cali  adore ; 
This,  if  not  Reason,  must  be  something  morę. 

But  (for  I  wish  not  others  to  confine. 
Be  thcir  opinions  unrestrainM  as  minę) 
Whether  this  love'8  of  good  or  evil  growtb, 
A  yice,  a  yirtoe,  or  a  spice  of  both, 
Let  men  of  nicer  argument  decide : 
If  it  is  yirtuous,  sooth  an  houest  pride 
With  lib*ral  praise  j  if  yicious,  be  content, 
It  is  a  yice  I  neyer  ran  repent ; 
A  vice  which,  wełgh'd  in  Hcav'n,  shall  morę  ayail 
Than  ten  cold  yirtucs  in  the  other  scale. 

K  This  wild,  untemper*d  zcal  (which  after  all 
We,  candour  unimpeach'd,  might  madness  cali) 
Is  it  a  yirtue  ?  That  you  scarce  pretend : 
Or  can  it  be  a  yice,  like  Virtue's  friend, 
Which  draws  us  ofl*from  and  dissoWes  the  force 
Of  private  ties,  nay  stops  u«  in  our  course 
To  that  grand  object  of  the  human  soul, 
That  nobler  love  which  comprehcfnds  the  whole  ł 
Coop'd  in  the  limits  of  this  petty  isle, 
This  nook,  which  scarce  deser^'es  a  frown  or  smile, 
Weigh'd  with  cr«ation,  you,  by  whim  undone, 
Give  all  your  thoughts  to  what  is  scarce  worth  one. 
The  geu*rous  soul,  by  Naturę  taught  to  soar, 
Her  strength  confirm*d^n  philosophic  lorę, 
At  one  grand  view  takcs  in  a  worhl  with  ease, 
Aud,  seeing  all  mankind,  loyes  all  she  sef^. 

P,  Was  it  most  sur«,  which  yet  a  doubt  endnreSt 
Not  found  in  Reason 's  creed,  though  found  in  yoursy. 
That  these  two  senrices,  like  what  we*re  told 
And  know  of  God  s  aud  Mamnion*s,  cannot  hołd 
And  draw  together ;  that  however  loth, 
We  neither  senre,  attempting  to  senre  both  ; 
I  could  not  doubt  a  moment  which  to  chajse. 
And  which  in  common  reason  to  refuse. 


^64 


CHCRCHILUS  POEMŚ. 


Inveated  oft  for  pufposes  of  art, 
Bom  of  the  head,  though  fatherM  on  the  heart^ 
This  grand  love  of  the  worW  musi  be  confest 
A  barren  speculation  at  the  best. 
Not  ooe  man  in  a  thousańd,  should  he  liTe 
Beyond  the  usual  term  of  life,  could  give^ 
So  rare  occasion  comes,  and  to  no  few, 
1*roof  whether  bis  reganU  are  feigpM  or  tniCi 

The  love  we  bcar  our  country,  is  a  root 
Whlch  never  fails  to  bring  forth  golden  frait; 
*Ti8  in  the  mind  an  eyerlasting  spring 
Of  głorious  actions,  which  be^me  a  king. 
Kor  less  become  a  subject;  tis  a  debt 
Which  bad  men,  though  thcy  paynot,  can't  forgset; 
A  duty,  which  the  good  deiight  to  pay. 
And  ev'ry  man  can  practise  ey^ry  day. 

Nor,  for  my  life  (so  very  dim  my  eye^ 
'Or  duli  your  argument)  can  I  desery 
What  3rou  with  faith  assert,  how  that  dear  lora 
Which  binds  me  to  my  country  can  reoiove. 
And  make  me  of  necessity  forego, 
That  genVal  lovc  which  to  the  world  T  owe. 
lliose  ties  of  private  naturę,  smali  extent, 
In  which  the  mind  of  narrtiw  cast  is  pent, 
Are  oniy  steps  on  which  the  gen*rous  soul 
Mounts  by  degrees  tiłl  she  includes  the  whclew 
Tliat  spring  of  love,  which  in  the  huroan  mind, 
Founded  on  self,  Aows  narrow  and  confinM^ 
Eniarges  as  it  rolls,  and  comprehends 
The  social  charities  of  blood,  and  friends, 
TiU  smaller  śtreams  incUided,  not  o^erpast, 
It  rises  to  our  country^s  love  at  last ; 
And  hc,  with  liberał  and  enlarged  mind, 
Who  loves  his  country,  cannoŁ  hate  mankind. 

F,  Friend  as  you  would  appear  to  common  sense. 
Tell  me,  or  think  no  raore  of  a  defence, 
Is  it  a  proof  of  lo*'e  by  choioc  to  run 
A  vagrant  from  your  country  } 

P.  Can  the  son, 
(Shame,  shame,  on  alt  such  son<;)  with  ruthless  eye, 
And  heart  morę  paiient  thap  the  flint,  stand  by, 
And  by  some  rudian,  from  all  shame  divorc*d, 
AU  yirtue,  see  his  honour*d  mothcr  forc'd  ! 
Then,  no,  by  him  that  madę  me,  not  e'en  theoi 
Could  I  with  patienće,  by  the  worst  of  men, 
Behold  my  country  plunderM,  beggar'd,  łost 
Beyond  redemption,  all  her  głories  cross^d 
£'en  when  occasion  madc  them  ripe,  her  famę 
Fled  like  a  dream,  while  she  awakes  to  shame. 

F.  Is  it  not  morę  the  office  of  a  frieud, 
The  ofliice  of  a  patron,  to  defcnd 
Her  sinking  state,  than  basely  to  decltne 
So  great  a  cause,  and  in  despair  resign  ? 

P,  Beyond  my  reach,  alas !  the  grievance  llcs, 
And,  whilst.  morę  able  patriots  doubt,  she  dies. 
From  a  foul  source,  morę  deep  than  we  suppose, 
FiA.a]ly  deep  and  dark,  this  grievance  flows, 
'Tis  not  that  Peace  our  głorious  hopes  defeats, 
*Tn  not  the  voice  of  Faction  in  the  streets, 
'Tis  not  a  gross  attack  on  Freedom  madę, 
Tm  not  the  arm  of  Privilege  displayM 
Against  the  subject,  whilst  she  wears  no  sting 
To  disappoint  the  purpose  of  a  king ; 
These  are  no  ills,  or  trifles,  if  compar*d 
With  those,  which  are  contriv*d,  though  not  do 
clarM. 

Tell  me,  philosopher,  is  it  a  crime 
To  pry  iuto  the  secret  womb  of  Time ; 
Or,  bom  in  jgoorance,  must  we  despair 
Ta  reack  ev«^ts,  and  raad  the  futurę  th«reł 


Why,  be  it  so— stilt  *tiB  tlie  tiglit  oTma*, 
Imparted  by  his  Maker,  where  be  can, 
To  former  times  and  men  his  eye  to  cast. 
And  judge  of  whatfs  to  come,  by 'what  is  past. 

Should  th<»re  be  found  in  some  not  distant  yeai;' 
(O  how  I  wish  to  be  no  prophet  here) 
Amongst  our  British  loitłs  should  tbere  be  faanA 
Some  great  in  powV,  in  principles  unsoand, 
Who  look  OB  Freedom  with  an  e^il  eye, 
In  wbom  the  springs  of  loyalty  are  dry ; 
Who  wish  to  soar  on  wild  AmbitioD's  wingi, 
Who  hate  the  commons,  and  who  lorę  not  kingif 
Wbo  would  diTide  the  people  and  the  throae 
To  set  up  sep'rate  intYests  of  their  own; 
Who  hate  whaterer  aids  their  wholeaome  growtfe^ 
And  only  joid  with,  to  destroy  tbem  botfa; 
Should  there  be  found  such  men  in  aftiei>*times,. 
May  Heav*n  in  mercy  to  our  grierous  crimet 
Al  lot  some  milder  rengeance,  nor  to  them 
And  to  their  ragę  this  wretched  land  condeam. 

Thou  God  above,  on  whom  ałl  states  depend^ 
Who  knowe^t  from  the  first  their  rise  and  ew^ 
If  there'8  a  day  markM  in  the  book  of  Pate 
When  ruin  must  inToIre  our  equal  state ; 
When  law,  alas !  must  be  no  morę,  and  we^ 
To  freedom  bora,  must  be  no  longer  free  i 
Let  not  a  mob  of  tyrants  seize  the  hełm. 
Nor  titled  upstaits  league  to  rob  the  realm : 
Let  not,  whatever  other  ills  assail^ 
A  damned  aristocracy  pre^ail. 
If,  all  too  ahort,  onr  course  of  freedom  nns 
Tis  thy  good  pleasure  we  shoald  be  undone, 
Let  us,  some  comfort  in  our  griefś  to  bring. 
Be  s1aves  to  one,  and  be  that  one  a  king. 

F.  Poets,  accustom'd  by  their  trade  to  feigo, 
Oft  subetitute  creatioiis  of  the  brain 
For  real  substancc,  and,  themaelves  deceiv'd, 
Would  have  the  fiction  by  mankind  belier*d. 
Sia*h  is  yourcase.-^iut  grant,  to  soothe  your  pride, 
That  you  know  morę  than  all  the  wortd  beside, 
Why  deal  in  hints,  why  make  a  moment"^  doubt? 
Re8olv*d,  and  like  a  man,  at  once  speak  out, 
Show  us  our  danger,  tell  us  where  it  lies. 
And,  to  ensure  our  safety,  make  us  wise. 

P.  Rather  than  bear  the  pain  of  thought,  faoli 
stray; 
The  prond  wilł  rather  lose  than  ask  their  way ; 
To  men  of  seose  what  needs  it  to  unfold 
And  tell  a  tale  which  they  must  know  nntoM? 
In  the  bad,  int*rest  warps  the  canker*d  heait, 
The  good  are  bood~wink'd  by  the  tricks  of  att; 
And  whilst  arch,  sobUe  hypocrites  contrire 
To  keep  the  flames  of  discoutent  alire, 
A^liilst  they,  with  arts  to  honest  men  unknown, 
Breed  doubts  between  the  people  and  the  thnjo^ 
Making  us  fear,  where  Reason  never  yet 
AllowM  one  fear,  or  could  one  doubt  admit, 
Themaelves  pass  unsuspected  in  disguise. 
And  'gainst  onr  real  danger  seal  our  eyes. 

F.  Mark  them,  and  let  their  names  reoordcd  stand 
On  Sbame^s  black  roli,  and  stink  througb  all  the  land. 

P.  That  might  some  courage,  but  no  pradencc  be ; 
No  burt  to  them,  and  jeopanly  to  me. 

F.  Leave  out  their  names. 

P.  For  that  kind  cautioo  thanks; 
But  may  not  judges  sometimes  fili  up  błanks? 

F,  Your  countr}''»  laws  in  doubt  then  you  rejectf 

P..The  laws  I  love,  the4awyers  I  snspect: 
Amongst  tweWe  judges  may  not  one  be  fonnd» 
(On  bare,  bare  possibility  I  groiind 
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This  wfaolesome  douUt)  wbo  mtj  eniarge,  retrencb, 
Create  and  uncreate,  and  from  the  hench, 
With  winks.  smiles,  nods,  and  such  like  pałtry  aru, 
May  wurk  and  worm  into  a  jury*8  h«»rts; 
Ot,  baffled  there,  may,  turbulcnt  of  sou  I, 
Crarop  thelr  high  oifice,  and  their  rights  control ; 
Wbo  may,  thoiigh  judge,  tum  advooate  at  large. 
And  deal  repliet;  out  b}'  the  way  of  charge, 
Making  interpretation  all  the  way, 
In  spite  of  facts,  bis  wicked  will  obey. 
And,  1eaving  law  without  the  least  defence, 
May  damn  his  conseieace  to  approve  his  seose } 

F.  Whiłst,  tbe  t/ue  guardians  of  this  cbarter^d 
land, 
In  fuli  and  perfect  Tigour,  juries  stand, 
^  judge  in  vaiQ  shall  awe,  cajole,  perpiex* 

P.  Suppose  I  should  be  tried  in  Middlesex? 

iP.  To  i>ack  a  jary  they  will  never  dare. 

P,  There'8  no  occasion  to  pack  juries  there. 

F*  'Gainst  prejudice  ail  arguments  are  weak, 
Keatoo  hcrself  without  effect  must  speak. 
Fly  then  thy  country,  like  a  coward  fly, 
Renounce  ber  iut^res^  and  ber  ławs  defy. 
1)ut  wby,  bewttcbM,  to  India  tum  thy  eyes  ? 
C-aimot  our  Europę  thy  yast  wrath  sufilce? 
Cannot  thy  misbegotten  Muse  lay  bare 
ller  brawny  ann,  and  play  the  batcher  there  ? 

P.  Thy  counsel  taken,  what  should  Satire  do? 
Where  ooułd  she  find  an  object  that  is  new  ? 
Thofle  trayelPd  youths,  whom  tender  znotheTS  wean, 
And  send  abruad  to  see,  and  to.be  seen, 
With  whom,  lest  thcy  should  foraicate,  or  worse, 
A  tutoHs  seot,  by  way  of  a  dry  nurae, 
Kach  of  whom  just  enough  of  spirit  bears. 
To  show  our  f<41ies,  and  to  bring  borne  tbeir% 
HaTe  madę  all  Europe^s  rices  so  well  kiiown, 
They  seem  almost  as  nat^ral  as  our  own. 

F.  Will  Ipdia  for  thy  purpose  better  do  ? 

P.   In  one  respect  at  leaU^there*s  something 
new. 

F*  A  harmless  pcc^ple,  in  whom  Naturę  speaks 
T^ree  and  untainted ;  'mongst  whom  Satire  seeks, 
Bttt  vainly  seeks,  so  simply  plain  their  hearts. 
One  hosom  wbere  to  lodge  ber  poisonM  darts. 

P.  From  kaowledge  speak  you  this,  or  doubt  on 
doubt 
Weigb'd  and  resoWM,  hath  Reason  {bund  it  out  ? 
Neitber  from  knowledge,  nor  by  Reason  taught, 
Yoa  bave  faith  ev'ry  wbere  but  where  you  ought. 
India  or  Europę — ^What^s  there  tn  a  name?, 
Propensity  to  vice  tn  both  the  same, 
Naturę  alike  in  both  works  for  man's  good, 
Alike  in  both  by  man  himself  withstood. 
Nabobs,  as  well  as  tbose  who  hunt  them  down, 
Deserve  a  cord  much  better  tban  a  crown. 
And  a  Mognł  can  thrunes  as  much  debase 
As  any  polish^d  prince  of  Christian  race. 

F*  Gould  you,  a  task  morę  hard  thau  you  fup- 
pose, 
Could  you,  in  ridicute  whilst  Satire  głowic 
Make  alf  their  folłies  to  the  life  appear, 
TvA  ten  to  one  you  gain  no  credit  here; 
łIowe*cr  well-drawn,  the  picture  aftcr  all, 
Because  we  koow  nut  the  original, 
Woold  not  find  favour  in  the  public  eye. 

P.  l*hat,  baving  your  good  łeave,  1  mean  to  try. 
And  if  your  observations  sterling  hołd, 
If  the  piece  should  be  hcary,  tamę,  and  cold. 
To  make  it  to  the  side  of  Naturę  lean, 
Aud,  ipeanipg  notl^ing,  something  seem.  to  neaii. 


3S6 

To  make  the  whole  in  live1y  coloura  glow, 
To  I>rint(  before  us  something  that  we  know, 
And  from  all  honest  men  applause  to  win, 
ril  group  the  company,  and  put  thcm  in. 

/.  Be  that  uugcu'rous  thought  by  shame  sup*- 
pressM, 
Add  not  distress  to  tbose  too  much  distressM. 
Have  they  not,  by  bltnd  zeal  misled,  laid  bare  > 
Those  8on»  which  never  might  endure  the  atr  ł 
Have  they  not  brougbt  their  mysteries  so  Iow, 
That  what  the  wise  suspected  not,  ibols  know  ? 
From  their  first  rise  e'en  to  the  present  hour, 
Have  they  not  provM  their  own  abuse  of  pow*r  ; 
Madę  it  impossible,  if  fairly  view'd, 
Kver  to  have  that  dangYoos  pow'r  renew'd ; 
Whilst  unseducM  by  ministerą,  the  tbrone 
Regards  our  interest,  and  knows  its  own  ? 

P,  Should  ey*ry  other  subject  chance  to  fail, 
Tbose  who  have  saiPd,  and  those  who  wish  to  sai^ 
In  the  last  fleet,  afford  an  ample  field, 
Which  must  beyond  my  hopes  a  har\'est  yteld. 

F,  On  such  vile  food  Satire  can  nevcr  thrive. 

P,  She  cannot  stanre,  if  there  was  only  Cliv& 
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Tastime  bath  been,  a  boyish,  blusbing  time, 

When  modesty  was  scarcely  held  a  crime ; 
When  the  most  wicked  had  some  touch  of  grace. 
And  tremblfid  to  meet  Yirtue  face  to  face ; 
When  those',  who,  in  the  cause  of  Sin  grown  grey, 
Had  servM  her  without  grudging  day  by  day, 
Werę  yet  so  weak  an  aukward  shame  to  feel. 
And  strove  that  glorious  service  to  conceal; 
We,  better  bred,  and  than  our  sires  morę  wise^ 
Such  paltry  narrowness  of  soul  despise^ 
To  yirtue  ev'ry  mean  pretence  disclaim, 
Lay  bare  our  crimes,  and  głory  in  our  shame. 

Time  was,  ere  Temperance  had  fled  the  realm; 
Ere  Luxury  sat  guttling  at  the  hełm 
From  mcal  to  meal,  without  one  momenfs  space 
ResenrM  for  business,  or  allow'd  for  grace  3 
Ere  Yanity  had  so  far  conquer'd  Sei»e 
To  make  us  all  wild  rivals  in  expense. 
To  make  one  fool  8trive  to  outvie  another, 
And  ev'ry  CQXcomb  dress  against  his  brother ; 
Ere  banish'd  Industry  had  left  our  shores. 
And  Labour  was  by  Pridc  kick'd  out  of  doorsj 
Ere  Idleness  preyaiLM  sole  qucen  in  courts, 
Or  only  yieldcd  to  a  ragę  for  sports ; 
Ere  each  weak  mind  was  with  extemals  caugbt. 
And  dissipation  held  the  place  ofthought ; 
Ere  gambling  lords  in  Tice  so  far  were  gone 
To  cog  the  die,  and.  bid  the  Sun  look  on ; 
Ere  a  great  nation,  not  less  just  than  frce,. 
Was  madę  a  beggar  by  economy; 
Ere  rugged  Honesty  was  out  of  yogne, 
Ere  ^ashion  stamp'd  her  sanction  on  tbe  rogne; 
Time  was,  that  men  had  conscience,  that  thcy  madę 
Scruples  to  owe,  what  nerer  could  be  paid. 
Was  one  then  found,  however  high  his  namc, 
So  far  aboYo  hts  feilows  damn*d  to  shame,. 
Wbo  dar*d  abuse  and  ialsify  his  trust, 
Who,  being  great,  yet  dar'd  to  be  unjust; 
Shunn^d  like  a  ptague,  or  but  at  distance  yiew^d, 
He  waik*d  the  crowded  streets  in  solitude, 
Nor  could  his  rank,  and  station  in  the  land, 
Brlbe  one  meon  knave  to  take  him  bT  the  faaad. 
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Such  rigid  maxims  (O,  might  snch  revive 

To  keep  expiring  Honesty  aUve) 

Madę  rogues,  all  other  hopes  of  famę  denyM, 

Not  just  through  principle,  bat  just  through  pride. 

Our  times,  morę  polish*d,  wear  a  diflPreot  face; 
Debts  are  an  honour ;  payment  a  disgrace. 
Men  of  weak  minda,  higb-plac'd  on  Folly's  list, 
May  gravely  tell  us  trade  cannot  subsist, 
Nor  ail  those  tbousands  who^re  in  trade  emp1oy'd, 
Jf  faitb  twixt  man  and  man  is  once  destroy^d. 
Why — ^be  it  so — ^We  in  tbat  point  accord ; 
Sut  what  is  trade  and  tradesmen  to  a  lord  ł 

Faber,  from  day  to  day,  from  year  to  ycar, 
Hatb  had  the  ories  of  tradesmen  in  his  ear, 
Of  tradesmen  by  his  vilhuiy  betray'd. 
And,  Tainly  seeking  justice,  bankrupts  madę. 
Wbat  isH  to  ^aber  ^  Lordly  as  before, 
He  sita  at  ease,  and  lives  to  niin  morę. 
Fix'd  at  his  door,  as  motionless  as  stone, 
Begging,  but  only  begging  for  their  own, 
Unheard  they  stand,  or  only  heard  by  those, 
Those  8laveii  in  libery,  who  mock  their  woes. 
What  is^t  to  Faber  ?  He  continues  great, 
Lives  on  in  grandeur,  and  runs  ont  in  state. 
The  helpless  widów,  wrung  with  deep  despair, 
In  bittemess  of  sonl,  pours  forth  ber  pray  V, 
Hngging  her  stanriog  babes  with  streaming  eyes. 
And  calls  down  rengcance,  vengeance  from  the  skies. 
What  is^t  to  Faber  ?  He  stands  safe  and  elear, 
Hcav*n  can  commence  no  legał  action  here, 
And  on  his  breast  a  mighty  plate  he  wcnirs, 
A  plate  morę  firm  tban  triple  brass,  %bich  bears 
Tbe  name  of  Pri^ilege  'gainst  vulgar  awe ; 
He  feels  no  conscience,  and  he  fears  no  law. 

Nor  think,  aoquainted  with  smali  knavc8  alone, 
Who  have  not  shame  outlivM,  and  grace  ontgrown, 
The  great  world  hidden  from  thy  rcptile  riew, 
Tbat  on  such  men,  to  whom  contempt  łs  due, 
Contempt  shall  fali,  and  their  vile  auttKN^n  name 
Recorded  stand  throngh  all  the  land  of  shame. 
No^-to  his  porcb,  Hke  Persians  to  the  Sun, 
Behold  contending  crowds  of  conrtiers  ran ; 
See,  to  his  aid  what  noble  troops  advance, 
All  swora  to  keep  his  cńmes  in  countenance. 
Nor  wondcr  at  it — ^They  partake  the  charge, 
As  smali  their  conscience,  and  their  debts  as  large. 

Propp^d  by  such  clients,  and  without  oontiol 
From  all  thafs  honest  in  the  human  soul, 
In  grandeur  mean,  with  insolence  unjust,      [trust, 
Whilst  nonę  bdt  knaves  can  praise,  and  fools  will 
CaressM  and  courted,  Faber  seema  to  stand 
A  mighty  pillar  in  a  guilty  land. 
And  (a  sad  trath  to  which  succeeding  times 
Will  scarce  gire  credit,  wben  'tis  told  in  rbymea) 
Did  not  strict  Honour  with  a  jealous  eye 
Watcb  ronnd  the  throoe,  did  not  tme  Piety 
(Who,  linfc'd  with  Honour  for  the  noblest  ends, 
Kanks  nonę  bdt  honest  men  amongst  her  friends) 
Forbid  us  to  be  crnshM  with  such  a  weight, 
He  migbt  in  time  be  minister  of  state. 

But  why  enlarge  I  on  such  petty  crimes? 
They  might  bave  shockM  tbe  faith  of  former  times. 
But  now  are  held  as  nothing.— -We  begio 
Where  ouraires  ended,  and  impro^e  in  sin, 
Kark  our  iuvention,  and  lea^e  nothing  new 
In  Vice  and  folly  for  our  sons  to  do. 

Nor  deem  this  censare  bard ;  there's  not  a  place 
Most  consecrate  to  purpoces  of  grace, 
Which  Vice  hath  not  poUuted ;  nonę  so  high. 
But  mth  bołd  pinioa  the  hath  dar*d  to  fiy. 


And  build  there  for  her  pleasure ;  nonę  so  knr, 
But  she  hath  crcpt  iuto  it ;  madę  it  know. 
And  feel  her  pow'r ;  in  courts,  in  camps  ahe  reigm^ 
0'cr  sober  citizens,  and  slmple  swains ; 
E'en  in  our  temples  she  hath  fix'd  her  throoe. 
And  'boTe  6od's  holy  altars  plac^d  her  own. 

Morę  to  increase  the  horrour  of  owr  itate, 
To  make  her  empire  lasting  aa  tis  great. 
To  make  us  in  full-grown  perfection  feel 
Curses  which  neithir  Art  nor  Time  can  heal, 
All  shame  diacarded,  all  remaint  of  pride, 
Meanoess  sits  crown*d,  and  triumphs  by  her  ńde; 
Meanness,  who  gleaos  out  of  the  human  mind 
Those  few  good  seeds  which  Vice  had  left  behiodj 
Those  seeds  which  might  in  time  to  rirtue  tend, 
And  leaTes  the  soul  without  a  pow*r  to  mend ; 
Meanness,  at  sight  of  whom,  with  brave  disdain 
The  breast  of  Manhood  sweUs,  but  swelis  in  Tai% 
Before  whom  Honour  makes  a  forc*d  retreat. 
And  Freedom  is  oompeli^d  to  qttit  her  seat; 
Mt»iiness  which,  like  tbat  mark  by  bloody  Caia 
Borne  in  his  fbrehead  for  a  brother  slain, 
God,  in  his  great  and  all-subduing  ragę, 
Ordains  the  standing  mark  of  tbis  yiłe  age. 

The  venal  hcro  trucks  his  fome  for  gold, 
The  patriot*s  virtue  for  a  place  ia  sold, 
The  statesman  bargains  for  his  country*s  sfaamc^ 
And  for  preferment  priests  their  God  disciaim. 
Wom  out  with  lust,  her  day  of  lech*ry  o'er, 
The  motiier  trains  the  daugbter  which  she  boM 
In  her  own  paths ;  the  father  aids  the  plan. 
And,  wben  the  innocent  is  ripe  for  man, 
Sells  ber  to  some  old  letcher  for  a  wife^ 
And  makes  her  an  adulteress  for  life, 
Or  in  tbe  papers  bids  his  name  appear. 

And  advertises  for  a  L ; 

Husband  and  wife  (wbom  Av*rice  mnst  applan^) 
Agree  to  8ave  the  charge  of  pimp  and  bawd; 
These  parts  they  play  tbemselTes,  a  fhigal  pair» 
And  share  the  infamy,  the  gain  to  share ; 
WelUpteasM  to  find,  wben  thtiy  the  profits  tell, 
Tbat  they  ha^e  play^d  tbe  wbore  and  rogne  so  wHL 

Nor  are  these  things  (which  might  imply  a  spaili 
Of  shame  still  left)  transacted  in  the  daik. 
No— to  the  public  they  are  open  laid. 
And  carried  on  like  any  other  trade. 
Scoming  to  mince  damnation,  and  too  prond 
To  work  the  worka  of  darkness  in  a  cloud, 
In  fullest  vigour  Vice  mwntaios  her  sway ; 
Frec  are  her  nuirts,  and  open  at  noon-day. 
Meanness,  now  wed  to  Impodence,  no  morę 
In  darkness  skulka,  and  trembles,  as  of  yore^ 
Wben  the  light  breaks  upon  her  cowaid  eye; 
Boldly  she  stalks  on  Earth,  and  to  the  sky 
lifts  her  proud  head,  nor  foars  lest  time  abate. 
And  tum  her  husband^s  love  to  canker'd  hate, 
Since  Fate,  to  make  thcm  morę  sincerely  one, 
Hath  crown*d  their  lovea  with  Montague  their  soni 
A  son  so  like  his  dam,  so  like  his  sire, 
With  all  the  mother*s  crafŁ,  the  father*s  fire^ 
An  image  so  express  in  erery  part, 
So  like  in  all  bad  quantie8  of  beart, 
Tbat,  had  they  fiflly  ehildren,  he  alone 
Would  stand  as  heir  apparent  to^the  throoe 

With  our  own  island  vłces  not  ćontent. 
We  rob  our  neighbours  on  the  continent, 
Dance  Europę  round,  and  vi8it  ev*ry  court. 
To  ape  their  follies  and  their  crimos  import 
To  difTrent  lands  for  diflPrent  sina  we  roam, 
And,  ricfaly  freighted,  bring  our  caigo  hons^ 
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H^y  inAostrious  to  make  V^ice  appear 
In  her  fuli  state,  and  perfect  only  here. 

To  Holland,  wbere  PoUteness  ever  reigns, 
Where  prinutive  Sinceńty  remains. 
And  oiakes  a  stand»  where  Freedom  in  ber  course 
Hath  left  ber  name,  though  sbe  bath  lost  ber  fbrce 
In  Łhaty  as  other  lands^  wbere  siinplc  Ttade 
Was  never  in  the  garb  of  Fraud  array^d, 
Wbere  Av*rice  never  darM  to  sbow  his  bead« 
Where,  like  a  smiling  cherub,  Mercy,  led 
By  Reaaon,  blesses  the  sweet-bloodęd  race. 
And  Cnielty  could  ueve.r  find  a  place. 
To  Holland  for  tbat  cbarity  we  roam, 
Which  happily  begins  and  ends  at  borne. 

France,  in  return  for  peace  and  pow'r  restor'd, 
For  all  Łbosc  conntries,  which  the  bero*s  sword 
Unprofitably  purcbas*d,  idly  tłirown 
Ittto  ber  łap,  and  madę  once  morę  ber  own  ; 
France  hatb  afibrded  large  and  rich  supplies 
Of  Yanities  fall-trimmM,  of  poHsbM  lies, 
Of  soothing  flatteries,  wbich  through  the  ears 
Steal  to  and  melŁ  the  beart,  of  slayish  fears 
Which  break  the  spirit,  and  of  abject  fraud— 
For  which,  alas !  we  need  not  send  abroad. 

Spain  give8  us  Pride — ^wbich  Spain  toall  the  Eartb 
May  largely  give,  nor  fenr  herself  a  dearth — 
Oives  us  tbat  Jealousy,  which,  born  of  Fear 
And  mean  DistrusŁ,  grows  not  by  naturę  her^^ 
Givc8  U8  tbat  Superstition,  wbich  pretendś 
By  tbe  worst  means  to  serve  the  best  of  ends— 
Tbat  Cruelty,  wbich,  stranger  to  the  brave, 
Dwells  only  with  tbe  coward,  and  the  slaye; 
Tbat  Cruelty,  wbich  led  ber  Christian  bands 
With  morę  than  sarage  ragę  o'er  sa^age  lands, 
Bade  her  witbout  remorse  wbole  countries  tbin. 
And  bold  of  nougbt,  but  Mercy,  as  a  sin. 

Italia,  Durse  of  ev*ry  softer  art, 
Who,  feigning  to  refine,  unmans  tbe  beart, 
Who  lays  tbe  realms  of  Sense  and  Yirtue  waste, 
Who  mars  whilst  sbe  pretendś  to  mend  our  taste^ 
Italia,  to  complete  and  crown  our  sbame, 
Sends  ns  a  fiend,  and  Legion  is  bis  name. 
Tbe  farce  of  greatness  witbout  being  great, 
Fride  withoat  pow'r,  titles  witbout  estate, 
Sonłs  witbout  vigour,  bodies  without  ibrce, 
Hate  witbout  cause,  rerenge  witbout  remorse, 
Dark  mean  rerenge,  murder  without  defence, 
Jealousy  witbout  love,  sonnd  withoat  sense, 
Mirth  without  humour,  without  wit  grimace, 
Faith  without  reason,  gospel  without  grace, 
Zeal  without  knowłedge,  witbout  naturę  art. 
Men  without  manbood,  women  without  beart, 
i/ol^-men,  who,  dry  acd  pithless,  are  debarr^d 
From  man*8  best joy  s — no  sooner  niade  than  marr^d— • 
Half-men,  wbom  many  a  rich  and  noble  damę. 
To  Berve  ber  lust,  and  yet  secure  ber  famę, 
Keeps  on  high  diet,  as  we  capons  feed. 
To  glut  our  appetttes  at  last  decreed; 
fVomemj  who  dance  in  postures  so  obscene, 
They  might  awaken  sbame  in  Aretińe ; 
Who.  when  retir'd  from  the  day's  piercing  ligbt, 
They  celebrate  the  mysteries  of  night, 
Might  make  the  Muses,  in  a  comer  piac*d 
To  Tiew  their  monstrous  lusts,  deem  Sappbo  chaste ; 
These,  and  a  thousand  foHies  rank  as  theae, 
A  thousand  faults,  ten  thousand  fools,  who  pleose 
Our  palPd  and  siekły  taste„  ten  thousand  knaves, 
Who  serve  our  foes  as  spies,  and  us  as  slaves, 
Who  by  degrees,  and  unpercciv^d,  prepare 
Our  Mcks  for  chains  wbicb  they  already  wear« 


Madly  we  rntertain,  at  tlie  espense 

Of  famę,  of  riilue,  taslo,  and  common  scnsc. 

Nor  stop  we  here — the  soft  Iaxurtous  F^st, 
Where  mao,  his  soul  degraded,  from  the  beast 
In  notbing  difi^rent  but  in  shape  we  view, 
They  walk  on  four  legs,  and  be  walks  on  two, 
Attracts  our  eye  ;  and  ftowiug  from  that  source, 
Slns  of  the  blackest  character,  sins  woree 
Than  all  her  piagues,  which  truły  to  uofold 
Would  make  the  best  btood  in  my  veins  run  cold. 
And  strike  all  manbood  dead,  which  but  to  name 
Would  cali  up  in  my  cheeks  the  marks  of  sbame f 
Sins,  if  such  sins  can  be,  which  sbut  out  Grace, 
Which  for  the  guilty  lcave  no  hupe,  no  place 
E^en  in  God^s  mercy,  sins  'gainst  Nature^s  plan 
Possess  tłie  land  at  large,  and  man  for  man 
Bum  in  those  flres,  wbich  Heli  alone  could  raise 
To  make  bim  raore  than  damn^d,  which,  in  the  daya 
Of  punishmeut,  when  guilt  becomes  her  prey, 
With  all  her  tortures  sbe  can  scarce  repay. 

Be  Grace  shut  out,  be  Mercy  deaf ;  let  God 
With  tenfold  terrours  arm  tbat  dreadful  nod 
Which  speaks  them  lost,  and  sentenc'd  to  despair; 
Distending  wide  her  jaws,  let  Heli  prepare 
For  those  who  thus  offend  amongst  mankind, 
A  fire  morę  6erce,  and  Łorturos  morę  re^'d ; 
On  Earth,  which  groans  bcneatb  their  monstrous 

weight. 
On  Eartb,  alas  !  they  meet  a  dlfi^rent  fate ; 
And  whilst  tbe  laws,  false  grace,  false  mercy  shown, 
Are  tadgbt  to  wear  a  softness  not  their  own. 
Men,  whom  the  beasts  would  spura,  should  they 

appear 
Amongst  the  honest  berd,  fina  refuge  here. 

No  longer  by  vain  fear  or  sbame  contrord, 
Frara  long,  too  long  security  grown  bold, 
Mocking  rebuke,  they  brave  it  in  our  streets. 
And  Lumley  e'en  at  noon  his  mistress  meets : 
So  public  in  their  crimes,  so  daring  grown, 
They  al  most  take  a  pride  to  have  tbem  Imowa^ 
And  each  unnat*ral  yillain  scarce  endures  , 
To  make  a  secrc  of  bis  vile  amoura. 
Go  where  we  will,  at  eY*ry  time  and  place. 
Sodom  confronts,  and  stares  us  in  the  face ; 
They  ply  in  public  at  our  very  doors. 
And  take  the  bread  from  much  morę  honest  whores^ 
Those  who  are  mean  high  paramours  secure. 
And  the  rich  guilty  screen  tbe  guilty  poor ; 
Tbe  sin  too  proud  to  feel  from  reason  awe. 
And  those  who  practise  it  too  great  for  law. 

WomaUf  the  pride  and  happiness  of  man, 
Without  wbose  soft  endearments  Nature*s  plan 
Had  been  a  blank,  and  life  not  wortb  a  thought; 
M'oman,  by  all  the  Lo^es  and  Graces  taugbt, 
With  sofiest  arts,  and  snre,  though  bidden  skill. 
To  bumanize,  and  mould  us  to  her  will ; 
H'oman,  with  morę  than  common  grace  form*d  hereg^ 
With  the  persuasłve  language  of  a  tetur 
To  melt  the  rugged  temper  of  our  islc, 
Or  win  ns  to  her  purpose  with  a  smile ; 
1Voinant  by  Fate  tbe  quickest  spur  decreed, 
The  fairest,  best  reward  of  ev*ry  deed 
Wbich  bears  the  stamp  of  bonour ;  at  wbose  name 
Our  ancient  heroes  caught  a  quicker  flame. 
And  dar'd  beyon^  belief,  whilst  o'er  the  plain, 
Spuming  the  carcasses  of  princes  slain, 
CkMifusion  proudly  strode,  whilst  Horrour  blew 
The  fatal  trump,  and  Death  stalk'd  fuli  in  view  ^ 
Woman  is  out  of  datę,  a  thiug  thrown  by 
As  baring  lost  its  use ;  no  mOre  the  eye 
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Gazes  ontrancM,  and  could  for  ever  gazd ; 
No  morę  the  hcart,  that  seat  wherc  lovu  rcsides, 
Bach  breath  drawn  quick  and  short,  io  filier  tides 
Life  posting  through  the  veins,  each  pulse  on  fire. 
And  tbe  whole  body  tingliag  with  desire, 
.Pants  for  tbose  charms,  which  Yirtue  might  engage 
To  break  his  vow,  and  thaw  the  frost  of  age, 
Błdding  each  trembling  nerve,  each  mascle  strain, 
And  giving  plcasure  which  is  altnotit  pain. 
Womea  are  kept  for  nothing  bat  the  breed ; 
For  pleasare  we  must  have  a  Ganymede  j 
A  fioe,  fresh  Hylas,  a  deiicious  boy, 
To  serve  our  purposes  of  beastJy  joy. 

Fairest  of  nymphs  where  every  nymph  is  fair, 
Whom  Naturę  formM  with  morę  than  common  care, 
With  morę  than  common  care  whom  Art  improv'd. 
And  both  declarM  most  worthy  to  be  1ov'd, 

—  neglected  wanders,  whitst  a  crowd 

PursTie,  and  consecrate  the  steps • 

Sbe  hapless  maid,  bom  in  a  wretohed  hoar, 
Wastes  life^s  gay  prime  in  vain,  iike  some  fair  flowY, 
Sweet  in  its  scent,  and  Iively  in  itś  hue, 
Which  withers  on  the  stalk  from  whence  it  grew. 
And  dies  uncropp*d ;  whiist  hef.admir^d,  caressM, 
Belpy^d,  and  evVy  where  a  wcicome  guest,  ^ 

With  brutes  of  rank  and  fortunę  plays  the  whore. 
For  this  unnat^ral  hist  a  common  ftewer. 

Dinę  with  Apiciiis — at  his  sumptiiotis  board 
Find  all  tbe  world  of  daintics  can  afford— . 
And  yet  (so  much  di6tempcr'd  spirifs  pall 
The  siekły  appetite)  amidst  them  all , 
Apicius  iiods  no  joy,  but,  whiist  he  carres 
For  er'ry  guest,  the  landlord  sita' and  8tarves. 
The  forest  hannch,  fine  fat,  in  flavour  high, 
Kept  to  a  moment,  smokes  before  his  eye, 
Bi».  smokes  in  vain;  bis  hcedless  eye  runs  o'er 
And  loaths  what  he  bad  deified  before  j 
The  turtlc  of  a  great  and  glorious  size, 
Worth  its  own  weigbt  in  gold,  ą  mighty  prize 
For  which  a  man  of  taste  all  risks  would  nin, 
Itself  a  feast,  and  cv*ry  dish  in  one  ; 
Tbe  tnrtle  tn  luxuriou8  pomp  comes  in, 
Krpt,  kiird,  ciit  up,  preparM,  and  dressM  by  Quin: 
In  vain  it  comen,  in  vain  lies  fali  in  view; 
As  Quin  hath  dres«M  it,  he  may  eat  it  too, 
Apicius  cannot. — When  the  glam  goes  round, 
Quick-circling,  and  the  roofs  with  mirth  resound, 
Sober  he  sits,  and  silent — all  alone 
Though  in  a  crowd,  and  to  himself  scarce  known, 
On  grief  he  feeds,  nor  friends  can  cure,  nor  winę 
Suspend  his  cares,  and  make  him  cease  to  pine. 

AVhy  moums  Apicius  thus  ?  Why  nms  his  eye, 
Heedless,  o*er  delicates,  which  from  the  sky 
Might  cali  down  Jove  ?  Where  now  his  g^nemas 
That,  to  invent  a  new  and  better  dish,  [wish, 

The  world  might  bum,  and  all  mankind  expire, 
So  be  might  roBst  a  pbenix  at  the  firc  ? 
Why  swims  tbat  eye  in  tears,  wbich,  through  a  race 
Of  8ixty  years,  ne*er  show^d  one  tign  of  grace  ? 
Why  feels  that  heart,  which  never  felt  before  ? 
Why  doth  thatpamper*d  glntton  eat  no  morę, 
Who  only  1łv'd  tb  eat,  his  stomach  palPd, 
And  drown'd  in  floods  of  sorrow  ?  Hath  Fate  calPd 
His  iather  from  the  grave  to  aecond  life  ? 
Hath  Clodius  on  his  bands  retum*d  his  wife ; 
Or  hath  the  law,  by  strictest  justice  taught,      , 
Compeird  him  to  restore  tbe  dower  she  brought  ? 
Hath  some  bold  credftor  again^t  his  will 
Brought  in,  and  forcM  him  to  diflcbarge  a  bill, 


Where  eating  had  no  share  ?  ITath  some  ram  wfr.^k 
Rnn  out  his  wcalth,  and  forc'd  him  to  retrcnch  i 
Hath  any  rival  glutton  got  the  start. 
And  beat  him  in  his  own  laxurious  art ; 
Bougbt  catrs  for  which  Apicius  could  not  par, 
Or  drfst  old  dainties  in  a  newer  way  ? 
Hath  his  cook,  worthy  to  be  slain  with  roda, 
SpoilM  a  dish  fit  to  entertain  the  gods ; 
Or  hath  some  \-arlet,  cross'd  by  cmel  Fat«, 
Thrown  down  the  pricc  of  empires  in  a  płate? 

Non^'^,  nonę  of  these — his  servants  all  are  try*d, 
So  surę,  tbey  walk  on  ice,  and  never  slide ; 
His  cook,  an  acquisition  madę  in  France, 
Might  put  a  Chloe  out  of  countcnance. 
Nor,  though  old  Holles  still  maintaios  his  ttand|« 
Hath  he  one  rival  glutton  in  the  land  ; 
Women  are  all  the  objects  of  his  hate, 
His  debts  are  all  unpaid,  and  yet  bis  stat^ 
In  fuli  security  and  triumph  held, 
Unless  for  oncc  a  knave  should  be  expell'd ; 
His  wife  is  still  a  whore,  and  in  his  powV, 
The  woman  gone,  be  still  retains  the  dow'r; 
Sound  in  the  grave  (thanks  to  his  filial  care 
Which  mix'd  the  draught,  and  kindly  sent  him  there) 
His  father  sleeps,  and,  till  the  last  tramp  ahale 
The  corners  of  the  Earth,  shalł  not  awake. 

Whence  flows  this  sorrow  then  ?  Behind  hischair 
Didst  thqu  not  see,  deckM  with  a  solitaire, 
Wliich  on  his  bare  breast  glitfrtng  play*d,  and 
With  nicest  omaments,  a  strip! ing  plac*d,     fgrac^d 
A  smooth,  smug,  stripliog,  in  li^'s  fairest  prime) 
Didst  thou  not  mind  too,  how  from  timeto  tknt 
The  monstrous  letcher,  tempted  to  despise 
All  other  dainties,  thither  tum'd  his  eyes  ? 
How  he  seemM  iniy  to  reproach  us  all, 
Who  strove  his  fix'd  attention  to  recall, 
And  how  he  wishM,  e'en  at  the  time  of  grace, 
IJke  Janus,  to  have  had  a  double  face  ? 
His  cause  of  gricf  bchold  in  that  fair  boy; 
Apicius  dotes,  and  Corydon  is  coy. 

Vain  and  unthinking  stripling !  When  the  gbat 
Meets  thy  too  curious  eye,  and,  as  yon  pass, 
Flatt'ring,  presents  in  smiles  thy  image  there, 
Why  dost  thou  bless  the  gods,  who  madę  tbee  fah-  ? 
Blame  their  large  bountie^  and  with  reasoo  blame; 
Curse,  curse  thy  beauty,  for  it  leads  to  shame. 
When  thy  hot  lord.  to  work  tbee  to  his  end, 
Bids  show'rs  of  gold  into  thy  breast  descend, 
Suspect  his  gifts,  nor  the  vile  giver  trast ; 
They  *re  baits  for  rlrtue,  and  smełl  strong  of  losL 
On  those  gay,  gawdy  trappings  whirh  adom 
The  tempie  of  thy  body,  look  with  acom, 
V'iew  them  with  horrour ;  they  poUution  mean. 
And  deepest  ruin ;  thou  hast  oflen  seen, 
From  'mongst  the  herd,  the  fairest  and  the  best 
Carefully  singled  oat,  and  richly  drest, 
With  grandeur  mock'd,  for  saiTifice  decreed, 
Only  in  greater  pomp  at  last  to  bleed. 
Be  wara'd  in  time,  the  threatcn'd  danger  shon. 
To  stay  a  moment  is  to  be  imdone. 
What  though,  temptation-proof,  thy  yirtne  sbine. 
Nor  bribes  can  move,  nor  arts  can  undermine, 
All  other  methods  failing,  one  resource 
Is  still  behind,  and  thou  must  yięld  to  fbrce. 
Paint  to  thj-sclf  the  horrours  of  a  rajie, 
Moststrongly  paint,  and,  whiist  thou  canist,  eseape} 
Mind  not  his  promities— they  're  mado  in  sport— 
Mado  to  be  broke — Was  he  not  bred  at  court? 
Trust  not  his  honour,  be  's  a  man  of  birtli ; 
Attend  not  to  his  oaths — they  'r^  madę  oo  BuA, 
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Kot  ngi^e^Ą  in  HteT'n— he  moćlcf  at  gnce>  * 
And  in  his  creed  God  nerer  foand  a  ptace— ' 
Look  not  ibr  Conscience — (or  he  knov8  her  not, 
So  long  a  stranger,  she  is  quite  forgot*^ 
Nor  think  thyself  in  law  sećure  and  firm— 
Thy  master  is  a  lord,  and  thou  a  worm, 
A  poor  mean  reptile,  iiever  meant  to  think, 
Who,  being  well  supplied  with  meat  and  drink. 
And  suSer^d  just  to  crawl  from  place  to  place, 
Must  serre  his  lusts,  and  think  he  does  thee  grace. 

Fljr,  then,  whilst  yct  tis  in  thy  pow'r  to  fly : 
Sut  whither  canst  thou  go }  on  whom  rely 
For  włsh*d  protection }  Virttte*s  surę  to  meet 
An  armed  host  of  foes  in  ev>y  streeL 
What  boots  it,  of  Apicias  fearful  gmwn, 
Headloog  to  fly  into  tfae  arms  of  Stone  ? 
Or  why  taka  lefuge  in  the  hoose  of  pray*r, 
If  sore  to  meet  with  an  Apicius  there  ? 
Thist  not  otd  age,  which  will  thy  faith  bHray, 
Sami  Socrates  is  still  a  goat,  thmigh  greyf 
Tmst  not  green  yoath ;  FJorio  will  scarce  go  down, 
And,  at  eighteen,  hath  surfetted  the  town ; 
'IVast  not  tx>  rakes-^alas !  tis  all  pretence— <^ 
jhey  take  up  raking  only  as  a  fence 
'Gfthist  common  &me— płace  H—  in  thy  Tiew ; 
He  koeps  one  whore  as  Barrowby  kept  two ; 
Trust  not  to  marriage---T— *  took  a  wife, 
Who  chasle  as  Dian  might  ha^e  pass^d  her  life^ 
Had  she  not,  ikr  morę  pradent  in  her  aim, 
(To  propagate  the  hononrs  of  his  name^ 
And  save  ezpiring  titles)  taken  care 
Without  his  knowledge  to  provide  an  hdr ; 
Tmst  not  to  marriage,  in  mankind  nnread ; 
S        's  a  married  man,  and  S—  new  wed. 

Would'st  thon  be  safe  ?  Society  forswear, 
Fly  to  the  desert,  and  seek  shelter  there, 
Herd  with  the  bmtes-- they  followNature*s  plan— 
There^s  not  one  brute  so  dangerous  as  man    ' 
lo  AiKc*s  wilds — *mongst  tbem  that  reftige  find, 
Which  lost  denies  thee  here  among  mankind ; 
Benounce  thy  name,  thy  naturę,  and  no  morę 
Fique  thy  Tain  pride  on  manhood ;  on  all  four 
Walk,  as  you  see  those  hooest  creatures  do, 
And  qu]te  ibrgęt  that  once  you  walk*d  on  twow 

But  if  the  thoughto  of  solitode  alarm. 
And  social  life  hath  one  remaining  chann, 
If  sUU  thou  art  to  jtiopardy  decreed . 
Amottgst  the  moosters  of  Augusta'B  breed, 
Iny  by  thy  sex,  thy  safety  to  procare ; 
Put  off  the  man,  from  men  to  lirę  secure; 
Oo  forth  a  woman^  tfae  publić  Yiew, 
And  with  tfaeir  gnro  assnme  their  mamieni  toow 
Had  the  Ughi-foołed  Greek  of  Chiion's  school 
Been  wise  eno«gh  to  keep  this  single  rule, 
The  maodlin  hero^  like  a  puling  boy 
]U)bb*d  of  his  play-tbing,  on  the  plains  of  Troy 
Had  never  blnbber'd  at  Patroclus*  tomb. 
And  plac'd  his  mhiion  in  his  mistress*  room. 
Be  not  in  this  than  catamites  morę  nice, 
Do  that  for  Tirtoe,  which  they  do  for  rice. 
Thoa  shalt  thou  pass  untainted  life^s  gay  bloom, 
Thas  stand  nncoarted  in  the  dniwing^room, 
At  midnight  thus,  untempted,  walk  the  street. 
And  run  no  danger  but  of  being  beat 

Where  is  the  mother,  whose  officions  zeal 
Discreetly  judging  what  her  daugbters  feel 
By  what  she  felt  herself  in  days  of  yore, 
Against  that  letcher  man  makes  fast  the  door  ? 
Who  not  permits,  e'en  for  the  sake  of  pray'r, 
A  pńest,  uncastrated,  to  cnter  tbere, 
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Noc  (could  her  wishes  and  her  care  prevail) 
Would  suffer  in  the  house  a  fly  that*8  małe  ? 
Łet  her  discharge  her  cares,  throw  wide  her  doors, 
Her  daughters  cannot,  if  they  would,  be  whores ; 
Nor  can  a  man  be  fouod,  as  timcs  now  go, 
Who  Łhinks  it  worth  his  while  to  make  them  so. 

Though  they  morę  fresh,  morę  iively  than  the 
Moro, 
And  brighter  than  the  nOon-day  Sun,  adoro 
The  works  of  Naturę ;  though  the  mothcr*s  grace 
ReviYes>  improv'd,  in  every  daught«r*8  face  ; 
UndisciplinM  in  duli  Discretion^s  rules, 
Untaught,  and  undebauchM  by  boardiog-schools, 
Pree  and  unguarded,  let  them  rangę  the  town. 
Go  forth  at  random,  and  rnn  Pleasure  down. 
Start  where  she  will,  discard  all  taint  of  fear. 
Nor  think  of  danger,  whea  no  danger  *s  near. 
Watch  not  their  śteps—they  »re  safe  without  thy 
Unless,  like  jennets,  they  conceive  by  air,      [care. 
And  ev*ry  one  of  them  may  die  a  nun, 
Unless  they  breed,  like  carrlon,  in  the  sun. 
Men,  dead  to  pleasure,  as  they  're  dead  to  grace, 
Against  the  law  of  J^ature  set  their  face, 
The  grand  primeval  law»  and  seem  combin'd 
To  stop  the  propagation  of  mankind ; 
Vile  Pathics  read  the  marriage  act  with  pride. 
And  &ncy  that  the  law  is  on  uieir  side. 

Broke  down,  and  strength  a  stranger  to  his  he^ 
Old  Im        ■    ■  ",  though  yet  aliye,  is  dead )' 
T— —  lires  no  morę,  or  iives  not  to  our  isle ; 

No  longer  blest  with  a  Cz ^"s  smile, 

T is  at  P ^  disgracM, 


And  M i-  grown  grey,  perfbrce  grows  chaste  ; 

Nor,  to  the  credit  of  our  modest  raee, 
Rłses  one  stallion  to  supply  their  place. 
A  maidenhead,  which,  twenty  years  ago. 
Jo  mid  December  the  rank  fly  would  blow 
Though  closeły  kept,  mtw,  when  the  dog-star*s  heat^ 
Inflames  the  marrow  in  the  very  street, 
May  lie  untonch'd,  łeft  for  the  worm%  by  those 
Who  dajtttily  pass  by,  and  hotd  their  nose* 
Poor,  plain  Coocupiscence  is  indisgrace. 
And  simple  LetchVy  dares  not  show  her  face, 
Lest  she  be  sent  to  Bridewell :  bankrapts  madę. 
To  save  their  fortunes,  bawds  1eave  off  that  trade, 
Which  first  had  lefl  off  them  ;  to  Weliclose  Squart 
Fine,  fresh,  young  stnimpets  (for  Dodd  prcacheft 

there) 
Throng  for  subsistence  ^  pimps  no  longer  thriye. 
And  peosions  only  keep  L«-~—  alite. 

Where  is  the  mother,  who  thinks  all  her  patn« 
And  all  her  jeopąrdy  of  travail,  gain, 
When  a  man-child  is  bom ;  thinks  eT'ry  pray  V 
Paid  to  the  fiiU,  and  answer*d  in  an  heir  ? 
Chort-sighted  woman !  little  doth  she  know 
What  streams  of  sorrow  from  that  source  may  flowj 
little  Buspect,  while  she  surveys  her  boy, 
Her  young  Narcissus,  with  an  eye  of  jov 
Too  fuli  for  oontinence,  that  Pate  could  give 
Her  darling  as  a  cursc ;  that  she  may  lrve, 
Ere  sisteen  winters  their  short  course  bave  run, 
In  agonies  of  soul,  to  curse  that  son. 

Pray  then  for  daughten,  ye  wisemothers,  pray; 
They  shall  reward  your  love,  not  make  you  grey 
Beibre  your  time  with  sorrow ;  they  shall  give 
Ages  of  peace  and  comibrt,  whilst  ye  live 
Make  life  most  truły  worth  your  care,  and  save, 
In  spite  of  death,  your  mem*ries  from  the  irrave. 

That  sense,  witK  morę  than  manly  v!gour  fraucht, 
That  fohitudc  of  soul,  that  stretch  of  thought, 
Bb 
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That  g^as,  great  beyotid  t)ie  narrow  boand 
Of  Earth'ff  Iow  walk,  that  jadgment  perfect  (bund 
When  wanted  most,  tbat  purity  of  taste 
Which  critics  mention  by  the  name  of  cbaste; 
Adorn'd  with  elegance,  that  easy  flow 
Of  ready  wit  which  never  madę  a  fbe, 
That  face,  that  form,  that  dignity,  that  ease, 
ThoBe  pow*rs  of  pleasing  with  that  will  to  please, 
3y  which  Lepel,  wben  in  ber  youthful  days, 
E'eii  from  the  currish  pope  extorted  praise. 
We  see,  transmitted,  in  her  daughter  shme. 
And  view  a  new  Lepel  in  Carolinc. 

Is  a  son  born  into  this  world  of  woe  ? 
In  never-ceasing  strcama  let  Borrow  flow ; 
Be  from  that  hour  tbe  house  with  sables  hung, 
Let  lamentations  dwell  upon  thy  tongne, 
£'en  firom  the  moment  that  be  first  began 
To  wail  and  whine ;  let  him  not  see  a  man ; 
liock,  lock  him  iip,  far  from  the  public  eye» 
Give  him  no  opportanity  to  buy, 
Or  to  be  bonght :  B    ■    ,  thoagh  ricb,  was  sold, 
And  gave  his  body  up  to  shame  for  gold. 

Let  it  be  bmited  aJl  about  the  town, 
That  be  ta  coarse,  indelicate,  and  brown, 
An  antidote  to  łost,  bis  face  deep  scarr^d 
With  the  small-poK,  bis  body  mahn*d  and  marfd, 
Eat  up  with  tbe  king'8  evil,  and  his  blood, 
Tainted  throughout,  a  thick  and  putrid  flood, 
Where  dwells  Comiption,  making  him  all  o^er, 
From  bead  to  foot,  a  rank  and  rumiing  sore. 
Should'st  thou  report  him  as  by  Naturę  lAade, 
He  is  undone,  and  by  thy  praise  betrayM; 
Give  him  out  fair,  letchen  in  number  morę, 
Morę  brutal  and  morę  fierce,  than  throng'd  the  door 
Of  Lot  in  Sodom,  sball  to  thine  repair, 
And  fbrce  a  passage,  though  a  God  is  there. 

Let  him  not  haye  one  servant  that  is  małe ; 
Where  lords  are  baffled,  serraats  oft  prerail. 
Some  yices  they  propose,  to  all  agree ; 

H was  grtilty,  but  was  M— ■  free  ? 

Giye  him  no  tutor — throw  him  to  a  punk, 
Kather  tban  trust  bis  morals  to  a  monk— 
Monks  we  all  know — ^we,  who  hare  liy'd  at  borne, 
From  fair  report,  and  trarellers,  wbo  roam. 
Morę  feelingly — ^por  trust  him  to  tbe  gown, 
TIs  oft  a  coyering  in  this  Tile  town 
For  base  designs ;  óurseWes  bave  liv*d  to  see 
Morę  tban  one  parson  in  the  plltory. 
Should  he  have  brothers,  (image  to  thy  view 
A  scenę,  which,  though  not  public  made^  is  tnie) 
Let  not  one  brotber  be  to  t'  other  knowo. 
Kor  let  his  father  sit  with  him  alone. 
Be  all  his  seryants  female,  youug,  and  fair. 
And  if  the  pride  of  Naturę  spur  thy  beir 
To  deeds  of  yenery,  if,  hot  and  wild, 
He  chance  to  get  some  score  of  maids  with  child, 
Chide,  bat  forgive  him ;  whoredom  is  a  crime, 
Which,  morę  at  this  tban  any  other  time, 
Calls  for  indulgence,  and,  'mongst  sach  a  race^ 
-To  hare  a  bastard  is  some  sign  of  grace. 

Bom  in  sach  times,  shoald  I  sit  tamely  down, 
Suppress  my  ragę,  and  saunter  tbrougb  tbe  town 
Aa  one  who  knew  not,  or  who  shar'd  tbese  crimcs  ? 
Sbonld  I  at  lesser  erils  point  my  rbymes. 
And  let  this  Giant  Sin,  in  the  fuli  eye 
Of  Obserration,  pass  unwomided  by  ? 
Thoagh  our  meek  wiveB,  passiye  obedienee  taugbt, 
Patiently  bear  tbose  wrongs  for  wbicb  they  ought, 
With  tbe  brare  spirit  of  their  dams  possessM, 
To  plaat  a  dagger  in  eacfa  hasband^  breast^  ^ 


To  cat  off  małe  hicrease  from  this  fiur  isle, 
And  tum  our  Thames  into  another  Nile ; 
Though,  on  his  Sunday,  the  smug  palpitecr, 
Loud  'gainst  all  Other  crimes,  is  sileot  berę. 
And  thinks  himself  absoWd,  in  the  pretence 
Of  decency,  which  meant  for  the  defeoce 
Of  real  Virtue,  and  to  raise  ber  price, 
Becomes  an  agent  for  the  cause  of  Yice  ;        [takc 
Though  the  Law  sleeps,  and  through  the  care  they 
To  drug  ber  well,  may  never  morę  awake ; 
Bom  in  such  times,  nor  with  tbat  patieace  cofst 
Which  saints  may  boast  of,  I  must  speak,  or  bunt 

But  if,  too  eager  in  my  bold  career, 
Haply  I  wound  the  nice  and  chaster  ear, 
If  all  unguarded,  all  too  rude,  I  speak. 
And  cali  up  blusbes  in  tbe  maideo'8  dieek, 
Porgive,  ye  fair — my  real  motives  yiew. 
And  to  forgiveness  aidd  your  praises  too. 
For  you  I  write — nor  wisb  a  better  plan, 
The  cause  of  woman  b  most  worthy  man— 
For  you  I  still  will  write,  nor  bold  my  band, 
Whiist  there's  one  slare  of  Sodom  in  tbe  land. 

Let  them  fly  far,  and  sknik  fiom  place  to  place. 
Not  daring  to  meet  manhood  face  to  face, 
Their  steps  I  'U  track,  nor  yield  them  one  retreat 
Wliere  they  may  bidetbeir  heada,  or  rest  their  fcet, 
Tłil  Ood  in  wrath  shail  let  his  Tengeance  fali. 
And  make  a  great  ezample  of  them  all, 
Bidding  in  one  grand  pile  this  town  expiie, 
Her  tow^  in  dust,  her  Thames  a  lakę  of  Śre ; 
Or  they  (most  worth  oor  wisb)  oanyioc^d,  thoogh 
Of  their  past  crimes,  aod  dangerom  eitate,    [late, 
Pardon  of  wumea  with  repentance  bay. 
And  ieara  to  honour  tbcm,  as  much  as  L 
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Hapit  the  bard  (thoagh  few  snch  berdt  we  ffaid) 
Who,  'bove  controlment,  dares  to  speak  his  mind; 
Dares,  nnabash'd,  in  ev'ry  place  appear. 
And  nothing  fears,  bat  wbat  he  ought  to  fear. 
Him  Fashion  cannot  tempt,  him  abjeet  Need 
Cannot  compel,  him  Pride  cannot  mideod 
To  be  the  slare  of  Greatness,  to  strike  sail, 
When,  sweeping  onward  with  ber  peacocfc't  taił, 
Ouality,  in  fuU  plumage,  paases  by; 
He  Tiews  her  with  a  flx*d,  contemptaonc  eye. 
And  mocks  tbe  puppet,  keeps  his  own  dne  state^ 
And  is  abore  oonTersing  with  the  great. 

Pterish  tbose  ilaves,  thote  minkms  of  the  ouiU, 
Who  have  coi»pir>d  to  seize  thal^  tacred  hill 
Wbere  the  Ninę  Sisters  poar  a  genoine  strain. 
And  sunk  the  moantain  leve1  with  the  plain ; 
Who,  with  mean,  pri^ate  Tiewa,  and  senrile  ar^ 
No  spark  of  Tiitiie  liTing  in  their  beait, 
Haye  baseiy  tomM  apostates,  ba^e  ddMS*d 
Their  dignity  of  oAce,  haye  disgrac'd, 
Like  Eli's  sons,  the  altars  where  they  stand. 
And  cans'd  their  name  to  stink  through  all  tlielaiid, 
Have  8toop'd  to  prostitute  their  venal  pen 
For  tbe  sapport  of  great  but  guilty  men, 
Have  madę  the  bard,  of  their  own  rile  aecord, 
Inferior  to  tbat  thing  we  cali  a  hrd, 

Wbat  iBŁhrdf  Doth  that  plain,  simple  word 
Cootain  some  magie  spell }  As  soon  as  beeud, 
IJke  an  ałaram-bell  on  Nighfs  duli  ear, 
Doth  it  strike  looder,  and  morę  strong  appear 
Than  other  words  ?  Wbether  we  will  or  ni), 
Through  Reasoii*s  ooart  doth  ii  iiiiquestion'd  ^o 
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Fen  on  the  mention,  and  of  coufse  tratismit 

KotioDS  of  somethhłg  excellent,'^  wit 

Pleasing  though  ke«a,  of  humoar  free  though  chastc, 

Of  sterling  genius  with  sound  judgment  grac'd, 

Of  virtue  far  abo^e  temptation^s  reach, 

And  honour  which  not  malice  can  impeachł^ 

Beiiere  it  not — 'twas  Nature*S  first  intent, 

Before  their  rank  became  their  punishment, 

lliey  shoold  have  pas8*d  for  men,  nor  blush'd  to 

prize 
The  bleasings  she  bestow'd. — She  gave  them  eyes, 
And  they  conld  see — she  gave  them  ears— tbey 

beard — 
The  mstraments  of  stirńng,  and  they  stirrM— 
L'ke  us,  they  were  dfstgnM  to  eat,  to  drink. 
To  talk,  and  (cT^ry  now  and  then)  Ło  think : 
TUI  they,  by  pride  comipted,  for  the  sake 
Of  singularity,  discIumM  tbat  make  ; 
1111  they,  disdaining  Nature's  vulgar  modę, 
Flew  ofi^  and  stnick  into  another  road, 
Morę  fitting  gualiły,  and  to  our  view 
Came  forth  a  species  altogether  new, 
Something  we  had  not  known,  and  could  not  know, 
like  nothing  of  6od*8  making  herc  below ; 
Naturę  excla)m'd  with  wonder — **  Lords  are  things, 
Which,  nerer  madę  by  me,  were  madę  by  kings.^ 

A  lord  (nor  let  the  bonest  and  the  brave, 
The  tnie,  old  noble  with  the  fool  and  knave 
Herę  mix  his  famę ;  curst  be  that  thought  of  minę, 
Which  whh  a  Ił —  and  F—  sbould  Grafion  join) 
A  lord  (nor  here  let  censure  ra.<hly  cali 
My  just  contempt  of  some,  abuse  of  all, 
And  as  of  laU^  when  Sodom  was  my  theme, 
Sander  my  purpose,  and  my  Muse  blaspheme^ 
Becanse  she  stops  not,  rapid  in  her  song. 
To  make  esceptious  as  she  goes  along, 
Thotigh  well  she  hopes  to  find,  another  year, 
A  whole  minority  exceptioo8  here) 
A  merę,  merę  lord,  with  nothing  but  the  name, 
Wealth  ałl  his  worth,  and  title  all  his  ftime, 
Iives  OD  another  man ;  himself  a  blank, 
ThaoklesB  he  lives,  or  must  some  grandsire  thanl^ 
For  smuggied  honours,  and  ill-gotten  pelf ; 
A  kard  owes  all  to  Naturę  and  himself. 

Goda,  how  my  soul  is  bumt  up  with  disdain, 
When  T  aee  men,  whom  Phcebus  in  his  train 
Młght  Tiew  with  pride,  lacąuey  the  heels  of  those 
Whom  Genius  ranks  amongst  her  greatest  foes ! 
And  what*s  the  cause?  Why  these  same  sons  of 
No  Łhanks  to  them,  were  to  a  title  born,      [Scora, 
And  coald  not  help  it ;  by  chance  hither  sent, 
And  only  deities  by  accident. 
Had  fortunę  on  our  getting  chanc*d  Ło  shioe, 
Tbfir  birthright  honours  had  been  yiMr^s  or  minę. 
Twas  amere  random  stroke;  and  should  the  Tlirone 
Eyc  thee  with  farour,  proud  and  lordly  grown, 
Thou,  .though  a  bard,  mighfst  be  their  fellow  yet. 
But  Felix  never  can  be  madę  a  wit 
No,  in  good  faith — tbat's  one  of  those  few  things 
Which  l^te  has  placM  beyond  the  reach  of  kings. 
Bards  may  be  lords,  but  'tis  not  in  the  cards, 
?lay  how  we  will,  to  tum  lords  into  bards. 

A  bard — a  lord — why  let  them  hand  in  hand 
Go  Ibrth  as  friends,  and  travel  through  the  land ; 
Obscnre  which  word  the  people  can  digest 
Most  readjly,  which  goes  to  market  best, 
WTiich  gets  most  credit ;  whethcr  men  will  trust 
A  6ard  because  they  think  he  may  be  just, 
Or  ca  a  lord  will  choose  to  risk  their  gains, 
Though  prnilege  in  that  point  stiU  remains. 


A  bord^K  lord — ^let  Iteason  take  her  scales, 
And  fairly  weigh  those  words;  sec  which  prevails, 
Which  in  the  balance  lightly  kicka  the  beam, 
Ahd  which  by  sinking,  we  the  victor  deem. 

*Tis  done,  and  Hermes,  by  command  of  Jove, 
Summons  a  synod  in  the  saci^ed  g^rove. 
Godsthrong  with  gods  to  take  their  chairs  on  high, 
And  sit  in  State  the  scnate  of  the  sky ; 
Whiist,  in  a  kind  of  pariiament  below. 
Men  stare  at  those  above,  and  want  to  know 
What  they  *re  transacting.     Rc^ason  takcs  her  stand 
Just  in  the  midst,  a  balance  in  her  hand, 
Which  o'er  and  o*er  she  tries,  and  ftn;ls  it  truć. 
From  either  side,  conducted'fuIl  in  vicw, 
A  man  comes  (brth,  of  figurę  strange  and  queer; 
We  now  and  then  see  something  like  them  here. 

The/rrf  was  meagre,  flimsy,  void  of  strength. 
But  Naturę  kindly  had  madę  up  in  length 
What  she  in  breadth  denied*     Erect  and  proud, 
A  head  and  shoulders  taller  than  the  crowd, 
He  deem'd  them  pigniies  all :  loose  hung  his  skin 
0*er  his  bare  t)oncs ;  his  face  so  very  thln, 
So  very  narrow,  and  so  much  beat  out, 
That  physiognomists  have  madę  a  doubt, 
Proportion  lost,  expre5sion  quite  fbrgot,  • 
Whether  it  could  be  calPd  a  face  or  not ; 
At  end  of  it  howe*er,  unbless'd  with  beard, 
Some  twenty  fathom  length  of  chin  appearM  r 
With  legs,  which  we  might  well  conceive  that  Fate 
Meant  only  to  support  a  spider*s  weight, 
Firmly  he  strovc  to  tread,  and  with  a  stride 
Which  showM  at  once  his  weakness  and  his  pride, 
Shaking  himself  to  pieces,  seemM  to  ery, 
"  Obserre,  good  people,  how  I  shake  the  sky.'* 

In  his  right-hand  a  paper  did  he  hołd. 
On  which,  at  large,  in  characters  of  gold, 
Distinet,  and  plain  for  those  who  run  to  see, 
Sednł  Archibald  had  wrtite  JL,  O,  R,  />. 
This,  with  an  air  of  scom,  he  from  afar 
TwirPd  into  Reason's  scales,  and  on  that  bar, 
Which  from  his  soul  he  hated,  yet  admir*d, 
Quick  tumM  his  back,  and  as  he  came  rettrM. 
The  jodge  to  all  around  his  name  declar*d ; 
Each  goddess  tittcr^d,  each  god  laugh'd,  JoTe  star'd. 
And  the  whole  people  cńed,  with  one  accord, 
t  **  Good  Heaven  bless  us  all,  is  that  a  lord  !" 

Such  was  thejirst—the  second  was  a  man, 
Whom  Naturę  built  on  quite  a  difTrent  plan ; 
A  bear,  whom  ft'om  the  moment  hc  was  bom, 
His  dam  despisM,  and  left  unliek*d  in  scora ; 
A  Babel,  which,  the  pow'r  of  Art  outdone, 
She  could  not  finish  when  she  had  begun  i 
An  utter  cAoof,  out  of  which  no  might 
But  that  of  God  could  strike  one  spark  of  light 

Bnnd  were  his  shoulders,  and  from  blade  to  liladd 
A  H might  at  fuli  length  have  laid  j 


Vast  were  his  bones,  his  ińuscies  twisted  strotig  ; 
His  face  was  short,  but  hroader  than  'twas  lung  ; 
His  features,  though  by  Naturę  they  wcrc  large, 
Ckmtentment  had  contriv*d  to  overchargp. 
And  bury  mcaning,  save  that  we  might  spy 
Sense  Iow* ring  on  the  penthouse  of  his  eye  ; 
His  arms  were  two  twin  oaks ;  his  legs  so  stout 
That  they  might  bear  a  mansion-house  about; 
Nor  were  they,  look  but  at  his  body  therc, 
DesignM  by  Fate  a  mnch  less  weight  to  bear. 

0'et  a  brown  cassoCf  which  had  once  been  black, 
Which  hung  in  tattcrs  on  his  brawny  back, 
A  sight  most  strange,  and  awkward  to  behold, 
He  threw  a  cuyerin*;  of  bbte  and  gold» 
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Jiut  at  that  ttme  of  life,  wlien  man  by  rule, 
The  fop  laid  down,  takes  up  the  gra^er  fool, 
He  started  up  a  fop»  and,  fond  of  show, 
Look^d  like  another  Hercules  tuni'd  beau. 
A  subject,  met  with  ooly  now  and  then» 
Much  fiUer  for  the  pencil  than  the  pen ; 
Hogarth  would  draw  him  (enyy  must  allow) 
E'en  to  the  life,  was  Hogarth  ]iving  now.         ' 

With  such  accoutrements,  with  such  a  form. 
Much  like  a  porpoise  just  before  a  stonn, 
Onward  he  roUM :  a  laugh  prevail'd  around, 
£>n  Jove  was  seen  to  simper  ;  at  the  sound 
(Nor  was  tlie  cause  nnknown,  for  Irom  his  youth 
Himseif  he  studied  by  the  glass  of  Truth) 
He  join*d  their  mirth,  nor  shall  the  gods  oondemn, 
If,  whilstthey  ]augh'd  at  him,  he  laughM  at  them. 
Jtidge  Keason  view*d  him  with  an  eye  of  grace, 
Łook'd  through  his  soul,  and  quite  fbrgot  his  foce. 
And,  from  his  band  receiy'd,  with  fair  regard 
Plac'd  in  ))er  other  scalę  the  name  of  bartL 

Then  (for  she  did  as  judgesought  to  do, 
SSe  nothing  of  the  case  beforehand  knew. 
Nor  wish'd  to  know ;  she  never  stretch^d  the  laws. 
Nor,  basely  to  anticipate  a  cause, 
Compeli'd  solicitors,  no  longer  free, 
To  sbow  those  briefs  she  had  no  right  to  see) 
Then  she  with  equal  band  ber  scales  held  out, 
Nor  did  the  cause  one  moment  hang  in  doubt; 
She  held  ber  scales  out  fair  to  public  view, 
The  lord,  as  sparks  fly  upwards,  upwards  flew. 
Morę  light  than  air,  deceitful  im  the  weight ; 
The  bardf  preponderating,  kept  his  state. 
Reason  approT'd,  and  with  a  voice,  whose  sound 
Shook  Karth,  shook  Heayen,  on  the  clearest  ground, 
Pronouncing  for  the  bards  a  fuli  decree 
Cried — **  Those  must  honour  them,  who  honour  me ; 
They  finom  tbis  present  day,  where'er  I  reign, 
In  their  own  right,  precedence  shall  obtain : 
Merit  rules  berę ;  be  it  enougb  that  birth 
Intozicates,  and  sways  the  fbols  of  Eartb.'* 

Nor  think  that  here,  in  batred  to  a  lord, 
I  *ve  forg'd  a  tale,  or  altei^d  a  record ; 
Search  when  you  will  (I  am  not  now  in  sport) 
You  'U  find  it  register'd  in  Reason'8  court 

Nor  think  that  £nvy  berę  hath  strung  my  lyre, 
That  I  depreciate  what  I  most  admire  ; 
And  look  on  titles  with  an  eye  of  scorn, 
Because  I  was  not  to  a  tiUe  bom. 
By  Him  that  madę  me,*  I  am  much  morę  proud. 
Morę  inly  satisfied  to  bave  a  crowd 
Point  at  me  as  I  pass,  and  ery—"  That's  be —  ^ 
A  poor,  but  bonest  bard,  who  dares  be  frea 
Amidst  corraption,"  than  to  haye  a  train 
Of  flick*riQg  levee-slayes,  to  make  me  vaia 
Of  tliings  I  ought  to  blnsh  for;  to  run,  fly. 
And  liye  but  in  the  motion  of  mv  eye ; 
When  I  am  less  thkn  man,  my  foults  t'  adore, 
And  make  me  think  that  I  am  something  more^ 

Recall  past  times,  bring  back  the  days  of  old, 
When  the  great  noble  borę  his  honours  bdd. 
And  in  the  face  of  pęril,  when  he  darM 
Tbings  whicb  his  legał  bastard,  if  dec1ar'd, 
Migbt  well  discredit ;  faithful  to  his  trust, 
In  the  extremest  points  of  justice  just, 
Well  knowing  all,  and  lov*d  by  all  he  knew, 
True  to  bis  king,  and  to  his  country  tme; 
Ifonost  at  court,  aboye  the  baits  of  gain, 
Plain  in  his  dress,  and  in  his  tmomers  plain; 
Mod'rete  in  wealth,  gen'rous  but  not  profose^ 
Well  wortby  ńcbes,  for  be  koew  tbeir  use ; 


Possessing  much,  and  yet  deserring  mon^ 
Deserying  those  high  bonours  wbich  be  wore 
With  ease  to  all,  and  in  return  gainM  fiune, 
Wbich  all  men  paid,  bęcause  be  did  not  claim  j 
When  the  grim  war  was  placM  in  dread  array, 
Fierce  as  the  lion  roaring  for  his  prey, 
Or  lioness  of  royal  whelps  fbredone, 
In  peace,  as  roi  id  as  the  departing  San, 
A  gen'ral  blessing  where8oe*er  he  tura'4. 
Patron  of  leaming,  nor  himseif  unleamM ; 
£ver  awake  at  Pity's  tender  cali, 
A  father  of  the  poor,  a  fricnd  to  all ; 
Recall^uch  times,  and  from  the  graye  bring  back 
A  worth  like  tbis,  my  bcart  shall  bend,  or  crack. 
My  stubbom  pride  giye  way,--my  tongue  prodaiui. 
And  eyVy  Muse  conspire  to  swell  his  fome, 
Tiil  Enyy  shall  to  him  that  prai^e  allow, 
Wbich  she  cannot  deny  to  Tempie  now. 

This  justice  claims,  nor  shall  the  bard  foige^ 
Delighted  with  the  task,  to  pay  that  debt. 
To  pay  it  like  a  man,  and  in  his  lays, 
Souiiding  such  worth,  proye  his  own  right  to  pnise. 
But  let  not  "Prióe  and  Prejudice  misdeem. 
And  think  that  empty  titles  are  my  theroe; 
Titles,  with  me,  are  vain,  and  nothing  wocth, 
I  rev'rence  yirtue,  but  I  laugh  at  birUi. 
Giye  me  a  lord  that  's  honest,  frank,  and  biaye, 
I  am  his  fricnd,  but  cannot  be  his  slaye  ; 
Thougb  nonę  indeed  but  blockbeads  would  pretend 
To  make  a  slaye,  where  they  may  make  a  frieo^ 
I  loye  his  yirtues,  and  will  make  thetai  Iroown, 
Confess  bis  rank,  but  can*t  forget  my  own. 
Giye  me  a  lord,  who,  to  a  Citle  boni, 
Boasts  nothing  else,  T^U  pay  hjm  scorn  whb  aconu 
What,  shall  my  pride  (and  pride  is  yirtue  berę) 
Tamely  make  way,  if  such  a  wretch  appear  ? 
Shall  I  uncoyer^d  stand,  and  bend  my  kjiee 
To  such  a  shadow  of  nobility, 
A  sbred,  a  remnant  ?  He  migbt  rot  unknowa 
For  any  real  merit  of  his  own. 
And  never  had  come  forth  to  public  notę, 
Had  he  not  worń  by  chance  bis  fatber's  coat. 

To  think  a  M worth  my  least  .regards, 

Is  treason  to  the  nutjttty  of  bardu 

By  Naturę  form*d  (when  for  ber  honoiłr's  sake 
Sbe  something  morę  thancommon  stroye  to  mak^ 
When,  oyerlookiag  eacb  minuta  defoct. 
And  all  too  eager  to  be  quite  coirect, 
In  ber  fuli  beat  and  yigour  she  imprest 
Her  stamp  morę  strongly  on  the  fayoar'd  breast)^ 
Th^Aortf  (nor  think  too  lightly  that  I  mean 
Those  little,  {Ńddling  witlings,  who  o^erween 
Of  their  smali  parts,  the  Muiphys  of  the  stage, 
The  Mafons  and  the  Whiteheads  of  the  age, 
Who  all  in  raptures  tlietr  own  woiks  rebearse. 
And  drawl  out  measur'd  prose,  wbich  they  cali  rent) 
The  real  bca^,  whom  natiye  genius  fires, 
Wbom  every  maid  of  Gastaly  inspires, 
Let  him  contider  wherefore  he  was  meant, 
Let  him  but  answer  Nature^s  great  intent, 
Andfurly  weigh  himseif  with  other  men* 
Would  ne'er  debase  the  glories  of  his  peo, 
Would  in  foli  state,  like  a  true  monan^,  Itre^ 
Nor  'bale  one  inch  of  his  firerogatioe* 

Methinks  I  see  old  Wingate  frowning  faer% 
(Wingate  may  in  the  seaaoo  be  a  peer, 
Thougb  now,  against  bis  will,  of  figures  sick, 
He  *8  fbvc*d  to  diet  on  aritMmetic, 
E*en  whilst  be  enyies  efry  Jew  he  meets, 
Wbo  criee  old  clothes  to  sell  about  tbe  streeb) 


INDEPENDENCE. 


37:J 


Methtnks  (his  mind  witb  fatare  honoors  big. 
His  Tjfbum  bob  tarn'd  to  a  dres8*d  bag  wig) 

I  bear  him  ery — **  What  dotb  this  jargon  mean  ? 
Was  ever  sacb  a  damn*d  duU  blockhead  seea  ł 

Męfetiy^-^^^bard pterogałhe Disdain 

Hath  got  into,  and  tuni*d  tbe  fellow*8  brain ; 

To  lelkiem  witb  him — ^give  him  whips  and  straw-— 

I  'm  Tery  seosible  he  *8  mad  in  law. 

A  nncy  groom  who  trades  in  reason,  thus 

To  set  himself  apon  a  par  with  us ; 

If  this  ier^s  suifer*d,  and  if  tbat  tńere  fool 

May  when  be  pleases  send  us  all  to  school, 

fFkji  theo  our  only  business  is  outrigbt 

Tb  take  our  caps,  and  bid  the  world  good  night 

1  're  kept  a.  bard  myself  łhit  twenty  years, 

Bat  noUiing  of  this  kind  in  him  appears. 

He,  like  a  thorough  true-bred  spaniel  licks 

Tbe  band  whicb  coflb  him,  and  the  fuot  which 

kicks; 
He  fetches  and  he  carries,  blacks  my  shoes. 
Kor  thinks  ii  a  discredit  to  his  Muse; 
A  creatare  of  the  rigbt  cameleon  hue, 
He  wears  my  coloun,  yetlow  or  true  btue, 
Jast  as  I  wear  tbem ;  'tis  atl  one  to  him, 
Wbether  I  change  through  conscience,  or  through 

whim. 
Kow  this  is  something  like ;  on  such  a  plan 
A  hgri  may  find  a  friend  in  a  great  man ; 
Bat  thisproud  boxcomb — zounds,  I  thoaght  that  all 
Of  this  qaeer  tribe  had  been  like  my  oUl  Paul.'' 

hgurioas  thougfit !  accursed  be  the  tongue 
Od  which  the  vi]e  insinuation  hung,       ^ 
The  heart  where  »twas  engender^d  T  Curst  be  those, 
'Those  bards,  who  not  themseWes  alone  expo8e. 
Bot  sitf,  but  aU^  and  make  the  Tery  nańie 
By  which  they  Ye  call'd,  a  standing  mark  of  shame. 

Talk  not  of  custom—^is  the  coward^s  plea, 
Correot  with  ibols,  but  pąsses  not  with  me ; 
4o  old  stale  trick,  which  Ouilt  hath  often  tried 
9j  Dumbers  to  o'efpow'r  the  better  side. 
,  Why  tdl  me,  tben,  tbat  fron)  the  hirth  oC  Rhyme, 
Ko  mattef  ^en,  down  to  the  present  time, 
Isby  th* priginal  decree  of  Fate, 
Bsnur  have  protection  sought  amongst  the  great; 
Cooscious  of  weakneas,  haye  applied  to  them 
Am  Tines  to  elms,  and  twining  round  their  stem, 
nnrishM  oa  tńgh  ;  to  gain  this  wi^*d  suj^port, 
Kea  Yhrgil  to  Mascenas  paid  his  eoort  ? 
As  to  the  custom,  'tis  a  point  agreed. 
Bot  'twas  a  foolish  diffldence,  not  need, 
fnm  which  it  rosę :  had  banU  but  truły  knowii 
That  strengtb,  which  is  most  property  their  own, 
Without  ę,  lord,  unpropp%  they  might  have  stood. 
And  overtopp'd  those  giants  of  the  wood. 

Bot  why,  when  present  times  my  care  engage, 
Most  I  go  back  to  the  AuguiUtn  age  ? 
Why,  amdoos  for  the  living,  am  I  led 
Into  tbe  mansioDs  of  the  ancient  dead  } 
Cao  they  find  patrons  no  where  but  at  Jbomt, 
And  most  I  seek  MoK^nas  in  tbe  tomb  ? 
Kamę  bot  a  Wingate,  twenty  foots  of  notę 
Jtajt  op,  and  ftom  report  Maecenas  auote; 
wj^orhis oolours  hrdt  are  proud  to fight, 
I|ovgetting  that  Maecenas  was  a  kmgkt ; 
^ley  mention  him,  as  if  to  nse  his  name 
W»8  in  some  measure  to  partake  his  famę, 
Tjoagh  Yirgil,  were  he  living,  in  the  street 
Ugfatrot  for  them,  or  perish  in  the  FUeł. 
^  how  they  redden,  and  the  chaige  disdaim— 
mili  uid  io  thft  l%v^'^roibid  it  »b«a«» 


Hence,  ye  Tain  boasterg,  to  the  FJeet  repair. 
And  ask,  with  blushes  ask,  if  Lłotd  is  there '. 
Patrons,  in  days  of  yore,  were  men  of  sense, 
Were  men  of  taste,  and  had  a  fair  pretence 
To  rule  in  letters. — Some  of  them  were  heard 
To  read  off-hand,  and  never  spell  a  word ; 
Some  of  them  too,  to  such  a  monstrous  height 
Was  leaming  risen,  for  themselves  coutd  write. 
And  kept  their  secretaries,  as  the  great 
Do  many  other  foolish  things,  for  state. 

Our  patrons  are  of  quite  a  diflPrent  strain, 
With  ueither  sense  nor  taste,  ag^inst  the  grain, 
Tliey  patronize  for  fashion  sake — no  morę— 
And  keep  a  bard^  just  as  they  keep  a  tohore, 
Melcombe '  (on  such  occasion  I  am  loth 
To  name  the  dead)  was  a  rare  proof  of  both. 
Some  of  them  would  be  puzzled  e^en  to  read. 
Nor  could  dcserre  their  clergy  by  their  creedg 
Others  can  write,  but  such  Apagtn  hand, 
A  Willes  3  should  always  at  our  elbow  stand; 
Many,  if  begg'd,  a  ckcmcelłor,  of  right, 
Would  order  into  keeping  at  furst  sight. 
Those  who  stand  feirest  to  the  public  view, 
Take  to  themselyes  the  praise  to  others  due; 
Tbey  rob  the  Tery  spiłaff  and  make  free 
With  those,  alas !  who  're  least  to  spare.— We  see, 

"  hath  not  a  word  to  say, 
Since  winds  and  waTes  borę  Singlespeech  away. 

Patrons  in  days  of  3rore,  like  patroos  now, 
Eapeeted  that  the  bard  should  make  his  bow 
At  ooming  in,  and  eT'ry  now  and  then 
Hint  to  the  world  that  they  were  morę  than  men; 
»But,  like  the  patrons  of  the  present  day, 
They  nerer  bilk*d  the  poet  of  his  pay. 
Yirgil  loy'd  rural  ease,  and,  far  from  harm, 
Maecenas  fix*d  him  in  a  neat,  snug  farm, 
Where  he  might,  free  from  tronble,  pass  his  daya 
In  his  own  way,  and  pay  bis  rent  in  praise. 
Horace  lov'd  winę,  and,  throfugfa  his  friend  at  court, 
Gould  buy  it  off  the  key  in  er^ry  port; 
Horace  loT'd  mirth,  Msecenas  lov*d  it  too^ 
They  met,  they  laugh^d,  as  Goy  4  and  I  may  do, 
Nor  in  those  moments  paid  the  least  regard 
To  which  was  minitter,  and  wtiich  was  bard. 

Not  so  our  patrons — grave  as  grave  can  be^ 
They  laiow  łhemsehes,  they  keep  op  digmiy  ; 
Bards  are  a  forward  race,  nor  is  it  fit 
That  men  of  fortnne  rank  with  men  of  wit; 
Wit,  if  familiar  madę,  will  find  h^  strength — 
Tis  best  to  keep  ber  weak  and  at  arms-length. 
lis  well  enough  for  bards,  if  patrons  give, 
From  hand  to  moath,  the  scanty  means  to  lirę. 
Such  is  their  language,  and  their  practice  such, 
They  promise  little,  and  tbey  gi^e  not  much. 
Let  the  weak  bard,  with  prostituted  strain, 
Praise  that  proud  Scot,  whom  all  good  men  disdain; 
Whafs  his  reward }  Why,  his  own  famę  undone> 
He  may  obtain  a  petent  for  the  run 
Of  bis  Iord's  kitchen,  and  hai^e  ample  time, 
With  oflkl  fed,  to  ooort  the  cook  in  rhyme; 
Ohr  (if  he  striTes  true  patriots  to  disgrace) 
May  at  the  seeond  table  get  a  place, 


>  Mr.  Lloyd  died  in  the  Fleet,  Dec.  15,  1764, 
shortly  after  the  publication  of  this  poem. 

*  Oeorge  Bnbb  Dodington,  lord  Melcombe.     Ha 
died  July  38,  1762. 

s  Becypherer  to  the  state^ 

*  A  Froichinan^  sacretary  to  Mr.  Wilkes, 
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With  somewhat  greater  stares  allow'd  to  dioe. 
And  play  at  crambo  o'er  a  gili  of  winę. 

And  are  thero  banU,  w  ho  oo  c.reation'8  file. 
Stand  rank'd  as  men,  who  breathe  in  this  fair  is)e 
The  air  of  Freedom,  with  so  little  gali, 
So  Iow  a  spirit,  prostrate  thus  ^  fali 
Before  these  idols,  and  without  a  groan 
.Bear  wrongs  might  cali  fbrth  murmurs  from  a  stone  ? 
Better,  and  much  morc  noble  to  abjare 
The  sight  of  men,  and  in  some  cave,  aecure 
From  all  the  outrages  of  pride,  to  feart 
On  Nature'8  sallads,  and  be  free  at  least. 
Better  (tbough  that,  to  say  the  truth,  is  wone 
Thau  almost  any  other  modem  curse) 
Biscard  all  sense,  divorce  the  thankless  Muse* 
Critics  commence,  and  write'tn  the  Revi€VMf 
Write  without  tremoiir,  Grifiiths  cannot  read ; 
No  fool  can  fail,  where  Langhome  can  succecd. 

But  (not  to  make  a  brave  and  honest  pńde 
Try  those  means  fint,  she  mu»t  disdain  when 

tried) 
Thcre  are  a  thousand  ways,  a  thousand  arts, 
By  whicb,  and  fiiirly,.  meti  of  real  parta 
May  gain  a  Hving,  gain  what  Naturę  crave8 ; 
Let  those,  who  pine  for  morę,  Iive,  and  be  slayes. 
Our  rcal  wants  in  a  smali  compass  lie. 
But  bwlesś  appetite  with  eager  eye, 
Kept  in  a  constant  fcyer,  morę  requires. 
And  we  are  bnmt  up  with  our  own  dcsires. 
Hence  our  dependence,  hence  our  8lay'ry  spriogs ; 
Bardt,  if  contented,  are  as  great  as  Kings. 
Ourselves  are  to  ouraekes  the  cause  of  ill ; 
We  may  be  independent,  if  we  wilL 
The  man  who  suits  his  spirit  to  his  state, 
Stadds  on  an  equal  footing  with  the  great  | 
Moguls  themselyes  are  not  morę  rich,  and  he 
Who  rules  the  Eoglish  nation,  not  morę  free. 
Chains  were  not  forg*d  morę  durable  and  strong 
For  bards  than  others,  but  they  We  wora  tbem  long. 
And  therefbre  wear  them  still ;  theyNre  quite  ibrgot 
What  Freedom  is,  and  therefore  prize  ber  not. 
Gould  they,  though  in  tbeir  sleep,  could  they  but 

know 
The  bleasings  which  from  Independence  flow ; 
Could  they  but  bave  a  short  and  transient  gleam 
Of  Liberty,  tbough  twas  but  in.  a  dream ; 
They  would  no  morę  in  bondage  bend  tlieir  knee. 
But,  once  madę  freemen,  would  be  always  free* 
The  Muse,  if  she  one  moment  freedom  gaios, 
Can  never  morę  submit  to  sing  in  chains. 
Bred  in  a  cage,  far  from  the  featherM  throng^ 
The  bird  repays  his  keeper  with  his  song. 
But  if  fiome  playful  child  sets  wide  the  dooTt 
Abroad  be  flies,  and  thinks  of  home  no  more^ 
With  love  of  liberty  begins  to  bura. 
And  rather  starres  than  to  bis  cage  retora. 

HaUg  Independence — ^by  true  reason  taught, 
How  few  have  known,  and  priz'd  thee  as  they  ought. 
Some  give  thee  up  for  riot ;  some,  like  boys, 
Resign  thee,  in  tbeir  cbildish  moods,  for  toys  ; 
Ambition  some,  some  avarice  misleads, 
And  in  both  cases  Independence  bleeds: 
Abroad,  in  qucst  of  thee,  bow  many  roam. 
Kor  know  they  had  thee  in  their  reach  at  home ; 
^me,  tbough  about  their  patbs,  tbehr  beds  about, 
Have  never  had  the  sense  to  find  thee  out; 
Others,  who  know  of  what  tbey  are  possess^d, 
Like  fearful  misers  lock  ^hee  in  a  cbest. 
Nor  haye  the  resolution  to  produce 
'Ib  tbcM  bud  tiinef^  ąnd  bring  thę«  f^ith  for  nse. 


Httil,  Independence— thoogłi  tby  ilame  't  icarae 

known,  • 

Though  tbooj  alas !  art  ont  of  fashion  grawn, 
Though  all  despise  thee,  I  will  not  despise. 
Nor  Hyc  one  moment  longer  than  I  prize 
Thy  presence,  and  enjoy :  by  angry  Fate 
Bow'd  down,   and  almost  crush'd,  tkou  caoi'tf» 

tbough  late, 
Thou  cam'8t  upon  me,  tike  a  secood  birtb. 
And  madc  me  know  what  life  was  truły  worthr 
IJaił,  Independence — ^nerer  may  my  oot, 
Tiil  I  fbrget  thee,  be  by  thee  fbi^got ; 
Thither,  O  thitber,  oftentimes  repair; 
Cotes  >,  wbcmi  thou  lorest  too,  shali  meet  thee  tfaere^ 
All  thoughts,  but  What  arise  frotn  joy,  pre  o'er; 
Pcace  dwells  within,  and  Law  shall  guard  the  door. 

O^erweening  bard!   Law  guard  thy  door,  wbat 
Law? 

The  Law  of  England  } ^To  oontrol,  and  awe 

Those  saucy  hopes,  to  strike  that  spirit  damb» 
Behold,  in  state,  AdministratioD  come. 

Why  let  ber  come,  in  all  ber  tenours  too; 
I  dare  to  suffer  all  she  dares  to  do. 
I  know  ber  malice  well,  and  know  ber  pride, 
I  know  ber  strength,  but  will  not  change  my  ikle. 
This  melting  mass  of  flesh  she  may  coptrol 
With  iron  ribs,  she  cannot  chain  my  soaL 
No— to  the  last  resoWd  her  woret  to  bear, 
Vm  still  at  large,  and  indatendenł  there. 

Where  is  this  minister  f  Where  is  the  band 
Of  ready  slares,  who  at  his  elbow  stand 
To  hear,  and  to  perfbrm  his  wicked  will  ? 
Why,  for  the  first  time,  are  they  slow  to  iii  ? 
When  some  grand  act  'gainst  Law  ia  to  be  dooe, 

Doth sleep ;  doth  bloodhound run 

To  L— ,  and  worry  those  smali  deer, 

When  he  might  do  m<Hre  precious  miachief  heref 

Doth  Webb  turo  taił  ?  Doth  be  refuse  to  draw 

Ulegał  warrants,  and  to  cali  them  Law  ? 

Doth  Webb,  at  Guildfocd  kick'd,  from  Gaadford 

run, 
With  that  cold  lump  of  unbakM  dougfa,  bis  soi^ 
And,  his  morę  honest  rival  Ketch  to  cheat, 
Purchase  a  burial-place  where  three  ways  mest? 
Be1ieve  it  not;  —  is  —  still. 
And  nerer  sleeps,  w)ien  he  should  wake  to  3!; 

doth  lesser  mischie&  by-the-by, 

The  great  ones  till  tbe  Term  in  petto  lie; 
Webb  lives,  and,  to  tbe  strictest  justice  tra^ 
Scoras  to  defraud  the  bangman  of  his  due. 

O  my  poor  country — weak  and  overpowei*4 
By  thine  own  sona—eat  to  the  bonę — deToar'd 
By  yipers,  which,  in  thine  own  entrailsbred, 
Prey  oo  thy  life,  and  with  thy  blood  are  ted^ 
With  unayailing  grief  thy  wrongs  I  see. 
And,  for  myself  not  feeling,  feel  fbr  thee. 
I  gricTe,  but  can^t  dej^pair — ^for,  lo,  at  hand 
Freedom  presents  a  chołce,  but  faithful  band 
Of  loyal  patńots,  men  who  greatly  dare 
In  such  a  noble  cause,  men  fit  to  bear 
The  weight  of  empires  ;  Fortunę^  Rani,  and  Senit^ 
Firłue,  and  Kmwiedge,  leagu'd  with  Eloptenee, 
March  in  thdr  ranks ;  Freedom  from  file  to  file 
Darts  her  delighted  eye,  and  with  a  smile 
Approyes  her  honest  sons,  whilst  down  her  cbeek, 
As  'twere  by  stealth  (her  heart  too  fiill  to  spcak) 
One  tear  in  a  lence  creeps,  one  honest  tear. 
And  scems  to  say,  "  Why  is  not  Graoby  ^ere  ?* 


'  I|«l9phrey  CoUs. 
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o  ye  bnfefewy  in  whom  we  still  may  fiad 
A  Iove  of  virtue,  fVeedom,  and  mankind, 
60  fbrth,  in  maj  city  of  woe  array'd, 
See,  at  your  feet  your  country  kneels  for  aid. 
And  (many  of  her  children  traitors  grown) 
KneeU  to  those  sens  she  still  can  cali  her  own ; 
Seeming  to  breathe  her  last  in  e^ry  breath, 
She  kneels  for  freedom,  or  she  begs  fur  death — 
Fly  tben,  each  diiteous  son,  each  English  chief. 
And  to  your  drooping  parent  bring  relief. 
Oo  forth — nor  let  the  sireo  yoice  of  Ease 
Temp^  ye  to  sleep,  whiist  tempests  swell  the  seas ; 
Go  firth — nor  let  Hypocrisy,  whoee  tongue 
WHh  many  a  fair,  faise,  fatal  art  is  hung, 
Łike  Bethel'8  fawning  prophet,  cross  your  way, 
l^en  your  great  errand  brooks  not  of  delay ; 
Nor  let  vain  Fear,  who  cries  to  all  she  meets, 
Trembling  and  pale — "  A  Hun  in  the  streets*' — 
Damp  your  free  spirits ;  let  not  tbreats  affrtghty 
Nor  bribes  corrupt,  nor  flatteńes  delight 
Be  as  one  man — Concord  success  ensures— 
There*s  not  an  English  heart  but  what  is  youn. 
Go  forth — and  Yirtue,  ever  in  your  sight* 
Shall  be  your  guide  by  day,  yourguard  by  night^- 
Go  fdrth — ^the  champtons  of  your  natire  land. 
And  may  the  battle  prosper  in  your  band— - 
U  may,  it  rou«t — Ye  cannot  be  wlthstood — 
le  your  hearts  bonest,  as  your  cause  is  good* 
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Sona  of  my  friendf,  (for  friendt  I  must  suppoae 
AH,  who,  not  daring  to  appear  my  foes, 
?eign  great  good-will,  and,  not  morę  fuli  of  spite 
Than  fuli  of  craft,  under  false  colours  fight) 
Some  of  rayfńends,  (so  laTishly  I  print) 
As  roore  in  sorrow  than  in  anger,  hint 
(Tboogh  that  indeed  will  scarce  admit  a  doubt) 
That  I  shall  run  my  stock  of  genius  out. 
My  no  great  stock,  and,  publishing  so  fieisty 
Most  needs  become  a  bankrupt  at  the  last. 

*'  The  hnsbandman,  to  spare  a  thankful  soil, 
Which,  rich  in  disposition,  pays  his  toil 
Hure  than  a  hundred  fold,  which  sweUs  his  storę 
£*en  to  his  wish,  and  makes  his  banis  run  o*er. 
By  k)Dg  esperience  taught,  who  teaches  besŁ, 
Foregoes  his  hopes  a  while,  and  gives  it  rest, 
The  land,  allowM  its  loeses  to  repair, 
BefresbM,  and  fuli  in  strength,  delights  to  wear 
A  seoond  yonth,  and  to  the  farmer*s  eyes 
Bids  richer  crops  and  double  harvests  rise. 

**  Nor  think  this  practice  to  the  earth  confinM, 
a  reachei  to  the  culture  of  the  mind. 
Ihe  mmd  of  man  cra^es  rest,  and  cannot  bear, 
llibugh  neKt  in  pow'r  to  God's,  continual  care. 
Genius  himself  (nor  here  let  Genius  frown) 
Must,  to  ensnre  his  vigour,  be  Uud  down, 
Aod  hikm^d  well:  had  Cbarchill  known  but  this* 
Which  the  most  siłight  obsenrer  scarce  could  miss, 
He  might  ha^e  flourłsh*d  twenty  years  or  morę, 
Thottgh  now,  alas  !  poor  man!  wom  out  in  Ibur." 

ReooTer'd  from  the  vanity  of  youth, 
I  feel,  ćlas  !  tliis  melanchqly  truth, 
Thanks  to  each  cordial,  each  advising  friend. 
And  am,  if  not  too  late,  resoIvM  to  mend, 
R«solv*d  to  giye  some  respite  to  my  pen, 
A«»ly  myielf  <»c<  inor«  to  hooks  and  męD» 


yiew  what  is  present,  what  is  post  reriew. 
And  my  old  stock  exjiausted,  lay  in  new. 
For  twice  8ix  moons  (let  winds,  turn'd  porters,  bear 
This  oath  to  Heav*n)  for  twice  six  moons,  I  swear. 
No  Muae  shall  tempt  me  with  her  siren  lay. 
Nor  draw  me  from  Improvement'8  thorny  way: 
Yerse  I  abjure,  nor  will  furgirc  that  friend, 
Who  in  my  hearing  shall  a  rhyme  commetid. 

It  cannot  be — Whether  I  will,  or  no, 
Such  as  they  are,  my  thoughts  in  moasnre  flow. 
ConTinc*d,  determin^d,  I  in  prose  begin. 
But  ere  I  write  one  sentence,  yerse  creeps  in. 
And  taints  me  through  and  through  :  by  tbis  good 
In  yerse  I  talk  by  day,  I  dream  by  night ;     [light, 
If  now  and  then  I  curse,  mycuncschime. 
Nor  can  I  pray,  unless  I  pray  in  rhyme. 
E'en  now  1  eir,  in  spite  ofcommon  ^ense. 
And  my  confession  doubles  my  c^ence.      [breatb, 

Rest  then,  my  frieruU — spare,  spare  your  precioos 
And  be  your  slumbers  not  less  sound  than  death ; 
Perturbed  spirits  rest,  nor  thus  appear 
To  waste  your  counseb  in  a  spcnidthriffs  ear. 
On  your  graye  lessons  I  canno^  subsist. 
Nor  e*en  in  yerse  become  economist ; 
Rest  then,  my  friends,  nor,  hateful  to  my  eyes, 
Let  Enyy  in  the  shape  of  Pity  rise 
To  blast  me  ere  my  time ;  with  patience  wait, 
(Tis  no  long  mterval)  propitious  Fate 
Shall  glut  your  pfide,  and  ey^ry  son  of  phlegm 
Find  ample  room  to  censure  and  condemn. 
Read  some  three  hundred  lines,  (no  easy  task  ; 
Bnt  probably  the  last  that  I  shall  ask) 
And  giye  me  up  for  eyer;  wait  one  hour» 
Nay  not  ao  much,  reyenge  is  in  your  pow*r, 
And  ye  may  ery,  "  Ere  Ttme  hath  tum'd  his  glass, 
Lo !  what  we  prophesied  is  come  to  pass." 

Let  those,  who  poetry  in  poems  claim, 
Or  not  read  this,  or  oniy  reaid  to  hlame ; 
Let  those,  who  are  by  fiction's  charms  enslayd. 
Return  me  thanks  for  half-a-crown  well  sav'd  j 
Let  those,  who  loye  a  little  gali  in  rhyme^ 
Postpone  their  purchase  now,  and  cali  next  time  ;  • 
Let  those,  who,  yoid  of  naturę,  look  for  art, 
Take  up  their  money,  and  in  peace  depart ; 
Let  those,  who  energy  of  diction  prize. 
For  Billingsgate  ąuit  Flezney,  and  be  wi^e; 
Here  is  no  lie,  no  gali,  no  art,  no  force ; 
Mean  are  the  words,  and  such  as  come  of  coorscu 
The  subjeet  not  less  simple  than  the  lay; 
A  plain,  unlabour*d  Jouraey  of  a  day. 

Far  from  me  now  be  ey'ry  tunefiil  maid, 
I  neither  ask,  nor  can  receiye  their  aid. 
Pegasut  tum'd  into  a  common  hack, 
Alone  I  jog,  and  keep  the  beaten  track. 
Nor  would  I  haye  the  Sisters  of  the  bill 
Bebold  their  bard  in  such  a  dishabille. 
Absent,  but  oniy  absent  for  a  time, 
Let  them  caress  some  dearer  son  of  rhyme; 
Let  them,  as  far  as  decency  permits, 
Without  suspicion,  play  the  fool  with  wita» 
'Gainąt  fbols  be  guarded;  'tis  a  certain  rule^ 
Wits  are  safe  things,  there*s  danger  in  a  fool. 

Let  them,  though  modest,  Oray  morę  modest 
WDo; 
Let  them  with  Mason  bleat,  and  bray,  and  oop ; 
Let  them  with  Franklin,  proud  of  some  smali 

Greek, 
Make  Sophocles  disguis^d,  in  English  speak  ; 
Let  them  with  Gloyer  o' er  Merlea  dozę  ; 
l4Bt,  tli«|D  with  O^alegr  waU  Cleone*s 
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Whilst  he,  fine  feeting  creatare,  all  in  tears, 

Melts  as  they  melt,  and  weeps  with  weeping  peers; 

Let  them  with  simple  Whitehead,  taught  to  creep 

SiieDt  and  soft,  lay  Foptenelle  asfeep  ' ; 

Let  them  with  Browne  coatrife,  no  valgar  trick, 

To  oure  the  dead,  and  make  the  liyiog  sick  ?; 

Let  them  in  chańty  to  Murphy  give 

Some  old  French  piece,  that  he  may  tteal  and  l\ve; 

Let  them  with  antie  Foote  subscriptions  get, 

And  adveTti^  a  Summer-hoiue  of  wit. 

Thus,  or  in  any  better  way  they  please, 
With  these  great  men,  or  with  great  men  like  tbese^ 
Let  them  their  appetite  for  laughter  feed  ; 
I  on  my  jonmey  il\  alone  proceed. 

If  fiatshionable  grown,  and  fond  of  pow'r,* 
With  kum^rous  Soots  let  them  disport  their  hour : 
Let  them  dance,  fairy-like,  round  Onian*8  tomb; 
Let  them  forge  iies,  and  kittariet  for  Hume ; 
Let  them  with  Home,  the  rery  prince  of  yerse. 
Make 'something  like  a  tragedy  in  Erte^ 
Under  dark  Allegory'8  flimsy  yeil 
Let  them  with  Ogilvie  spin  out  a  tale 
Of  rueful  length ;  let  them  pfain  things  obscure, 
Bebase  what  's  truły  rich,  and  what  is  poor 
Make  poorer  stili  by  jargon  most  uncouth  j 
With  eT'ry  pert,  prim  prettiness  of  youth 
Som  of  fiedse  taste,  witii  fancy  (like  a  child 
Kot  koowing  what  it  cries  ibr)  ninning  wild, 
With  bloated  style,  by  affecUttoa  taught, 
With  much  false  eolouring,  and  little  thoughtt 
With  phraset  strange,  and  dialect  decreed 
By  reason  neyer  to  hare  paasM  the  Tweed, 
With  words  which  Naturę  meant  each  other^s  foe, 
Forc'd  to  compound  whether  they  will  or  no  2 
With  snch  materials,  let  t|iem,  if  they  will, 
To  proTe  at  once  their  pleasantry  and  skiU, 
Suild  up  a  bard  to  war  'gainst  commoa  sense. 
By  way  of  compliment  to  Providence ; 
lit  them  with  Armstrong,  taking  leaye  of  sęnae, 
Bead  musty  lectures  on  ben<voUnee, 
Or  eon  the  pages  of  his  gaping  I^ay, 
Where  all  bis  former  famę  was  thrown  away, 
Where  all  but  barren  labonr  was  forgot, 
Aod  the  Tain  stiffneas  of  a  lettefd  Scot ; 
Let  them  with  Hrmstrong  pass  the  term  of  light, 
But  not  one  hour  of  darkness ;  when  the  night 
Suspends  thu  mortal  coil,  when  Memory  wakes, 
When  for  our  past  misdoings  Conscience  takes 
A  deep  revenge,  when  by  Reflection  led, 
She  draws  his  curtains,  and  looks  Comfort  dead, 
I^et  ev'ry  Muse  be  gone ;  in  yain  he  tuma 
And  tries  to  pray  for  sleep  ^  an  ^tna  buras^ 
A  morę  tban  £Uia  in  his  coward  breast. 
And  Guiłt,  with  vengeance  arm*d,  forbids  him  rest: 
Though  soft  as  plumage  from  young  żephyr's  wing. 
His  couch  seems  bard,  and  no  relief  can  bring. 
Ingratitude  hath  plantcd  daggers  there. 
No  gooduian  can  deserre,  no  bra^e  man  bear. 

Thns,  or  in  any  better  way  they  please, 
With  these  great  men,  or  with  great  men  like  these, 
Let  them  their  appetite  for  laughter  feed ; 
I  on  my  joumey  all  alone  proceed. 

*  See  The  School  for  Lovers,  by  Mr.  Whitehead^ 
taken  from  Fontenelle. 
7  Sęe  The  Cure  of  Saul,  by  Dr>  Browne. 
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ffealtk  to  great  Gloster — from  a  man  unknon, 
Who  holds  thy  health  as  dearly  as  bis  own, 
Accępt  this  greeting— nor  let  modest  fSear 
Cali  up  one  roaiden  blnsh — T  mean  not  berę 
To  wound  with  flattery— --^tis  a  yiUain^s  ait, 
And  suits  not  with  the  frankness  of  my  beait. 
Truth  best  becomes  an  ortkodoi  divine. 
And,  spite  of  Heli,  that  character  is  minę : 
To  speak  e'en  bitter  truths  I  canuot  fear ; 
But  truth,  my  lord,  is  pan^yric  here. 
Heaith  to  great  Oloater— nor,  throagfa  lo?e  of 


Which  all  priests  ]ovę,  let  this  address  displease, 

I  ask  no  favour,  not  one  notę  I  craTe, 

And  whte  this  busy  brain  rests  in  the  grare, 

(For  tili  that  time  it  never  can  haye  rest) 

I  will  not  trouble  you  wHh  one  bec^uest; 

Some  humbler  frićnd,  iny  mortal  joumey  don^ 

Morę  near  in  blood,  a  oephew  or  a  son, 

In  that  dread  hour  esecutor  Fil  leave : 

For  I,  alas !  ha^e  many  to  receire. 

To  giye  but  iittle—To  great  Gloster  hidA; 

Nor  let  thy  true  and  propcr  lofe  of  wealth 

Here  take  a  false  alarm — in  purse  though  pooTi 

In  spirit  Pm  riglit  proud,  nor  can  endare 

The  mention  of  a  bribe--thy  pockefs  fiee, 

I,  though  a  dedicator,  scom  a  fee^ 

Let  thy  own  oi&pring  all  thy  fbrtnces  share; 

I  would  not  Allen  rob,  nor  AUen*s  heir. 

lliink  not,'  a  thought  unworthy  thy  gręat  loo), 
Which  pomps  of  this  world  nerer  oould  oontrol, 
Which  neTer  offer'd  up  at  Power'8  vain  sbrine, 
Tbink  not  that  pomp  and  powVcan  workonmine, 
Tis  not  thy  name,  though  that  mdeed  is  great, 
Tię  not  the  tinsel  trumpery  of  state, 
Tis  not  thy  titłe,  doctor  though  thou  ait, 
Tis  not  thy  mitrę,  which  hath  won  my  heart 
State  is  a  tarce,  nąmes  are  but  empty  things, 
Degrees  are  bought,  and,  by  mistaken  kings, 
Titles  are  oft  misplac'd ;  mitres,  which  shine 
So  bright  in  other  eyes,  are  duli  in  minę, 
Unless  set  off  by  yirtue :  who  deceiyes 
Uhder  the  sacred  sanction  of  lawn  sleeves^ 
Enhances  gyilt,  commits  a  double  sin  j 
So  fair  witbout,  and  yet  so  foul  within. 
'Tis  not  thy  outward  form,  thy  easy  mieo, 
Thy  sweet  complacency,  thy  brow  seftaet 
Thy  open  front,  thy  loye-commanding  eye, 
Where  fifty  Cupi Js,  as  in  ambush,  lie, 
Which  can  from  sixty  to  siscieen  impart 
The  force  of  loye,  and  pcmit  his  bhmted  dart; 
'Tis  not  thy  face,  though  that  by  Natuf«'s  ma<k 
An  index  to  thy  soul,  though  there  display'd 
We  see  thy  mind  at  large,  and  through  thy  skia 
Peeps  out  that  courtesy  which  dwelb  within; 
Tis  not  thy  birth,'for  that  is  Iow  as  mine^ 
Around  our  heads  no  lineal  glories  'shiner— 
But  what  is  birth— when,  to  delight  mankind, 
Heralds  can.  make  thoee  arms  they  cannot  find^ 
When  thou  art  to  thysel^  thy  sire  unknown, 
A  whole  Welsh  genealogy  aimcf 
No,  'tis  thy  inward  man,  thy  proper  worth, 
Thy  right  just  estimation  here  on  Earth, 
Thy  life  and  doctrine  unifbrmly  join'd. 
And  flowing  from  that  wholesome  aonrce  tbj  wal, 


DEDICATION  TO  HIS  6ERM0NS. 


377 


Tby  known  eontempt  of  persecuŁioii'8  rod, 
Thy  cfaarity  for  man,  tby  Iotc  of  God, 
Thy  faith  in  Christ,  so  well  approv'd  'mongsŁ  men, 
Which  DOW  give  fif^  and  ntt*nince  to  my  pen: 
Thy  yiitne,  not  tby  rank,  demaods  my  lays ; 
Tis  not  the  bishop,  but  tbe  saint  I  praise. 
Rais*d  by  that  theme,  I  aoar  on  wings  morę  strong, 
And  bunt  forth  into  pmise  withheld  too  long. 

Much  did  I  wish,  ^en  whitst  I  kept  those  sheep, 
Which,  for  my  curse,  I  was  ordain*d  to  keep ; 
Ordain^d,  alas  !  to  keep  through  need,  not  choice, 
Those  sheep  wbich  ncver  heard  their  shepherd'8 

▼oice, 
Which  did  not  know,  yet  wou]d  not  leam  their  way, 
'Which  stray*d  tbemseires,  yet  griey^d  that  I  should 

stray, 
Those  sheep,  which  my  good  father  (on  his  bier 
Let  filial  daty  drop  the  pious  tear) 
Kq»t  well,  yet  stanr^d  himself ;  e*en  at  that  time, 
Whilst  I  was  pure,  and  innocent  of  rhyme, 
Wbilst,  sacred  dullnen  ever  in  my  view, 
Sleep  at  my  bidding  crept  from  pew  to  pew, 
Hoch  did  1  wish,  though  little  couldj  hope, 
A  friend  in  bim  who  was  the  friend  ofPope.  [guide, 
*'  His  bandy"  sald  I,  "  my  youthful  steps  shall 
And  lead  me  safe  where  thoosands  fali  beside ; 
His  temper,  his  esperience  shall  control. 
And  hmii  to  peaoe  the  tempest  of  my  soul ; 
His  jodgment  teach  me,  fitin  the  critic  scbool, 
How  not  to  err,  and  how  to  err  by  rule ; 
fastnict  me,  mingle  profit  with  deligbt, 
Where  Pope  was  wrong,  wbere  Shakspeare  was  not 

right; 
Where  they  are  jastly  praisM,  and  where  throngh 

whim, 
How  Uttle  's  due  to  them,  how  much  to  bim. 
Bai8'd  lioTe  the  slavery  of  common  rules, 
Of  common  sense,  of  modem,  ancient  schciols, 
Thtfe  feelings  banish^d,  which  mislead  us  all, 
Foob  as  we  are,  and  which  we  Naturę  cali, 
He,  by  his  great  ezample,  might  impart 
A  better  something,  and  baptize  it  art ; 
Be,  all  t]^  feelings  of  my  youth  forgot, 
Migbt  show  me  what  is  taste,  by  what  is  not; 
By  him  supported,  witl^a  proper  pride, 
I  might bpid  al!  mankind  as  fools  beside; 
Jie  (should  a  world  penrerse  and  peerish  grown, 
Esplode  his  maxims,  and  assert  their  own) 
Mjght  teach  me,  Itke  himself,  to  be  contenl^ 
And  let  their  folły  be  their  punisbment; 
Might  like  himself  teach  his  adopted  son, 
^Gamst  all  the  world,  to  ouote  a  Warburton." 

Fool  that  I  was,  could  l  so  much  deceire 
My  sool  with  lying  hopes ;  could  I  believe 
That  he,  the  serrant  of  his  Maker  swoni, 
tlie  senrant  of  his  Saviour,  would  be  tom 
fnoi  thehr  embrace,  and  leave  that  dear  employ, 
The  cure  of  souls,  his  duty  and  bis  joy. 
For  toys  like  minę,  and  waste  bis  precions  time, 
Oa  włdch  so  much  depended,  for  a  rhyme  ? 
Should  he  forsake  the  task  ^e  undertook, 
Desert  bis  flock,  and  break  his  paafral  crook  ? 
Should  he  (fbrbid  it  Heaven)  so  high  in  place, 
9o  rich  in  knowledge,  quit  tł^e  work  of  grace. 


And,  idly  wand*ring  o'er  the  Muses'  hill, 
Let  the  salvation  of  mankind  stand  still  ? 

Far,  far  be  that  from  tliee— yes,  far  from  the« 
Be  suoh  revołt  from  grace,  and  far  from  me 
The  will  to  think  it— guiłt  is  in  the  thought— 
Not  so,  not  8o»  bath  Warl>urton  been  taught. 
Not  soleam*d  Christ— Recall  that  day,  well-known. 
When  (to  mamtain  God's  bonour — and  his  own) 
He  caird  blasphemers  ibrth — Methinks  I  now 
See  Stern  rebuke  cnnthroned  on  his  brow. 
And  arm'd  with  tenfold  terrours — from  thistongua^ 
Where  fiery  zeal  and  Christian  fury  hung, 
Methinks  I  hear  the  deep-ion'd  thunders  roli, 
iVnd  chilt  with  horrour  ev'ry  sinner^s  soul-^ 
In  Tain  they  stńve  to  fly — fligbt  cannot  saye. 
And  Potter  trembles  even  in  his  graTe— 
With  all  the  conscious  pride  oC  innocence, 
Methinks  I  hear  him,  in  his  own  defence, 
Bear  witness  to  himself,  whilst  all  men  knew. 
By  gospel  rules,  his  witness  to  be  tnie. 

O  glorious  man,  thy  zeal  I  must  commend, 
Though  it  depriv'd  me  of  my  dearest  friend. 
The  real  motives  of  thy  anger  known, 
Wilkes  must  the  justice  of  that  anger  own. 
And  could  thy  bosom  have  been  bar^d  to  view, 
Pitied  himself,  in  tum  bad  pitied  you. 

Bred  to  tbe  law,  you  wisely  took  the  gown, 
Which  I,  like  Demos,  fboiisbly  laid  down. 
Hence  double  strength  our  Ao/y  mother-Artm : 
Me  she  got  rid  of,  and  madę  prtze  of  you« 
I,  like  an  idle  truant,  fond  of  play, 
Doting  on  toys,  and  throwing  gems  away, 
Orasping  at  shadows,  let  tbe  substance  slip ; 
But  you,  my  lord,  renouncM  atbomeyship 
With  better  purpose,  and  morę  noble  aim. 
And  wisely  płayM  a  morę  snbstantial  gamę. 
Nor  did  Law  moum,  blessM  in  ber  younger  son. 
For  Mansfield  does  what  Gloster  would  have  done. 

Doctor f  dean,  bishop,  Gloster^  and  my  lord^ 
If  haply  these  high  titles  may  accord 
With  d^y  meek  spirit,  if  the  barren  sound 
Of  pride  delights  thee,  to  the  topmost  roand 
Of  Fortune*s  ladder  got,  despise  not  one. 
For  want  of  smooth  hypocrisy  undone, 
Who^  fiir  below,  tums  up  his  wond'ring  eye, 
And,  without  en^y,  sees  thee  plac*d  so  high ; 
Let  not  thy  brain  (as  brains  less  potent  might) 
Dizzy,  comfoonded,  giddy  with  the  height. 
Tura  roond,  and  lose  distinction,  lose  ber  skill 
And  wonied  powers  of  knowing  good  from  ill, 
Of  nfting  truth  from  falsehood,  friends  from  ibes; 
Let  Gloster  well  remember,  how  he  rosę. 
Nor  tum  his  back  on  men  who  made,him  great; 
Let  him  not,  gorg^d  with  pow'r,  and  drunk  with  state, 
Forget  what  once  he  was,  though  now  so  high; 
How  Iow,  how  mean,  and  fuli  as  poor  as  L 


Csetera  desunt  '• 


'  It  is  presumed  the  sudden  death  of  the  author 
will  sufiUciently  apologize  for  the  Dbdicatioh  re» 
maiuing  unfiniąhed.  Jobk  CHOftCBau 
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BY  MRr  CHALMERS. 


Tor  die  piincipal  part  of  tfae  information  contaioed  in  this  aocount  of  Mr.  Falconefi 
I  am  indebted  to  tfae  Biograpbical  Memoir  prefiied  by  tłie  ReT.  James  Stankr  Ciarkę, 
F.  R.  S.  to  his  yery  splendid  and  accuiate  edłdon  of  Tlie  Sfaipwreck,  publisbed  in  ISOd. 
In  a  few  instances  I  have  subjoined,  in  tfae  notes^  some  differences  in  point  of  fact 
which  occur  in  a  Life  of  Falconer  publisbed  by  Mr.  David  Irving,  of  Edinbai^h,  ia 
1801. 

William  Falconbe  was  bora  about  the  year  1790',  and  was  tbe  son  of  a  poor 
bat  indnstrions  baiber  at  Edinbaigb,  aU  of  whose  childreii,  with  the  exception  of  our 
anthor,  were  either  deaf  br  dumb  ^  William  received  snch  common  education  as  might 
ąjoalify  hhn  for  some  inferior  employment,  and  appears  to  haye  oontraeted  a  taste  for 
reading,  and  a  desire  for  higher  attainments  than  his  situatioń  permitted.  In  the  cha- 
racter  of  Arion,  onąnestionably  intended  for  his  own,  he  hiats  at  a  further  progress  ii^ 
study  than  his  biographers  haye  been  abie  to  tracę : 

On  him  lair  Science  dawn*d  in  happier  hour, 

Airak'niDg  into  bloom  young  Fancy^  flowV: 

But  8oon  Adyenity,  with  freezing  blast, 

The  blosgom  witber*d»  and  the  dawn  o^ercast;  ^ 

Foriorn  of  heart,  and  by  seyere  decree 

Coodenu^d  reluetani  to  the  fiuthleas 


It  mnst  ittdeed  haye  been  with  reloctance  that  a  boy  who  had  begiin  to  taste  the  sweef  ss 
•f  literatnre  consented  to  serye  an  q>prenti€eship  on  board  a  merchant  yessel  at^Łeitfa, 
which  we  are  told  he  did  when  yery  young.    He  was  afterwards  m  the  capadty.of  a 
servant  to  Campbell^  the  author  of  Łesiphanes,  when  purser  of  a  ship.    Campbell 
is  said  to  haye  discoyered  in  Falconer  talents  worthy  of  cuItivation»  and  when  the  latter 

■Mir.  ImngfayB,  about  the  year  1735,  which  is  not  Tery  consirtent  with  the  other  dates  in  Fal- 
life. 


*  '<  Hehad  abrotherand  sister,  bothof  whom  were  boro  deaf  and  damb.    The  sister  ii  still  lirinf 
i^  Uus  city,  (Ediabur^h,  1801):  ihe  is  a  constaat  residentiary  in  the  Roysl  InSnnary/>    Inring. 


3M  UFE  OP  FALCONER. 

distimgiiished  hiniself  as  apoet>  used  to  repeat  with  some  pride,  that  he  had  once  bceo 
his  scholar* 

Falconer,  probably  by  means  of  this  fnend,  was  madę  second  matę  of  a  Yessd  em- 
ployed  in  the  Levant  trade,  which  was  shipwrecked  during  ber  passage  from  Alexandria 
to  Yenice,  and  only  three  of  the  crew  saved.  The  datę  of  this  event  cannot  now  be 
ascertainedy  but  what  he  saw  and  felt  on  the  melancholy  occasion  madę  the  deepest 
impression  on  his  memory,  and  certainly  suggestejd  the  plan  and  chanicters  of  his  e^le- 
brated  poem.  Whether  before  this  tlme  he  had  madę  any  poetical  attempts  we  aie  not 
infonned.  The  favours  of  a  genuine  muse  are  usually  early,  and  k  is  at  least  probable 
that  the  classical  allusions,  so  fieąuent  in  The  Shipwreck,  were  furaished  by  much  pre- 
▼ions  reading.  , 

In  1751  he  appeared  among  the  póets  who  lamented  the  death  of  Frederic  prince  of 
Wales,  in  a  poem  published  at  Edinburgh,  which  probably  gratified  the  humbk  ex- 
pectations  of  a  friendly  drdey  without  procuring  him  much  encouragement^  Heis 
saidy  howeTer»  to  have  followed  up  his  first  effort,  by  some  smaU  pieces  sent  to  that 
eccustomed  repository  of  eariy  talent,  the  Gentleman's  Magazine.  Mr.  Claike  bas 
pointed  out  The  Chaplain's  Petition  to  the  Łieutenants  in  the  Ward  Room,  tlie  De- 
scription  of  a  Niuety  Gun  Ship,  and  some  lines  On  the  uncommon  Scarcity  of  Poetry. 
Tlie  two  last,  on  such  authority,  have  been  added  to  the  present  edition  of  his  wotks. 
The  Chaplain*s  Petition,  professedly  in  imitation  of  Swift,  is  too  much  m  the  maimer  of 
the  indelicate  pieces  attributed  to  that  anthor,  for  insertion  m  a  modem  colleetion. 
Mr.  Ciarkę  has  likewise  presented  lais  readers  with  a  whimsical  littk  poem,  descriptire 
of  the  abode  and  sentiments  of  a  midshq)man,  which  was  one  of  Falconer's  eariy  pro- 
ductions :  and  oifers  some  reasons  for  being  of  opinion  that  he  was  die  author  of  the 
popular  song,  Cease  rude  Boreas. 

Our  author  is  snpposed  to  haTe  continned  in  the  merchant  senrice  until  he  gained  the 
patronage  of  his  royal  highness  Edward  duke  oi  York,  by  dedicating  to  him  Ile 
Shipwreck,  in  the  spring  of  1762  ;  and  it  is  much  to  the  honottr  of  liis  higlmess*5  taste 
that  he  joined  in  the  praise  bestowed  on  thb  poem,  and  became  desh^ius  to  place  tlie 
author  in  a  situation  where  he  could  bcfrieud  him.  With  this  view,  the  duke  ad^ised 
him  to  quit  the  merchant  service  ibr  the  royal  navy,  and  before  the  summer  had  dapsed, 
Falconer  was  rated'  a  midshipman  on  board  sir  Edward  Hawke's  shtp,  the  Royal 
Gćorgc*. 

At  the  peace  of  1763>  this  ship  was  paid  off,  but  preyiously  to  that  event,  Falconer 
published  an  Ode  on  the  Duke  of  York's  second  Departure  from  England  as  Rear- 
Admirał.  His  highness  had  embarked  on  board  the  Centurion  with  commodore  Har- 
rison,  for  the  Mediterranean;  and  Falconer  composed  this  ode  "  during  an  occasional 
absence  from  hb  messmates,  when  he  retired  into  a  smali  space  formed  between  the 
eable  |iers  and  the  ship's  side."    It  is  a  lambling,  iucoherent  composition,  in  which  we 

*  Aoooiding  to  Mr*  Inring,  this  poem  was  pdbllshed  fkdbre  Falconer  was  shipwrecked,  **  v^ak  hii 
reyisitiag  Edinburgh  in  1 751." 

4  Mr.  Iiring  inibrms  us,  that,  '*  after  the  pobtication  of  The  Shipwreck  he  paid  a  finał  risit  to  Scot- 
land. He  resided  for  some  time  at  the  roanse  of  Gladsmuir,  which  was  then  possessed  by  his  iUastfioas 
kinsman  Dr.  Robertson.  This  grcat  historian,  whose  father  was  cousin-german  of  Mr.  Falconer,  seens 
to  have  been  proud  to  acknowledge  his  relation  to  the  ingenious  self-taught  poet''  Dr.  Robertson  may 
ha^e  been  thus  related  to  Falconer,  but  be  had  certainly  leftGladsmair  for  £dinbai;gh  long  before  ths 
pubUcatioa  of  The  Sbipwi^ck. 
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discoYer  little  of  the  author  of  The  Shipwreck;  Mr.  Ciarkę  adds,  tfaat  a  serere  criticism 
on  ity  writteD  by  Falconer  himsełf,  appeared  in  the  Critical  Review.  I  know  not  how 
to  leconcile  tbis  to  the  separate  professions  of  author  and  critic,  but  of  the  8everity  of 
the  criticism  the  reader  may  judge.  The  Reviewer  says,  '^  Thu  poem  is  morę 
than  tolerable,  and  just  falls  short  of  exceUency.  We  know  not  what  the  antbor 
might  have  produced,  had  be  consulted  the  conffict  of  Hercules  between  Virtue 
and  Yice,  as  described  by  the  ancients :  he  would  then  have  represented  it  less 
poeticałly  than  he  bas  done :  but  the  contonr  of  the  hero's  body,  and  the  attempthe 
iDclinations  of  his  head,  would  ha^e  been  morę  natural,  morę  just,  and  morę 
eiąuisitely  sensible."  -  If  Falconer  wrote  this,  we  hope  he  understood  his  meaoing;  but 
I  am  iiiformed,  on  authority  which  I  cannot  doubt,  that  Ffdconer  never  wrote  a  linę  iu 
the  Critical  Review» 

As  Falconer  wanted  much  of  that  complementary  time  of  aerrioe,  which  migbl 
coaMe  him  to  arrive  at  the  commission  of  Lieutenant,  bis  friends  adyised  bim  to 
exchange  the  military  for  the  civil  department  of  the  royal  navy ;  and  accordin^y,  in 
tbecourse  of  the  year  1763,  he  was  appointed  purser  o[  the  Gloiy  frigate  of  32  gnns. 
Soon  after  he  married  a  young  lady  of  the  n#ne  of  Hicks,  the  dangfater  of  the 
surgeoń  of  Sheemess  Yard.  With  this  lady,  who  had  considerable  taste,  be  appears  to 
faafe  lived  haj^ily  S  although  his  circumstances  weie  reduced  from  want  of  employment. 
That  this  was  tbe  case  i^^pears  from  a  wbimsical  incident  related  by  his  biograpber. 
**  When  tlie  Gloiy  was  Isdd  up  la  ordinary  at  Chatham,  commissioner  Hanway,  brother 
to  tbe  beneyolent  Jonas  Hanway,  became  delighted  with  the  genius  of  its  purser.  The 
captains  caWn  was  ordered  to  be  fittcd  up  with  a  8tove,  and  with  every  addition  of 
oomibrt  tfaat  could  be  procured ;  in  order  that  Falconer  might  tbus  be  enabled  to 
csyoy  bis  ia^ourite  propensity,  without  either  molestatlon  or  cKpense."  ^ 

Herę  he  enyloyed  bimself,  for  some  time^  in  various  literaiy  occupations.  Among 
others  be  compiled  an  Universal  Marinę  Dictionary,  a  woHl  of  great  utility,  and 
highly  approved  by  profcssional  meh  iu  the  navy.  In  1764,  he  publisbed  a  new 
edition  of  The  Shipwreck,  in  8to.  corrected  and  cnlarf^d,  with  a  preface  which  indicatet 
00  great  facility  in  that  species  of  composition.  In  the  foUowing  year,  appeaied  The 
Demagogue,  a  political  satire  on  lord  Chatham,  Wilkes,  and  Churchill,  and  intended  as 
in  antidote  to  the  writings  of  the  latter.  It  coutains  a  sufficient  proportion  of 
the  virulent  spirit  of  Churjchill,  but  lord  Chatham  and  Wilkes  were  not  at  this  time 
Tulneiable,  and  The  Demagogue  was  soon  forgotten. 

The  Marinę  Dictionaiy  was  publisbed  in  1769^,  before  which  period  he  q>pear» 

• 

s  She  died  at  Bath,  within  thew  few  yean.  Yn  consideratioii  of  tbe  mccen  of  the  Marinę  Dictionaiy, 
Ae  was  liberally  sappUed  with  sums  of  money,  from  time  to  time,  by  the  late  Mr.  Cadell,  the 
proprielor  of  that  work,  nor  did  his  liberality  cease  with  tbe  espiratkm  of  the  usuai  period  of  copy- 
right This  drcuuistaace,  which  is  mentioned  by  Mr.  Irrine,  bas  been  delicately  conarmed  to  me  by 
Mr.  GadelFs  successora. 

*  In  tbis  work  he  iotroduces  a  compliment  to  the  British  nary,  which  subseąaent  erents  bare  so 
antply  jnstified,  that  no  apology  seems  reąuisite  for  its  insertion  here.— "  RrnEAT,  the  order  or 
dispositioii  in  which  a  fleet  of  Frencb  men  of  war  decłtne  engagement,  or  fly  from  -a  punuing  enemy. 
Tbe  reader,  who  wisbes  to  be  espert  in  this  manceuTK,  will  find  it  oopionsly  described  by  8everal 
ingenioas  French  writers,  particularły  Ł'Hote,  Saverien,  Morogues,  Boinrde,  and  Ozane ;  who  have 
Siren  accarate  instructions,  dednced  from  esperience,  for  putting  it  in  practice  when  oocasion  reąuites. 
Af  it  is  not  properły  a  term  of  the  British  Bfarine,  a  morę  ciremnstantial  acoount  of  it  might  be 
oomidered  foreign  to  onr  plan.    U  bas  been  obserred  in  another  part  of  thii  work,  that  the  French  hare 
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to  łłave  left  ii!s  iiaval  retreat  at  Chatham  for  an  abode  id  tfae  metropolis  of  &  les 
comfortable  kind.  Herę  depressed  by  poverty,  but  occasionally  soothed  by  fneod^ipip 
and  by  the  affectionate  attentions  of  his  wife^  be  subsisted  for  sorae  time  on  vaiioQs 
resoaroes.  I  must  however  except  '^  a  smali  pittance  for  writing  in  the  Critical  Reneir 
«iiderMr.  Mallet/'  coDcemńig  whicb  Mr.  Ciarkę  has  beea  misinformedi  Neither  Malfet 
nor  Fadconer  ever  cootributed  to  tliat  Review.  Falcoiier  was  long  a  welcome  gnest  at 
the  liberał  table  of  Mr.  Hamilton,  tlie  proprietor  of  the  Critical  Reyiew^  and  was  alwayi 
an  inmate  in  his  family,  but  ueyer  dtscovered  talents  which  could  induce  Mr.  Hamilton 
to  reąuire  his  aid  as  a  critic.  In  1768,  Falconer  receiyed  proposals  firom  the  łatę  Mr. 
Murray,  the  bookseller,  to  be  admitted  a  partner  in  the  business  which  that  gea- 
tlemian  afterwards  established. 

No  reason  can  be  assigned  with  morę  probability  for  his  refiising  this  libera!  offer^ 
than  his  af^intmenty-  immediately  aiter,  to  the  pnrsership  of  the  Aurora  frigate,  whicb 
was  ordered  to  carry  out  to  India,  Messrs.  Yansittart,  Scrofton,  and  Forde,  as  super- 
▼isors  of  the  afiairs  of  the  company.  He  was  also  promised  the  oflice  of  pmate 
aecretary  to  tliose  gentlemcn,  a  situation  from  which  his  iriends  conceived  the  hopcs 
that  he  might  eventuaUy  obtam  lasthg  advantages.  Diś  alHer  visttm.  The  Aorom 
sailed  from  England  on  the  30th  of  September,  1769,  and  after  tonching  at  tfae  Cape, 
was  lost  dnring  the  remainder  of  the  passage  in  a  manner  which  left  no  tracę  by  idiidt 
the  canse  of  the  calamity  could  be  disooyeied.  The  most  probable  coiyecture  is,  ttat 
she  foundered  in  the  Mosarobiąue  channel. 

When  we  reflect  that  a  slq)wreck  inspired  the  poem  which  has  immortalized  Faleonei^li 
name;,  and  that  a  sh^pwieck  terminated  his  life,  we  are  strong^y  reminded  that 

The  paths  of  glóry  lead  but  to  the  grave. 

'*  In  person**  says  Mr.  Ciarkę,  **  Falconer  was  about  five  feet  8even  inches  in  he%ht, 
of  a  thm  liglit  make,  with  a  dark  weatber-beaten  complexion,  and  rather  what  is  tenaed 
hard-featured,  bemg  considerably  marked  with  tfae  8mall-pox;  his  hair  was  of  a 
brownish  hne.  In  point  of  address,  bis  manner  was  blunt,  awkwrrd,  and  foihiddiog; 
but  he  spoke  with  great  fluency;  and  hb  simple  yet  impressive  diction  was  conched  ia 
words  which  reminded  his  hearers  of  the  terseness  of  Swift.  Thougfa  he  possessed 
a  wann  and  ftiendly  dispositiou,  he  was  fond  of  controversy,  and  inclined  to  satire. 
His  observation  was  keen  and  rapid :  hb  criticbms  on  any  inaccuracy  of  langnagc,  or 
expression,  were  freąnently  8evere,  yet  tfab  severity  was  always  intended  erentually  to 
create  mirth,  and  not  by  any  means  to  show  hb  own  superiority,  or  to  give  tfae  smalkst 
oftnce.  Id  hb  natnral  temper  he  was  dieerfnl,  and  fteąuently  used  to  amuse  hb  mess- 
mates  by  composing  acrostics  on  their  lavourites,  in  which  he  paiticulaily  exceUed.  As 
a  Professional  man  he  was  a  thorough  seaman,  and,  like  most  of  that  profession,  vss 
kind,  generous,  and  benevolent.  He  often  assured  govenior  Hunter,  that  his  edocalioD 
had  been  confined  merely  to  reading  Engibh,  writing,  and  a  little  arithraetic:  notwitb- 
standing  which  hc  was  neTer  at  a  loss  to  understand  either  French,  Spanish,  Italiao,  (a 
even  German.* 

As  a  poet,  Falconci^s  fiune  must  rest  entirely  on  The  Shipwreck.    Hb  otfaer  pieccs 

g^nerally  «xhibited  greaier  pfOo6  of  Uste  snd  jadgmeni  in  the  Bculptnre,  with  which  their  sbips  are 
decoimted,  than  the  BD^ith ;  the  same  caodour  and  impsittatity  obliges  u  tp  confesi  their  superier 
deoiterity  in  thii  aioyiiiiciit"- 
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ioiild  iiever  have  suiriyed  the  occasion  which  produced  (hem,  and  could  have  raiiked 
him  only  among  tlie  yenifiers  of  a  day,  while  The  8hipwreck  btds  fair  for  immortality. 
In  the  powers  of  desciiption,  he  bas  scarcely  a  superior,  and  bas  bid  defiance  to  com- 
paiisou  by  clioosing  a  subject  with  which  accklent  only  can  make  a  poet  acąuainted,  a 
subjcct  whicb  may  be  described,  for  he  bas  described  it  in  all  its  awfu)  dignity,  but 
whicti  surpasses  the  common  reach  of  imagiuation.  The  distant  ocean,  and  its  grand 
phenoniena,  haye  often  employed  the  pens  of  the  most  eminent  poets,  but  they  have 
generally  produced  an  effect  by  indefinite  outiines,  and  unaginary  incidents.  In  Falconer, 
we  have  the  painting  of  a  great  artist  taken  on  the  q)ot,  with  such  muiute  fidelity  as  weli 
as  pictiiresque  effect^  that  we  are  chained  to  the  scenę  with  all  the  feelings  of  actual 
terrour, 

In  the  use  of  imagery,  Falconer  displays  or^inal  powers.  His  Sun-set,  Midniglit, 
Moming,  &c.  are  not  such  as  have  desceuded  from  poet  to  poet.  He  beheld  these  ob- 
jects  under  circumstances  in  which  it  b  the  lot  of  few  to  be  placed.  His  images  cannot 
therefbre  be  transferrM  or  borrowed :  they  have  an  appropriation  whk^h  must  not  be 
disturbed,  nor  can  we  tracę  them  to  any  sonrce  but  that  of  genuine  poetry.  Although 
we  may  suspect  that  he  had  studied  the  £neid,  there  are  no  marks  of  servile  imitation, 
while  he  bas  the  high  merit  of  enricbing  Eoglish  poetry  by  a  new  train  of  ideas,  and  eon- 
ducting  the  imagination  into  an  undiscovered  country. 

The  principai  objection  to  this  poem,  is  the  introduction  of  sea-terms,  and  although 
.it  must  be  confesaed  that  he  bas  softened  these  by  an  exquisite  harmony  of  numbers, 
some  of  his  descriptions  must  ever  remain  unintelligible  to  indolent  readers.  But  Fal- 
coner did  not  need  to  be  told  of  this  o^ection.  In  his  introduction,  hedeprccates  what 
he  had  ftiU  reąson  to  expect : 

Then  censure  not  8evere  the  native  song, 
Though  janing  sounds  the  meamir^d  Terse  prolong, 
Tbougb  tenns  uncoath  oflfend  the  softer  ear. 

He  ąllpws  that  his  Muse  was  a 

Voice  attempting  theoies,  before  nnlcDOwn 

To  mnsic 

and  he  was  aware  hovr  di^cult  it  would  be 

in  oniamental  verae  to  dresa 

The  hanhest  sounds  that  terms  of  art  espress. 

If,  however,  we  attend  to  his  design,  it  will  become  evidęnl  that  the  introduction  of  sea- 
tenns  was  absolutely  necessaiy.  The  Shipwreck  is  didactic,  as  well  as  descriptive,  and 
may  be  recommended  to  a  young  sailor,  not  only  to  excite  his  enthusiasm,"  but  to  improve 
his  knowledge  of  the  art  of  seamanship.  Mr^  Ciarkę,  whose  judgment  on  this  subject  may 
be  foUowed  with  safety,  and  whose  zeal  for  the  reputation  of  the  British  navy  does  hpnour 
botli  to  his  head  and  heart,  says,  that  The  Shipwreck  **  is  of  inestimablę  value  to  this 
country,  sińce  it  contains  within  itself  the  rudiments  of  uavigation :  if  not  sufiicieat  to 
form  a  complete  seaman,  it  may  certainly  be  cpnsidered  as  the  grammar  of  hb  Profes- 
sional science.  I  have  heard  many  experienced  officers  declare,  that  tbe  mięs  and 
nuuums  delivered  m  thb  poem,  for  the  conduct  of  a  ship  in  the  most  perilous  en^u^gency^ 
form  the  best,  indeed  the  only  opinions  which  a  skilful  mariner  should  adopt." 

With  such  views  it  was  impossible  to  excli](de  a  language  which  is  uncouth  only  where 

▼OL.  xrv.  C  c 
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it  b  not  upderstood,  and  which,  as  being  the  language  of  those  heroes  who  have  ekfaled 
the  character  of  their  country  beyond  all  preoedent  and  all  compaiisoo,  nieiits  higfaer  vcne^ 
ration  than  the  technical  tenns  of  common  mechanics,  and,  upon  tłiis  account,  Tlie  Shipr 
wreck  ought  not  to  involTe  theblame  wfakh  attaches  to  tbe  Cyderof  Philips,  or  the  Ficecc 
of  Dyer.  ^o  ait  can  give  dignity  to  soch  subjects,  nor  did  they  denomd  the  aid  of 
poetry  to  render  them  morę  useful  or  morę  pleasing.  Falconer'8  subject  was  one  of  the 
most  sublime  iiiflictions  of  Providenoe.  He  described  it  for  those  who  m^ht  be  destincd 
to  behold  it,  and  he  knew  that  if  amoog  sailors  fae  found  no  acute  crttics,  be  wouUI  liod 
intelligent  and  sympathizing  readers.  When  theiefore  we  consider  lus  whole  dea^  ibt 
cbjection  may  admit  of  some  apology  even  from  those  who  will  yet  regret  that  a  poetof 
such  genuine  skill  should  have  nanrowed  his  fiune  by  wrtting  for  a  dass. 

In  this  poem,  a  fastidious  eye  may  perhaps  discoTer  some  smali  defects  in  point  of 
correctness,  and  occasionally  an  improper  or  degrading  epithet,  In  the  thiid  canto,  it 
may  be  thooght  that  the  continuity  of  the  stoiy  is  broken  by  the  introduction  of  tbe 
decline  nnófail  of  ancient  Oreece,  however  jost  and  poetically  beaatifiil  the  reflectMos 
are.  To  me  it  appears  that  these  digressious  are  not  wanted  to  iel]eve  the  ręader,  be- 
cause  he  is  impatieut  to  know  the  fate  of  those  whom  he  bas  left  on  the  brink  of  destnic- 
tion.  Yet  with  scholars,  the  classieal  enthusiasm  dispkyed  will  be  suffideot  to  atooe  far 
the  length  of  the  intemiption. 

It  only  remains  to  be  mentioned  that  Falconer  does  not  appear  to  ha^e  been  one  of 
those  poets  who  think  themsd^es  exempted  irom  the  labour  of  reyision  and  oonectioB, 
AIthough  he  oould  profit  v€iy  little  by  the  opmion  of  the  public  crities,  who  bestowcd 
only  praise,  he  appears  to  have  consulted  his  beflter  judgment  in  making  correctioas  and 
some  very  considerable  additions  to  the  second  impression  published  in  1764.  The  per- 
soniiication  of  Memory,  in  the  Introduction,  and,  if  I  mistake  not,  the  descrq>tion  of  the 
ship's  losing  sight  of  land,  and  the  Occasional  Elegy,  were  among  these  additions.  la 
preparing  a  tfaird  edition,  he  also  madę  a  few  cfaanges,  but  is  said  to  faa?e  left  the  copy 
iu  tbe  hands  of  Mallet  who  took  some  improper  liberties.  Mr.  Ciarkę,  by  a  careful  coIt 
lation  of  the  sevenil  editions,  appears  tp  have  rcstored  the  text  to  all  tbe  purity  and  cori 
Tectness  of  whirh  it  is  now  qipablet 
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WILLIAM  FALCONER. 


THE  SHIPWRECK, 

IN  THEEE  CANTO& 

TSLŁ  TIMB  BMPŁOYED  IN  THIt  POBlKy  It  ABODT 

SIX  DAYS. 


ADV£R'nS£M£NT  TO  THS  SECOND  EDITIOK, 

itJBŁisiiiD  BT  A*  MiŁŁAK,  IM  ocrrAvo,  1764; 

viTX  A  ciurr  of  thk  shii*'s  patb  fkom  candu,  to 

CAPE  COI.ONNA. 

It  IB  perhapB  ncoessary  to  acąuaiDt  the  pabłic,  that 
tbe  author  of  this  poem  designed  not  at  firat  to  en- 
large  the  work  with  so  many  nptes,  and,  to  ayoid 
this,  proposed  to  refer  his  readen  to  any  one  of 
the  modern  dictionaries,  which  should  be  thought 
most  proper  for  explaining  the  technical  terms  oc- 
caaaooally  mentioned  in  the  poem;  but  after  strict 
esammation  of  them  all,  including  a  siłly  inadequate 
performance  that  has  lately  appeared  by  a  sea- 
officer  %  he  could  by  no  means  recommend  their 
czplanations,  witbout  forfeiting  his  claim  to  the 
cbiuracter  assumed  in  the  title-page,  of  which  he 
is  mach  morę  teoacioiis  than  of  his  reputation  es 
apoet. 

Aitbough  it  is  so  freqnent  a  practice  to  take  the 
ad?antage  of  pablic  approbationt  and  raise  tbe 
price  of  peribnnances  that  have  been  mach  en- 
cooraged,  the  author  chooses  to  steer  in  a  qaite 
different  channel :  it  being  a  considerable  time  sińce 
thefirstedition  sold  off,  (notwithstanding  the  high 
pńce,  and  the  singularity  of  the  subject)  he  might 
▼ery  jastly  continue  the  price;  but  as  it  deterred 
a  namber  of  the  inferior  oflicen  of  the  sea  from 
purcbasing  it,  at  tbeir  repeated  reqae8t  it  bas  been 
printed  now  in  a  smaller  edition :  at  tbe  same  time, 

'  Gan  a  sea-officer  be  so  ignorant  as  to  mistake 
fte  oames  of  the  loost  commoa  things  in  a  ship  ? 


the  author  is  sorry  to  obserre,  that  the  gentlemea 
of  tbe  sea,  for  whosc  entertainment  it  was  chiefly 
calculated,  have  hardly  madę  one-tenth  of  thtt 
purchasers. 


ADYERTISEMEin'  Td  THE  THIRD  EDITIOlf. 

DATED  FROM  SOMBKSIT  BOUSE,    OCTOfiBR  1,'  1769,    THE 
TSAR  IN  WHICU  FAŁCONSa  SAIŁBD  FOR  INDIA. 

The  faTourable  reception  which  this  performance 
bas  hitherto  met  with  from  the  public,  bas  encou- 
raged  the  aathor  to  give  it  a  strict  and  thorough 
I  rerision;  in  the  course  of  which,  he  flatters  bim- 
self,  it  will  be  found  to  have  received  vefy  consi* 
derable  improTements. 


INTBODUCTION  TO  THE  FOEM. 

Wrils  jarring  interests  wake  the  world  to  arutt. 
And  fright  the  peaoeftil  vale  with  dire  alarms, 
While  Albion  bids  th'  avenging  thunden  roli 
Along  ber  Tassal  Deep  frcmi  pole  to  pole ; 
Sick  of  the  scenę,  where  War  with  ruthless  hand 
Spreads  desolation  o'er  tbe  bleeding  land, 
Sick  of  the  tomołt,  where  the  trumpefs  breath 
Bids  Ruin  smile,  ud  drowns  the  groan  of  Oeath: 
TSs  minę,  retir'd  beneath  this  cavem  hoar 
That  stands  all  lonely  on  the  sea-beat  shore. 
Far  other  theroes  of  deep  distress  to  sing 
Than  erer  trembled  from  the  vocal  string  ; 
A  scenę  from  dumb  Oblirion  to  restore. 
To  Famę  unknown,  and  new  to  Eptc  lorę ; 
Where  bostile  elements  conflicting  rite. 
And  lawless  surges  swell  against  the  skies^ 
Tlił  Hope  expires,  and  Peril  and  Dismay 
WaTe  their  black  ensigns  on  tbe  watry  way, 

Immortal  train !  wbo  guide  the  maże  of  sod^ 
To  whom  all  science,  arts,  and  arms  belong,    " 
Wbo  bid  tbe  truropet  of  etemal  Famę 
£xalt  the  warrior^s  aod  the  poet*9  oaine, 
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Or  in  lamenting  elegies  espress 

The  varied  pang  of  cxqQisite  distress ; 

If  e*cr  with  trenibling  hopc  I  fondly  stray*d 

In  life^B  fair  niom  beaeath  your  hallowM  shade. 

To  hear  tłie  sweetly-mournful  lute  complain, 

And  melt  the  heart  with  ecstasy  of  pain, 

CV  ligten  to  th*  encłianttng  voice  of  Love 

While  all  Eljrsium  warbled  through  the  gpfore  ; 

<  >h  !  by  the  hollow  blast  that  moans  around, 
That  swecps  the  wild  harp  with  a  plaintive  sound ; 
lVv  the  long  snrge  that  foanis  through  yonder  CAve, 
^Vho8e  yauits  remurmur  to  the  roaring  wave ; 
With  ]iviag  colours  give  my  vcr8c  to  glow, 

7'łie  gad  memoriał  of  a  tale  of  woe ! 

1'he  fate,  \n  lively  sorrow,  to  dcplore 

,Of  wanderers  8hipwreck'd  on  a  lecward  shore. 

Alas  !  neglected  by  the  sacred  Ninei» 
TiCT  sapptiant  feels  no  geniał  ray  di^ine : 
.\h  !  wili  they  ]eave  Pieria^s  happy  shore 
To  płough  thetłde  where  ^intry  tempests  roar? 
Or  łihall  a  yoiith  approaeh  their  haltQw'd  (mne 
<^<tranger  to  Phoebus,  and  the  tuneful  train  ? 
l''ar  from  the  Muscs'  academic  grove 
*'iVas  his  the  rast  and  tracki ess  dcep  to  rore, 
.\I*emate  chaage  of  climates  has  he  known, 
\nd  feljt  the  fierce  extrcmes  of  either  zonc : 
\\''here  polar  skies  congeal  th*  eter^l  snow^ 
Or  equinoctiai  suns  for  evcr  glow, 
Smote  by  the  freeziug,  or  the  scorcbing  blast, 
"  A  ship-boy  on  the  high  and  giddy  mast  <," 
Prom  regions  where  Peruvian  billows  roar. 
To  the  bleak  coasts  of  savage  Labrador ; 
From  where  Oamasciis,  pride  of  Asian  pAins, 
StoopB  her  proud  neck  beneath  tyrannic  chaina. 
To  where  the  Isthmus  *  larM  by  adverse  tidea 
Atlantic  and  Pacific  seas  divide8: 
Titit  while  be  mea8ur*d  o*er  the  painful  race 
In  Fortune'B  wild  illimitable  chase, 
Adversity,  companion  of  his  way, 
S':i\\  o'cr  the  victim  bung  with  iron  sway, 
>)ade  new  distresses  every  instant  grow, 
^farking  each  change  of  place  with  change  of  woe: 
I.i  regions  where  th'  Almighty*s  chast*ning  band 
'^V''ith  livid  Pestilence  afflicts  the  land, 

<  )r  where  pale  Famine  blasts  the  bopeful  year, 
Varent  of  want  and  misery  8evere , 

<  )r  wbere,  all-dreadful  in  th'  embattled  linę, 
Tbe  bostile  ships  in  flaming  combat  join, 
Where  tfce  tom  Tessel  wind  and  wares  assail 
Ti  U  o'er  her  crew  distress  and  deaih  prevail — 
Siich  joyless  toils  in  earły  3ronth  cndur'd 

TU*  expanding  dawn  of  mental  day  obscur^d, 
Each  genial  passion  of  the  soul  opprest 
And  quench*d  the  ardonr  kindling  in  his  breast. 
Then  censure  not  8evere  tbe  native  song 
'fhough  jarring  sounds  the  measur*d  versc  proloDg, 
1*hough  terms  uncouth  offend  the  softer  ear, 
Yet  truth  and  human  anguish  deign  to  hear: 
No  laurel  wreaths  tbe  lays  attempt  to  datm, 
Nor  scnlptur'd  brass  to  tell  tbe  poefs  name. 

And  lo !  the  Power  that  wakes  th'  eventfal  song 
Hastes  hither  from  Lethean  banks  along, 
She  sweeps  the  gloom,  and  rushing  on  the  sight 
Spreads  o'er  the  kindling  scenę  propitious  light. 
In  her  right  band  an  ample  roli  appears 
Frąught  with  long  annals  of  preceding  years, 
With  e^ery  wise  and  noble  art  of  man 
3:nce  first  the  circling  hoars  their  course  began ; 

'  Shakspęare.        '  Darien. 


Her  left  a  silver  wand  on  bigh  dispUyM, 

Whose  magie  touch  dispels  C)blivkm*s  shade. 

Pcnsive  her  look  ;  on  radiant  wings  thęt  glow 

Uke  Juno*s  birds»  or  Iris^  flaming  bow, 

She  sails ;  and  swifter  tban  the  coorse  of  light 

Directs  her  rapid  intellectual  flight. 

The  fugitive  ideas  she  restores, 

And  calls  the  wand'ringthought  from  Lethe^sśhom; 

Ib  things  long  past  a  secoiid  datę  she  gives. 

And  hoary  Time  from  her  fre^h  yoath  receives; 

C>>ngenial  Fister  of  immortal  Fame» 

She  shares  ber  powY,  and  Memory  is  ker  name. 

O  first-bom  danghter  of  primeral  Time ! 
By  whom  transniitted  down  in  ev*ry  clime 
The  deeds  of  ages  long  elaps'd  are  known, 
And  blazon*d  glories  spread  from  zonę  to  zonę; 
Whoso  magie  breatb  drspek  the  mental  oighŁ 
And  o'er  th'  obscur'd  idea  pours  tbe  light; 
Say  on  wbat  seas,  for  thou  alone  canst  tell, 
What  dire  mishap  a  foted  ship  befol 
Assaird  by  tempests,  girt  with  bostile  shores? 
Arise !  approaeh !  unlock  thy  trea5tur*d  stores ! 
Puli  on  my  soul  the  dreadful  scenę  display. 
And  give  its  latent  horrours  to  the  day. 


TBE  SHIPWREOC 

CANTO  L 
Tkę  tcene  of  w^ch  Het  near  the  óty  pf  Giinfia. 

TIME,  ABOUT  POUK  DAY«  AND  M»  RALT, 


TRE  ARGUMEITT. 

I.  Retrospect  of  the  ▼oyage...ArriTal  at  Candia... 
State  of  that  tsland...Season  of  the  year  d»- 
6cribed...IL  Character  of  tbe  master,  aod  bis 
ofliccrs,  Albert,  Rodmond,  aod  Arion... Palemoo, 
son  to  the  owner  of  the  ship...Atf-achaient  of 
Palemon  to  Anna  the  daughter  of  Albert. ..Nooa 
...IIL  Palemon*s  bisiory... IV.  Sun  set...Mid- 
night...Arion's  drcam...Unmoor  by  moooligbL.. 
Murning.  Sun's  aziniuth  taken...BeautifuI  ap- 
pea  rance  of  the  ship,  as  seen  \>y  t4ienatJTeBfrQi& 
the  shore. 


I.  A  SHIP  from  Egypt,  o'er  tbe  deep  iropelP^ 
By  guiding  winds,  ber  course  for  Yenice  heldi 
Of  famM  Bńtannla  were  the  gallant  crew. 
And  from  that  isle  ber  name  the  yeswl  drew : 
The  way  ward  steps  of  Fortime  tbey  porsued. 
And  sougbt  in  certain  illę  imaginM  gnod : 
Though  caution*d  ch  ber  slippery  patb  to  shoo, 
Hope  still  with  pn>mis'd  joys  al[ur*d  tbem  on; 
And  while  they  listened  to  her  winning  lorę 
The  softer  sceues  of  Peacc  could  please  no  roorc 
Long  absent  tbey  finom  friends  and  oati^e  bonie 
The  cheerless  Ocean  were  inur'd  to  roam ; 
Yet  Ucaven,  in  pity  to  severe  distress, 
Had  crown^d  each  painful  royage  with  success; 
Still,  to  compnisate  toils  and  hazards  past, 
RestorM  tbcin  to  roatemal  plains  at  last 

Thrice  had  the  Sun,  to  rule  the  varyii^  ycar^ 
Across  th'  eąuator  roU'd  bis  flaming  spbere. 


THE  SHIPWRECK.    CANTO  I. 

Suce  last  the  ressel  spread  her  ample  sail,       J 

From  AIbion*s  coasŁ,  ol>s6quiou8  to  the  frałe ; 

She  o'er  the  tpacious  flood,  firom  shore  to  shore 

Vowearying  wafted  hcr  commercial  storę ; 

The  richest  porta  of  Afric  she  had  viewed 

Theoce  to  fair  Ita^y  her  course  pursued, 

Had  left  bchind  Trinacria^s  buming  isle. 

And  Yłsited  the  pnargin  of  the  Niie: 

And  DOW,  that  Winter  deepens  round  the  pole, 

The  circiing  voyage  hasteos  to  its  goal : 

They,  blind  to  Fate's  inevitable  law, 

Ko  dark  ev6at  to  blast  their  bope  foresaw. 

Bot  from  gay  Yenice,  soon  eicpect  to  stcer        ^ 

For  Bntaio*s  coast,  and  dread  no  pcrils  near  \  "* 

Inflam'd  by  Hope,  their  throbbing  heart^  elate 

Ideal  pleasures  vainly  antedate, 

Before  whose  Tirid  intcllectual  ray 

Dutress  recedes,  and  danger  znelts  away* 

Already  Britith  coasts  appear  to  rise, 

"Pie  chalky  cliflfs  salute  their  longing  eyet ; 

£ach  to  bis  breast,  where  floods  of  rapture  roli, 

Embraciog  strains  the  mistress  of  his  soul : 

Kor  less  o*eijoy*d,  with  sympathetic  trutb, 

£ach  faithful  maid  eapects  th*  approachinf  youth. 

In  distant  aonts  congenial  passions  glow, 

And  mataal  feelings  mutual  bliss  bestow : 

Soch  shadowy  happiness  their  thougbta  employ, 

Illósion  all,  and  yisiooary  joy  ! 

Thus  time  elapsM,  while  o^er  the  pathless  tide 
Their  ship  tbrough  Grecian  seas  the  pilota  guide,  j 
Occasion  caird  tu  tbuch  at  Candia's  shore, 
WbJch,  blest  with  fa^ouring  winds,.  they  soon  e»> 

piorę ; 
The  haveQ  enter,  borne  before  the  gale, 
Dispatch  their  conunerce,  and  prepare  to  taił. 

Etemal  powers !  what  ruios  from  afar 
Mark  the  fełl  track  of  desolating  War : 
Herę  Arts  and  Commerce  with  auspicions  reign 
Once  breathed  sweet  influence  on  the  happy  plain; 
While  o*er  the  lawn,  with  dance  and  festive  song, 
Yoong  Pleasure  led  the  jocund  Houn  aloog. 
In  gay  lazuriance  Ceres  too  was  seen 
To  crown  the  vallies  with  etemal  grecn  i 
Por  weałth,  for  vaiour,  courted  and  revercd, 
What  Albion  is,  fair  Candia  then  appeared.— 
Ahi  who  the  flight  of  ages  can  reToke  ? 
The  {ree4>om  spirit  of  her  sons  is  broke, 
'  They  bow  to  Ottoman'8  imperious  yoke* 
No  longer  Famę  the  drooping  heart  inspires, 
For  Stern  Oppression  quenchM  its  genial  fires. 
Tboagh  still  her  fietds,  with  golden  harve8ts  ciown'd, 
Suppiy  the  barren  shores  of  Greece  aronnd, 
Siiarp  penury  afllicts  these  wretched  isles, 
There  Hope  ne^er  dawns,  and  Pleasure  never  smiles. 
The  Tassal  wretch  contented  draga  his  chain, 
ind  bears  his  famł8h*d  babes  lament  in  vain. 
These  eyes  have  seen  the  duli  reluctant  soil 
A  lerenth  year  mock  the  weary  labourer*8  toil. 
Ko  blooming  Yenus,  on  the  desert  shore, 
Now  Tiews  with  trtumph  captive  gods  adorey 
Ko  lorely  Helens  now  with  fatal  charms 
Eicite  th'  avenging  chiefa  of  Greece  to  arms ; 
Ko  fair  Penelopes  enchant  the  eye, 
Tor  vhom  contending  kings  were  proud  to  die; 
Herę  sułlea  Beauty  sheds  a  twilight  ray, 
While  Sorrow  bids  her  vemal  bloom  decay : 
Those  charms,  so  long  renown*d  in  classic  strains, 
Had  dimiy  sbone  oo  Ałbion*s  happier  plains  ! 

Now  in  the  aoathem  bemisphere,  the  Sun 
T)krougb  the  bright  Yirgin,  and  the  Scales,  had  nin^ 
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And  on  th'  ecliptic  wheel'd  hts'  windlng  way 
Till  the  fierce  Scorpion  felt  his  flaming  ray. 
Four  days  becalm'd  the  vessel  here  remaiiis. 
And  yet  no  hopos  of  aiding  wind  obtains. 
Por  sickening  vappur8  luU  the  air  to  sleep. 
And  not  a  breeze  awakes  the  silent  decp : 
This,  when  th*  autiimnal  equinoK  is  o'er. 
And  PhcebuB  in  the  north  declines  no  morę, 
The  watchftd  mariuer,  whom  Heaven  inibrms, 
Oft  deems  the  prelude  of  approaching  storms— • 
No  drnad  of  storms  the  master***  soul  rcstrain, 
A  captive  fetter'd  to  the  oar  of  gain  : 
łlis  anxious  heart  irapatient  of  delay 
Kxpects  the  winds  to  sail  from  Candia*s  bay, 
Deterrain^d,  from  whatever  point  they  risc. 
To  trtut  his  fortunę  to  the  seas  and  skles. 

Thou  liring  ray  of  intcllectual  fire 
Whpse  roluntary  gleams  my  yerse  inspire ; 
Ere  yet  the  deepening  incidents  prevail 
Till  rous*d  attention  feel  our  plaintive  tale, 
Record  whom  chief  among  the  gallant  crew 
Th'  unblest  pursuit  of  fortunę  hither  drew : 
Can  sons  of  Neptuoe,  generoos,  brave,  and  bold, 
In  pain  and  hazard  toil  for  sonlid  gold  ? 

They  can !  for  gold  too  oft  with  magie  art 
Can  nile  the  passions,  and  comipt  the  heart : 
This  crowns  tbe  prosperous  villain  with  applause. 
To  whom  in  rain  sad  Merit  pleads  her  cause ; 
This  strews  with  roses  Lifes  perplexing  road. 
And  leads  the  way  to  Pieasure's  soft  abode  ; 
This  spreads  with  8laughter'd  heaps  the  bloody  plain. 
And  pours  adventurous  thousands  o*er  the  main. 
IT.  The  stately  ship  with  all  hcr  daring  band 
To  skilfiil  Albert  o\vn*d  the  chief  command  : 
Though  train'd  in  boisterous  elements,  his  mind 
Was  yet  by  soft  humanity  refm*d ; 
Each  joy  of  wedded  love  at  home  he  knew, 
Aboard,  confest  the  father  of  his  crew  ! 
Brave,  liberał,  just !  the  calm  domestic  scenę 
Had  o*er  his  temper  breathed  a  gay  serene. 
Him  Science  taught  by  mystic  łore  to  tracę 
The  planets  wheeling  io  eternal  race ; 
To  mark  the  ship  in  floating  balance  held. 
By  Earth  attracted,  and  by  seas  repelPd ; 
Or  point  her  deviou8  track  tbrough  climes  unknowa 
That  leads  to  erery  shore  and  erery  zonc    [glide, 
Hc'saw  the  Moon  tbrough  Hcaven*8  blue  concaTe 
And  into  motion  charm  th'  expanding  tide, 
While  Earth  impetuous  round  her  axle  rolls, 
F!xalts  her  wafry  zonę,  and  sinks  the  poles ; 
Light  and  attraction,  fh>m  their  genial  source, 
He  saw  stili  wandering  with  diminish*d  force ; 
While  on  the  margin  of  declining  day 
Nighfs  shadowy  cone  reluctant  mclts  away. 
Tnur'd  to  perii,  with  unconquer'd  soul 
The  chief  beheld  tempestuous  oceans  roli : 
0'er  the  wild  surge  when  dismal  shades  preside 
1X\&  equal  skill  the  lonely  bark  could  guide  ^ 
His  gcnius,  CTer  for  th*  event  prepared, 
Rosę  with  the  storm,  and  all  its  dangers  shared. 

Rodmond  tbe  next  degree  to  Albert  borę,  J 

A  hardy  son  of  £ngland*s  furthest  shore, 
Where  bleak  Northumbria  pours  her  savage  train 
In  sable  squadrons  o*er  the  porthern  main ; 
That,  with  her  pitchy  entrails  storM,  resort, 
A  sooty  tribc,  to  fair  Au^usta's  port : 
Where'er  in  ambusb  lurk  the  fatal  sands 
They  claim  the  dangen  proud  of  skiifui  band;;; 
For  while  with  darkling  course  their  vcssels  s^ern 
The  winding  shore,  or  plough  the  faithless  deep, 
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0'er  bar',  and  shelf,  the  wathry  path  they  souiid 
With  dext*rou8  arm,  sagacious  of  tbe  gnround : 
Fearless  they  combat  e^ery  hosttle  wind, 
Wheeling  in  mazy  tracks,  with  coune  inc1iii*d. 
"^^-nert  to  moor  whcre  terrours  linę  thc  road, 

i  the  anchor  from  its  dark  abode ; 
But  arooping,  and  rHlax'd,  in  climes  afar, 
Tumnltuous  and  undiscip]in'd  in  war. 
Snch  Rodmond  was;  by  leaming  unrefin'd, 
That  oft  enlightens  to  corrnf t  the  mind.  J 

Botsterous  of  manners ;  trainM  in  early  youth 
To  scenes  that  shame  the  conscious  cheek  of  Truth ; 
To  scenes  that  Natnre^s  struggling  voice  control. 
And  fireeze  compftssion  rising  in  the  soiil :     [sbore, 
Where  the  gńm  hellhoundSy  prowling  round  thc 
With  foul  intent  t^ie  stranded  bark  esploi-e ; 
Deaf  to  the  Toice  of  Woe,  her  decks  they  board, 
While  tardy  Justice  slumbers  o'er  her  sword. 
Th'  indignant  Mose,  severely  taught  to  feel, 
Shrinks  from  a  theme  she  blashes  to  reveal. 
Too  oft  Example,  ami*d  with  poisons  fell, 
Potlutes  the  shrine  where  Mercy  lovcs  to  dwell : 
Thus  Rodmond,  train'd  by  this  unhallow^d  crew, 
llie  sacred  social  passioro  never  knew. 
Unskill^d  to  argue,  in  dispute  yet  loud, 
Bold  without  caution,  without  honours  prond; 
In  Art  unschooPd,  each  weteran  riile  he  prized^ 
And  all  improvement  haughtily  despised* 
Yet,  tthough  fuli  oft  to  futurę  perils  blind, 
With  skill  superior  glow'd  his  daring  mind, 
Through  snares  of  death  the  reeling  bark  to  guide, 
Wben  midnight  shades  inYoWe  the  raging  tide. 

To  Rodmond  next  in  order  of  command 
Succeeds  the  youngest  of  our  nava)  bahd : 
■But  what  avail8  it  to  record  a  name 
That  courtB  no  rank  among  the  sons  of  Famę  ; 
Whose  Tital  spring  had  just  began  to  bloom 
Wlien  o'er  it  Sorrow  spread  her  sickening  gloom  ? 
While  yet  a  stripling,  oft  with  fond  alarms 
His  bosom  danc'd  to  Nature'8  boundless  charms; 
•C>n  him  foir  Science  dawn*d  in  happier  hour, 
Awakening  into  bloom  young  Fancy*8  flower: 
But  soon  Adversity  with  freezing  blast 
The  btossom  wither'd,  and  the  dawn  o^ereast 
Forlom  of  heart,  and  by  severe  decree 
Oondemn^d  reluctant  to  the  faithless  sea, 
With  long  farewell  he  left  the  laurel  grove, 
Where  Science,  and  tbe  tuneful  Sisters  rove» 
Hjther  he  wander^d,  anxiouB  to  explorc 
Antiquities  of  nations  now  no  morę ; 
To  penetrate  each  distant  realm  unknown, 
And  rangę  excur8ive  o'er  th'  untravell'd  zonę. 
In  yain-^r  rude  Adversity's  command, 
Still  on  tha  margtn  of  each  famous  land, 
With  unrelenting  ire  his  steps  opposed, 
And  erery  gate  of  hope  against  him  dosed. 
Pcrmit  my  rerse,  ye  blest  Pierian  train ! 
To  cali  Arion  this  ilU&ted  swain ; 
For,  łike  that  bard  unhappy,  on  bis  head 
Maiignant  stars  their  hostile  influence  shed, 
Both  in  lamenting  numburs,  o*er  the  deep 
Wtth  conscious  anguish  taught  thc  harp  to  weep ; 
And  both  the  raging  surge  in  safety  borę 
Amid  destructłou,  panting  to  the  shore. 

>  A  bar  is  known,  in  hydrography,  V>  be  a  mass 
of  earth  or  sand  colłected  by  the  surgc  of  tbe  sea, 
at  the  entrance  of  a  river  or  haren ;  so  as  to 
render  the  |uivigatigD  difficult,  and  of^en  dan- 
gerous. 


This  last,  our  tragic  ftary  tnm  fhe  waT« 
Of  dark  ObliTion  haply  yet  may  sare  ; 
With  genuine  sympathy  may  yet  complaiii, 
While  sad  Remembrance  bleeds  at  erery  rein. 

Tbese,  chief  among  the  8hip'B  eotaducting  tnii^ 
Her  path  explor*d  along  the  deep  domain ; 
TrainM  to  command,  and  rangę  the  swclling  sail 
Whose  Tarying  ibrce  conforms  to  every  gale. 
Cbai^d  with  the  oommerce,  htther  also  came 
A  gallant  youfb,  Palemon  was  bis  name : 
A  ikther's  stem  resentment  doom'd  to  pn>ve, 
He  came  thę  victim  of  unhappy  lorę ! 
His  heart  for  Alberfs  beauteous  daughter  ble^ 
For  her  a  sacred  flame  his  bosom  fed : 
Nor  let  the  wretched  slares  of  Polly  scom 
This  genuine  passion,  Nature's  eldest  bora ! 
'Twas  his  with  lasting  anguish  to  complam, 
While  blooming  Anna  mouni'd  the  canse  in  raio. 

Gracef ul  of  form,  by  Naturę  taught  to  pleate, 
Of  power  to  roelt  thc  female  breast  with  ease ; 
To  ber'  Palemon  told  bis  tender  tale, 
Soft  as  the  roice  of  Summer*s  evening  gale : 
His  soul,  where  morał  tmth  spontaneous  grew. 
No  guilty  wish,  no  cruel  passion  kneW : 
Though  tremblingly  alire  to  Natare's  laws, 
Yet  ever  firm  to  Honour*s  sacred  cause ; 
O'eijoy*d  he  saw  her  lovely  eyes  relent, 
The  blushing  maiden  smiPd  with  sweet  coosen^ 
Oft  in  the  mazes  of  a  neighboariug  gnivF, 
Unheard,  they  breathed  ałternate  vows  of  lorę: 
By  fond  society  their  passion  grew, 
Like  the  young  blossom  fed  with  rernal  dew; 
While  their  chaste  souls  possessM  the  pleasing  psios 
That  Truth  improves,  and  Yirtne  ne^er  restraioft 
In  evi]  hour  th*  officions  tongue  of  Famę 
Betray'd  tbe  secret  of  their  routiial  flame: 
With  grief  and  anger  struggiing  in  his  breast 
PaIemon*8  fother  heard  the  tale  confest ; 
ŁoDg  had  he  lisiai'd  with  Su8picion'8  ear, 
And  leamt,  sagacions,  this  event  to  fear. 
Too  welł,  feir  youth  !  thy  liberał  heart  he  kiwv, 
A  heart  to  Nature*s  warm  impresńons  tmc: 
Fuli  oft  his  wisdom  fttrove,  with  fhiitiess  toil, 
With  ayarice  to  poUute  that  generous  soU ; 
That  soil,  impregnated  with  nobler  seed, 
Refus*d  the  culture  of  so  rank  a  weed. 
Elate  with  wealth  in  active  commerce  won. 
And  basking  in  the  smile  of  Fortune*s  son; 
Por  many  freighted  ships  from  shore  to  shofc, 
Their  wealthy  chai^  by  his  appointment  borei 
With  soora  the  parent  ey*d  the  lowly  shade 
That  veiPd  the  beauties  of  this  charming  maidk 
He,  by  the  lust  of  riches  only  mov*d, 
Such  mean  connections  haughtily  repim'd ; 
Indignant  he  rebuk*d  th'  enamour'd  boy, 
I  The  flattering  promise  of  his  futurę  joy ; 
He  8ooth'd  and  menac*d,  amciońs  to  reclaim 
This  hopeless  passion,  or  divcTt  its  aira : 
Oft  led  the  youth  where  circling  joys  delight 
The  ravish'd  sense,  or  beauty  cbarms  tbe  sif^fat 
With  all  her  powers  enchanting  Joasie  failed. 
And  Pleasure^s  syrep  Toice  no  morę  prerailed : 
Long  with  unequal  art,  in  vain  he  strore 
To  ąuench  th'  ethercal  flame  of  ardent  love. 
The  merchant,  kindling  then  with  prood  dł>(iato. 
In  look,  and  roice,  asBum'd  an  harsher  strain. 
In  absence  now  his  only  bope  remaioed ; 
And  such  the  stera  decree  his  will  ordslnni : 
Deep  anguish,  while  Palemon  heard  bis  di-cm, 
Drew  Q V  bif  loTely  (ace  a  saddemąg  glovin ; 
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High  beat  his  heart,  ft«t  ilow*d  th^  linbiddea  tear. 

His  bosom  hea^ed  with  agony  seyere  ^ 

In  vain  with  bitter  sorrow  he  repinM, 

No  tender  pity  toochM  that  aordid  mind — 

To  thee,  bra^e  Albert !  was  the  charge  consignU 

The  stately  ship,  fbtfsaking  Eaglaad*9  shore,^ 

To  regions  far  remote  Falemoo  borę. 

tncapable  of  cbange,  tb*  unhappy  yoath 

Still  lov»d  fair  Anna  with  etemal  truth  ; 

Still  Anna'8  image  swims  befbre  his  sight 

In  Aeeting  rision  through  the  restless  night  ^  , 

From  clime  to  clime  an  exile  doom'd  to  roam. 

His  heart  sŁill  panted  for  its  secret  home. 

The  MooD  had  circled  twice  ber  wajrward  zone^ 
To  him  sińce  young  Arion  first  was  known ; 
Who,  wandering  here  through  many  a  scenę  re- 
In  Alexandria'8  port  the  yes^ł  fonnd ;       [nown*d, 
Where,  ansious  to  reyiew  his  native  shore, 
He  on  the  roaring  waTe  embarkM  ooce  morę* 
Oft  by  pale  Cynthia*8  melanchoły  light 
WHh  him  Palemon  kept  the  watch  of  night, 
In  whose  sad  bosom  many  a  sigh  supprest 
Some  painful  secret  of  tbe  soul  confest : 
P^haps  Arion  soon  the  cause  divin'd, 
Though  shunning  still  to  probe  a  woonded  mind ; 
He  foJt  the  chastity  of  silent  woe, 
Thoagli  giad  the  balm  of  comfort  to  bestow. 
He,  with  Palemon,  oft  recounted  o'er 
Ihe  tales  of  hapless  loye  in  ancient  lore, 
RecaU'd  to  memory  by  th'  adjacent  shore  i 
Tbe  scenę  thus  present,  and  its  story  known, 
The  lover  sigh'd  for  sorrows  not  his  own. 
Thus,  thoogh  a  recent  datę  their  friendship  borę, 
Sooo  the  lipe  metal  own'd  the  qaick'ning  ore ; 
For  in  one  tide  th^r  paifiions  seem'd  to  loll,  • 
By  kindred  age  and  sympathy  of  soul. 

These  o'er  th'  ioferior  nmval  train  preside, 
Tbe  course  determine,  or  the  commerce  guiide : 
0*er  al!  the  rest,  an  undistinguishM  crew, 
Her  wing  of  deepest  shade  Oblivion  drew. 
A  sullen  languor  still  the  skies  opprest, 
And  held  th'  unwilling  ship  in  strong  arrest : 
High  in  his  chariot  głow^d  the  lamp  of  day, 
0*er  Ida  flaming  with  meridtan  ray, 
Relax'd  frora  toil,  the  saibrs  rangę  the  shore 
Where  laminę,  war,  and  storm  are  felt  nu  morę; 
The  honr  to  social  pleasure  they  resign, 
And  black  remembrance  drown  in  genernus  winę. 
On  d«ck,  beneatb  the  shading  canyass  spread, 
Rodmond,  a  rneful  tale  of  wonders  read 
Of  dragons  roaring  on  th'  enchanted  coast ; 
The  hideotts  goblin,  and  the  yelling  ghost: 
Bot  with  Arion,  from  the  sultry  heat 
Of  noon«  Palemon  sought  a  oool  retreat— 
And  lo !  the  shore  with  moumfiil  prospects  crown'd  ^ 
The  rampart  tom  with  many  a  fatal  wound, 
The  ruin'd  bniwark  tott'ring  o'er  the  strand, 
Bewail  the  stroke  of  War's  tremendous  hand : 
What  scenes  of  woe  this  hapless  isle  o'er8pread ! 
Where  late  thrice  fifty  tbousand  warriors  bied. 
Fuli  twice  tweIvesommer8  were  yon  tow'rs  assail*d, 
Till  barbarous  Ottomao  at  last  prevail'd ; 
While  thund'ring  mines  the  lovely  plains  o'ertnm*d, 
While  heroes  fell,  and  domes,  and  temples  bum'd. 
III.  But  DOW  bcfore  them  happier  scenes  arise, 
Blysian  vales  salute  their  ravi8h'd  eyes ; 

*  The  intelligent  reader  will  readily  di900ver, 
that  these  remarks  allude  to  the  ever-memorable 
sicge  of  Caudi^  which  was  taken  from  tlie  Yene* 


391 


Oliye,  and  cedar,  form'd  a  grateful  shade, 
Where  light  with  gay  romantic  errour  stray'd. 
The  myrtles  here  with  fbad  caresses  twine, 
There,  rich  with  nectar,  melts  the  pregnant  yine: 
And  lo !  the  stream  renown*d  in  classic  song, 
Sad  Lethe,  glides  the  silent  yale  along. 
Go  mossy  banks,  beneatb  the  cltron  groye, 
Tbe  youthful  wand'rerB  fuund  a  wild  alcove ; 
Soft  o'er  tbe  fairy  region  Languor  stole, 
And  with  sweet  Melanchoły  charm'd  the  soul. 
Here  first  Palemon,  while  bis  peosiye  mind 
Pdr  consolation  on  his  friend  reclin'd, 
In  Plty's  bleeding  bosom,  pour'd  the  stream 
Of  Love's  soft  anguish,  and  of  grief  supremę — 
"  Too  tnie  thy  woids !  by  sweet  remembrance  taught. 
My  heart  in  secret  bleeds  with  tender  thougbt  $ 
In  yain  it  courts  the  solitary  shade, 
By  ev'ry  action,  evVy  look  betray'd. 
The  pride  of  gen'rous  woe  disdains  appeal 
To  bearts  that  unrelenting  frosts  congeal : 
Yet  surę,  if  right  Palemon  can  divine, 
The  sense  of  gentle  pity  dwells  in  thine. 
Yes !  all  his  cares  thy  sympathy  sball  know, 
And  proye  the  kind  companion  of  his  woe." 

**  Albert  thou  know^st  with  skill,  and  scieAca 
grac'dj 
In  humble  station  though  by  Fortune  płac*d, 
Yet  neyer  seamna  morę  serenely  brave 
Led  Britain'B  conąuering  squadroBs  o'er  the  waTQi 
Where  fuli  in  yiew  Augusta's  spires  are  seen 
With  flow'ry  lawns,  and  waying  woods  bctween, 
An  humble  habitation  rosę,  beside 
Where  Thames  meandring  rolls  his  ample  tide: 
There  liye  the  hope  and  pleasure  of  his  life, 
A  pious  daugbter,  and  a  faithftil  wife. 
For  his  return,  with  fbnd  officious  care, 
Still  every  grateful  object  these  prepare ; 
Whateyer  ckn  allnre  tbe  smell  or  sight, 
Or  wake  the  drooping  spirits  to  deiight. 

"  This  blooming  maid  in  Virtue's  path  to  guidf 
Tb*  admiring  parents  all  their  care  apply'd  $ 
Her  spotlesa,  soul,  to  soft  affection  train'd. 
No  vice  untun'd,  no  8ick'ning  folly  stain'd : 
Not  fiiirer  grows  tbe  lily  of  the  yale 
Whose  bosom  opens  to  the  vemal  gale: 
Her  eyes,  unponscious  of  their  fatal  ^aarms, 
Thriird  ev'ry  heart  with  exquisite  alarms ; 
Her  fieu^e,  in  Beauty's  sweet  attraction  drest, 
The  smile  of  maiden  innocence  exprest ; 
While  Health,  that  rises  with  tbe  new-bom  day, 
Breath'd  o'cr  ber  cheek  tbe  softest  blush  of  May: 
Still  in  ber  look  Complacence  smird  sercne ; 
She  moy'd  the  charmcr  of  tbe  rural  scenę ! 

"  Twas  at  that  season,  when  the  ficlds  resume 
Their  loydiest  hues  array'd  in  yemal  blooni ; 
Yon  ship,  rich  freighted  from  tb'  Itallan  sborp. 
To  Thames'  fiur  banks  ber  costly  tribute  horę: 
While  thus  my  father  saw  his  ample  hoaid, 
From  this  return,  with  recent  treasures  stor'd  ; 
Me,  with  affairs  of  commerce  chargM,  hc  seat 
To  Albert*s  humble  mansion — soon  I  went ! 
Too  soon,  alas !  unconscious  uf  tb'  evcnt.  *^. 

Tliere,  struck  with  sweet  surprise  and  silent  awe, 
The  gentle  mistress  of  my  bopes  I  saw ; 
There,  wounded  first  by  Love's  resistless  arms. 
My  gk)wing  bosom  throbb'd  with  strange  alarms : 

tiaus  by  the  Turks  in  1C69  ;  being  thcn  considered 
as  impregnable,  and  esteemcd  the  mo»t  formidable 
fortiess  in  the  uniyerse* 


592 


FALCONERS  POEMS. 


My  ever-channmg  Anna  I  who  alone 

Can  al  i  the  froWkis  of  cruel  Fate  atone ; 

Oh !  while  alt-conscious  Mem'ry  holds  her  powV, 

Can  I  farget  that  sweetly-painful  hour 

When  frtwn  those  eyes,  with  łovely  Itghtningfratight, 

My  flutfring  spirits  first  th'  infection  caught  ? 

Wien,  as  I  gazM,  my  faltering  tongiie  bctrayM 

The  heart'8  qulck  tamulti,  or  refusM  its  aid ; 

While  the  dim  ligbt  my  ravish'd  eyes  fbrscx>k, 

And  ev*ry  limb  uustnmg  with  terroor  shook. 

With  alt  her  pow*rs,  dissenting  Reason  strovc 

To  tamę  at  first  the  kindling  flarae  of  love : 

She  strove  in  vain ;  subdu'd  by  charms  divine 

My  Boul  a  victim  fell  at  Bćauty^s  shrinc. 

Oft  from  tbe  din  of  bustling  łife  I  stray*d, 

In  bappier  sceues  to  see  my  loveIy  maid ; 

Fuli  oft,  where  Thames  his   Wand^ńog  cunrent 

leads. 
We  rov'd  at  eventng  hour  through  flow*ry  meads; 
There,  while  my  heaifs  soft  anguish  I  rcveal'd, 
To  her  with  tender  slgbs  my  hope  appeaPd : 
While  the  sweet  nymph  my  faithftil  tale  belier^d, 
Her  snowy  breast  with  secret  tumult  heavM ; 
For,  trainM  in  rural  scenesłrom  earliest  youth. 
Naturę  was  her's,  and  Tnnocence,  and  Truth. 
She  never  knew  the  city  damsers  art, 
Whose  firotby  pertness  charms  the  vacant  beart— 
My  suit  prevail*d !  for  Love  inform'd  my  tongue, 
And  on  bis  votary's  lips  persuasion  hung. 
Her  eyes  with  conscious  sympathy  withdrew. 
And  o'er  ber  cbeek  the  rosy  current  flew. 
Thrice  happy  hours  I  where  with  no  dark  allay 
Łtfe'8  fairest  snnsbine  gilds  the  vemal  day: 
For  here  the  sigh  that  soft  affoction  hea^es, 
From  stings  of  sbarper  woe  the  soul  relieyes. 
Klysian  scenes !  tf30  happy  long  to  last, 
Too  soon  a  storm  tbe  srailing  dawn  o^ercast ; 
Too  soon  some  demon  to  my  father  borc 
The  tidings,  that  his  beart  with  anguish  tore. 
My  pride  to  kindle,  with  dissuasive  voice 
Awhile  be  labour^d  to  degradc  my  choicc; 
Tben,  in  the  whirling  wave  of  pleasure,  sougbt 
From  its  lov*d  object  to  divert  my  thought. 
With  equal  hope  be  might  attempt  to  bind 
In  cbains  of  adamant  the  lawless  wind ; 
For  Love  had  aimM  the  fatal  shaft  too  surę, 
Hope  fed  the  wound,  and  Absence  knew  no  cure. 
With  alienated  look,  each  art  He  saw 
Still  baffled  by  superior  Naturc's  law. 
Mis  anxiou8  mind  on  various  scbemes  reroWd^ 
At  last  on  cruel  exile  he  re^oh-^d : 
The  rigoroufi  doom  was  fixM ;  alas !  how  vain 
To  him  of  tender  anguish  to  complain. 
Hb  soul,  that  neTer  love's  sweet  influence  felt» 
By  social  sympathy  coułd  nevcr  melt; 
With  Stern  command  to  Alberfs  charge  be  gave 
To  waft  Palemon  o'er  tbe  distant  wave. 

**  ThQ  ship  was  laden  and  preparM  to  sail^ 
Andpniy  waited  now  tbe  leading  gale : 
Twas  our^s,  in  that  sad  period,  first  t(^pro*  e 
The  poignnnt  torments  of  despairing  love ; 
Tb'  impatient  wish  that  never  feels  repose, 
Desire  that  witb  perpetual  current  flows, 
Tbe  fluctuating  pangs  of  Hope  and  Fear, 
Joy  distant  still,  and  Sorrow  ever  near. 
Tbus,  while  the  pangs  of  thought  severer  grew, 
The  western  breezes  inanspicious  blew, 
Hasteoing  the  moment  of  our  last  adieu, 
The  yessel  paited  on  the  ialling  tide^ 
Yet  Time  one  sacred  hour  to  k>ve  supplied : 


The  night  was  silent,  and  adTancing  (kst, 
The  Moon  o*er  Thames  ber  siker  mantle  cast ; 
Impatient  Hope  tbe  midnight  path  eKplor^d, 
And  led  me  to  tbe  nymph  my  soul  ador*d. 
Soon  her  quick  footsteps  struck  my  list*n'tig  ear, 
She  came  confest !  tbe  loYcly  n^aid  dtie%  near  1 
B\it,  ah !  what  force  of  language  cati  itnport 
Th'  impetuous  joy  that  głow'd  in  citber  beart  ? 
O  ye !  whose  melting  hearts  are  fbrm'd  to  pra«^ 
The  trembling  ecstasies  of  gcnuine  love ; 
When,  with  delictoiis  agony,  the  tbought 
Is  to  the  irerge  of  high  delirium  wrought ; 
Your  secret  sympathy  alone  can  tell 
What  raptures  then  the  tbrobbing  bosom  swell ; 
Cer  all  the  nerves  what  tender  Łumults  roli, 
While  love  with  sweet  enchantment  melts  tbe  soul. 
**  In  transport  lost,  by  trembling  hope  imprest, 
Tbe  blushing  virgin  sunk  upon  my  breast, 
While  her*s  congenial  beat  witb  fbnd  alarms ; 
Dissoking  softness !  Paradise  of  charms ! 
FiashM  from  our  eyes,  in  warm  transfiision  flew 
Onr  blending  spirits  that  each  other  drew ! 
O  bliss  supremę !  where  Virtue's  self  can  melt 
Witb  joys,  that  jguilty  Pleasure  neveir  felt ; 
Form'd  to  refine  the  thought  witb  chaste  desire^ 
And  kindlc  sweet  Aflecton'8  purest  fire. 

*  Ab !  whercfore  sbould  my  bopeleps  love,*  shecries, 
While  sorrow  burst  witb  intemiptlng  siglis, 

*  For  ever  destinM  to  lament  in  vatn, 
Such  flattering,  fond  ideas  entertain  ? 

My  beart  through  scenes  of  fair  illusion  8tray*d, 

To  jo3rs,  decrecd  for  some  superior  maid. 

*Tłs  minę  abandonM  to  severe  distress 

Stiil  to  complain,  and  never  hope  redress —     , 

Go  then,  dear  youth !  thy  father's  ragę  atone. 

And  let  this  tortur*d  bosom  beat  alone. 

The  hov'ring  anger  yet  thou  may'st  appease; 

Go  then,  dear  youth !  nor  tempt  tlie  fkithless  seis. 

Find  out  some  happier  maid,  whose  equal  charms 

With  Fortnne^s  fiiirer  joys  may  bless  thy  arms: 

Where  smiling  o'er  thee  with  iodulgent  ray, 

Prosperity  shall  hail  each  new-bom  day: 

Too  well  thou  know'st  good  Albert*s  niggard  fate 

Til  fitted  to  susUin  thy  father*s  hate. 

Go,  then,  I  charge  tbee  by  thy  generons  love, 

That  fatal  to  my  father  thus  may  prore ; 

On  me  alone  let  dark  affliction  fal), 

Whose  heart  for  thee  will  gladly  sufTer  all. 

Then  hastę  thee  hence,  Palemon,  ere  too  lale. 

Nor  rasbly  hoi>e  to  brave  <^pposing  Fate.' 

*'  She  ceas*d :  while  anguish  in  her  angel-fiice 
0'er  all  ber  beauties  shower^d  celestial  grace: 
Not  Helen,  in  her  bridal  charms  array'd, 
Was  half  so  lovely  as  this  gentle  maid — 

*  O  soul  of  all  my  wisbes  !*  I  reply»d, 

'  Can  that  soft  fabric  stem  afQictkMi*stide? 
Canst  thou,  bright  pattem  of  exa]ted  Thith, 
To  sofrow  doom  the  summer  ofthy  j^outh. 
And  1,  ingrateful !  all  that  sweetness  see 
ConsignM  to  lasting  miaery  fiw  me  ? 
Soooer  this  moment  may  tb'  etemal  doom 
Palemon  in  the  silent  earth  entomb; 
Attest,  tliou  Moon,  fair  regent  of  the  nigbt ! 
Whose  lustre  sickens  at  this  moumful  sight : 
By  all  the  pangs  divided  lovers  feel, 
Wbich  sweet  posseasibn  only  knows  to  heal; 
By  all  the  borrours  brooding  o'er  the  deep, 
Where  Fate,  and  Ruin,  sad  dominiou  keep  s 
Thougb  tyrant  Duty  o*er  me  threat*ning  stands, 
And  claims  obedience  to  ber  stem  ooramands^ 
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SbouM  Fortune  cniel  or  auspicious  prove, 
Her  smile,  or  firown,  shall  iiever  change  my  Iove;  - 
My  heart,  tbat  now  must  ey'ry  joy  reaign, 
lacapable  of  chan^,  is  ooly  thin«. 

'*  *  Oh,  cease  to  weep!  this  storm  wiTI  yet  decay, 
AtiA  the  sad  clouds  of  sorrow  melt  away ; 
Wfiile  throogh  the  mgged  path  of  life  we  go, 
AU  moftals  taste  the  bitter  draught  of  woe. 
The  famM  and  great,  decreed  to  equal  pain, 
Fuli  oft  in  spleodid  wretchedoess  complain : 
For  tbis.  Prosperity,  with  brigbter  ray 
In  smitiDg  cootrast  gilds  our  vital  day. 
Tboa  too,  sweet  maid !  ere  twice  ten  months  are  oVr 
Shalt  haU  Paiemon  to  his  iiative  shore, 
Where  nerer  Interest  shall  divłde  us  more*-^ 

**  Her  struggUog  soul  o*erwheliii'd  with  tender 
grief, 
Mow  Ibund  an  intenral  of  short  relief; 
So  mehB  the  surface  of  the  firozen  stream 
Beueath  the  wintry  Sim's  departing  beam. 
With  cniel  baste  the  shades  of  nigłit  Withdreir> 
And  gaTe  the  signal  of  a  sad  adieu. 
As  on  my  neck  th*  afflictiDg  maiden  hung, 
A  thousafid  racking  doubts  her  spirit  wrung: 
She  wepi  the  terrours  of  the  f^rful  wave, 
Too  oft,  alas !  the  wand'ring  lover*8  grare: 
With  soft  persuasion  I  dispeirdlier  fear. 
And  from  her  cheek  beguiPd  the  falling  tear. 
While  dying  ibndness  langaishM  in  her  eyes 
She  pour*d  ber  soul  to  Hea^en  in  suppliant  sighs: 
'  Look  down  tei^  pity,  O  yepaa^rt  abote! 
Who  hear  the  tad  eompUant  of  bleeding  Looe  ; 
Ye,  toho  the  secret  lamt  ąfFate  explore, 
AUm*  eon  tell  if  he  retunu  no  morę  i 
Ot  \f  the  hour  of  futurę  joy  remain, 
Lamg-w^th^d  aUmement  qf  ung-ntfferH  fam. 
Bid  ev*ry  gttordian  minister  ałtendy 
And  from  att  iU  the  mocA-AwM  yoath  defend,* 
With  grief  o^erwhelmM  we  paited  twice  in  Tain 
And*  nrg*d  by  Arong  attraction,  met  again. 
AŁ  last,  by  cruel  Fortnne  tom  apart, 
Whfle  tender  passion  beat  in  either  heart, 
Our  eye!i  transfix'd  with  agonizing  look. 
One  sad  ferewell,  one  last  embrace  we  took* 
Foriofu  of  hope  the  loveIy  maid  I  left, 
Pensive  and  pale,  of  e^ery  joy  bereft : 
She  to  her  silent  coucb  retir^d  to  wecp, 
Wbiist  I  embark'd,  in  sadness,  on  tbe  deep.*' 

His  tale  thos  clos^d,  from  sympathy  of  grief 
Palemon'8  bosom  felt  a  sweet  relief : 
To  mntual  friendship  tbns  sincerely  tnie. 
No  secret  wish,  or  fear,  their  bosoms  knew  ; 
fn  mntual  hazards  oft  severely  tried. 
Nor  Hope,  nor  Danger,  could  their  loye  diride. 

Ye  taoder  maids !  in  whose  pathetic  souls 
Oimpassion^s  sacred  stream  impetuous  roUs, 
WboGe  warm  affections  exqui8ttely  feel 
The  secret  wound  yoa  tremble  to  nevea] ; 
Ah !  may  no  wand*rer  of  the  stormy  main 
Poar  through  your  breasts  the  soft  delictous  bane ; 
May  nerer  ftital  tendemess  appro^e 
The  ibod  efTusions  of  their  ardent  love : 
Oh !  wam*d,  a^oid  the  path  tbat  leads  to  woe, 
Where  thorns,  and  baneful  weeds,  altemate  grow : 
Ijet  tbem  sererer  stoic  nymphs  possess, 
Whose  stubbom  pasaons  feel  po  soft  distress. 

Now  as  the  youths  retuming  o'er  the  plain 
Approach*d  the  lonely  margin  of  the  main, 
First,  with  atteation  rous^d.  Arion  ey*d 
The  f  raccftU  lorer^  form'd  iu  Nature^t  pride : 


His  ftame  the  happiest  symmetry  display*d. 
And  locks  of  waving  gold  his  neck  array'd  j 
In  ev*ry  took  the  Paphian  graces  shine, 
Soft  breathing  o*er  his  cheek  their  bloom  divine: 
With  lightunM  heart  he  smiPd  serenely  gay, 
Lłke  young  Adonis,  or  the  soń^of  May. 
Not  Cytherea  ftom  a  feirer  swain 
ReceivM  her  apple  on  the  Trcgan  plain. 

IV.  The  Sun's  bright  orb,  declining  alt  serene, 
Now  g1anc*d  obliquety  o*er  the  woodtand  scenę. 
Creation  smiies  around ;  on  every  spray 
The  warbling  birds  exalt  their  e^ening  lay: 
Blithe  skipping  o^er  yon  hilt,  the  ileecy  train 
Join  the  deep  choms  of  the  lowing  ptain ; 
The  golden  time  and  orange  there  were  seen 
On  fragrant  branches  of  perpetual  green ; 
The  crystal  streams,  that  vetvet  meadows  Uly% 
To  the  gteen  ocean  rolt  with  chiding  wa^t. 
The  glassy  ocean  hush'd  forgets  to  roar, 
Bat  trembling  mnrmurs  on  the  sandy  shore: 
And  to!  his  suHace,  lovely  to  behold, 
Otows  in  (he  west,  a  sea  of  living  gold ! 
While,  alt  aboTC,  a  thousand  lireries  gay 
The  skies  with  pomp  inefftible  array. 
AralŃan  sweets  perf time  the  happy  plains ; 
Above,  beneath,  around,  enchaiitment  reijpis  I 
While  glowing  Yesper  leads  the  starry  train, 
And  Night  slow  draws  her  Teil  o*er  land  and  mai^, 
Emerging  clouds  the  azure  East  invade. 
And  wrap  the  lucłd  spheres  in  gradual  shade : 
While  yet  the  songsters  of  the  vocal  grove, 
With  dying  numliers  ttine  the  soul  to  loye, 
With  jojrful  eyes  th*  attentive  master  sees 
Th'  auspicious  omens  of  an  eastem  breeze. 
Round  the  chargM  bowl  the  sailors  form  a  ring ; 
By  tnms  recount  the  wondroos  tale,  or  sing, 
As  loTe,  or  battle,  hardships  of  the  main, 
Or  genial  winę,  awake  the  humbte  strain : 
Hien  some  the  watch  of  night  altemate  kee^9, 
The  rest  lie  buńed  in  obliriotis  sleep. 

Deep  midnight  now  invołyes  the  livid  skies^ 
Wben  eastern  breezes,  yet  euervate,  rise : 
The  waning  Moon  behind  a  wafryshroud 
Pale  glimmerM  o'er  tbe  long  protracted  cloud  j^ 
A  mighty  halo  round  ber  8iiver  throne, 
With  parting  meteors  crossM,  pnrtentous  shone : 
This  in  the  troubled  sky  fuli  oft  preyails, 
Oft  deemM  a  signal  of  tempestuons  gales. 

While  young  ^on  steeps,  before  his  sight 
Tumultuous  swim  the  visions  of  tbe  night : 
Now  blooming  Anna  with  her  happy  swain 
ApprDach'd  the  sacred  Hjrmeneal  fane ; 
Anon,  tremeudous  lightnings  flash  tietween. 
And  fnncral  pomp,  and  weeping  loves  are  seen: 
Now  with  Paiemon,  up  a  rocky  steep, 
Whose  sum  mit  trembles  o*er  the  roaring  deep, 
With  painful  step  he  climb*d,  while  far  above 
Sweet  Aima  charm'd  them  with  the  roice  of  love ; 
Tlien  sudden  from  the  slipp^ry  height  they  fell, 
While  dreadful  yawn*d  beneath  the  jaws  of  Hcrl— 
Amid  this  fearful  trance,  a  thund*ring  sound 
He  hears,  and  thrice  the  hotlow  decks  rebound ; 
Upstarting  from  his  couch  on  deck  he  sprung, 
l^rice  with  shrill  notę  the  boatswain^s  whistle  rung: 
AU  hands  unmoor  !  proctaims  a  boist'rous  ery,   . 
AU  hands  unmoor  i  the  caveraM  roclcs  reply.' 
Rou8'd  from  repose,  atoft  thtf  sailors  swarm, 
And  with  their  leveiB  soon  the  windiafls  arm  i: 

*  Tha  windlasi  ts  a  soit  of  large  roller,  uscd  to 
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*Ihe  order  g:Weił»  up  ■tkrioging  with  a  bound, 
They  fix  the  bań,  and  heave  the  windlass  ronod, 
At  ev'ry  tum  the  clanging  pauls  retound : 
Up-tom  reluctant  from  its  oozy  cave 
The  pond'roii8  anchor  rises  o'er  the  wave. 
High  on  the  slippYy  masts  the  yarda  aacend. 
And  far  abroad  the  canTa«  wings  exteDd. 
Along  the  glaasy  plain  the  Tessel  glidet, 
)Vhile  azure  radiance  trembles  on  her  sides  ; 
The  lunar  rays  in  iong  reflectioD  gleam, 
With  si1ver  deluging  the  fluid  stream. 
Levant  and  Thracian  gales  altemaie  play, 
Then  in  th'  Egyptian  quarter  die  away. 
A  calm  ensues ;  adjacent  sbores  they  dread, 
The  boato,  witli  rowers  niann'd,  are  sent  abead ; 
With  cordage  fe9ten*d  to  the  iofty  prow, 
Aloof  to  sea  the  stately  ship  they  tow  4 ; 
The  nervou8  crew  their  aweeping  oars  extend. 
And  pealing  shouts  the  shore  of  Candia  rend : 
Succe98  attends  thetr  skill !  the  danger'8  o'er ! 
The  port  is  doubled,  and  beheld  no  morę. 

Now  Mom  with  gradual  pace  advanc*d  on  high, 
Whitening  with  orient  beam  the  twiiight  sky: 
She  comea  not  in  refulgent  pomp  array'd, 
But  frowning  stem,  and  wrapt  in  suUen  shade. 
Above  incnmbent  mists,  tali  Ida*9  height* 
Tremendous  rock !  emerges  on  the  sight; 
North-east,  a  league,  the  iale  of  Standia  bears. 
And  westward,  Freschin^s  wood^  cape  appean. 

In  distant  angles  while  the  transient  gales 
Altemate  blow,  they  trim  the  flagging  sails  ^ 
The  drowsy  air  attentive  to  retain, 
As  from  nnnumber^d  points  it  sweeps  the  main. 
Now  swelling  stud-saiLB*  on  each  side  extend, 
Then  stay-Huls  sidekNig  to  the  breeze  ascendj 
While  all  to  court  the  yeering  winds  are  plac*dy 
With  yards  altemate  sąuare,  and  shaiply  brac'd. 

The  dim  horizon  kywering  Yapoors  sbroud. 
And  bkt  the  San  yet  strugglióg  in  the  cloud; 
Throag^  the  wide  atmospbereconden8'd  with  haze, 
His  glaring  orb  emits  a  sanguine  blaze. 
The  piłois  now  thetr  azimuUi  attend*. 
On  which  all  conrses,  duły  form'd,  depend: 
The  compass  plac*d  to  catch  tbe  rising  ray, 
The  quadrant'8  shadows  studious  they  sunrey; 
Along  the  areh  the  gradual  index  slides, 
While  Phcebus  down  the  vertio-circ]e  glides ; 
Now,  seen  on  ocean'8  utmost  verge  to  swim, 
He  sweeps  it  yibrant  with  his  nether  limb. 


wind  in  the  cable,  or  heare  up  the  anchor.  It  is 
tumed  about  Tertically  by  a  number  of  Iong  bars, 
or  levers,  ih  whtch  operation  it  is  prevented  from 
reooiling,  by  the  pauls. 

4  Towiog  is  the  operation  of  drawing  a  ship  (br- 
ward,  by  means  of  ropes,  extcoding  from  her  fore- 
part  to  one  or  morę  of  the  boats  rowing  before  her. 

s  Studding-sails  are  Iong,  narrow  sails,  which  are 
only  used  in  fine  weather  and  fair  winds,  on  the  out- 
•ide  of  the  larger  sąuare-sails.  Stay-sails  are 
three-comered  sails,  which  are  boisted  up  on  the 
ftays,  when  the  wind  crosses  the  ship^s  course  either 
directly  or  obliąuely. 

^  The  magnetical  azimath,  a  term  which  astrono- 
mers  have  borrowed  froiid  the  Arabians,  is  the  ap- 
parent  distance  of  the  Sun  from  the  north  or  south 
point  of  the  compaas ;  and  thk  is  discoTered,  by 
observing  with  an  azimnth  compass,  wheu  the  Sun 
is  ten  or  fifteen  degreei  aboYe  the  horizon. 
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Thus  height  and  polar  distande  are  ot>tttii'd, 
Then  latitude  and  declination  galn'd ; 
In  Chiliads  nezt  th*  analogy  is  sooght. 
And  on  the  sinićal  triangle  wrought : 
By  thb  magnetic  variance  is  eicplor^d, 
Just  angles  known,  and  polar  trnth  restor^d. 

The  nati^es,  while  the  ship  departs  their  land, 
Ashore  with  admiration  gazing  stand. 
Majestically  slow  before  the  breeze 
She  mov'd  triumphant  o*er  the  yieldlng  seas: 
Her  bottom  through  translucent  waten  shooe, 
White  as  the  clouds  beneath  the  blaze  of  noon; 
The  bending  wales  7  their  contrast  next  dispłay'd, 
All  fore  and  aft  in  pollshM  jet  array*d. 
Britaonia  riding  awful  on  the  prow, 
6az*d  on  the  va8sal  wa^es  that  roU'd  helów : 
Wbere'er  she  mov*d  the  Tassąl  wares  were  seen 
To  yieid  obsequions,  and  confess  thór  queen. 
Th'  imperiad  trident  gnic'd  her  deicter  band,  ^ 
Of  pow'r  to  rule  the  surge  like  Moses'  wand  ^ 
Th'  etemal  empire  of  the  main  to  keep. 
And  g^ide  her  sąuadrons  o*er  the  trembling  deep. 
Her  left,  propitious,  borę  a  mystic  shield, 
Around  whose  margin  rolls  the  wat*ry  field ; 
There  her  bold  genius  in  his  floating  car 
0'er  the  wild  biUow  hurls  the  storm  of  war : 
And  lo  1  the  beasts,  that  oft  with  jealous  ragę 
In  bioody  combat  met,  from  age  to  age, 
TamM  into  union,  yok*d  in  Friend8htp*s  chain, 
Draw  his  proud  chariot  round  the  TSiKpiishM  main: 
From  the  proud  margin  to  the  centrę  grew 
Shelyes,  locks,  and  whirlpoola,  hideous  to  the  Tiew; 
Th*  immortal  shield  from  Neptnne  she  receiT^d, 
Włien  first  her  head  above  the  waters  heaY^d— 
Looee  floated  o'er  her  limba  an  azure  vest, 
A  figur^d  'acutcheon  glitter*d  on  ber  breastj 
There  from  one  parent  soil,  for  ever  young, 
The  blooming  roae  and  hardy  thisUe  sprang« 
Aroand  her  head  an  oaken  wreath  was  seen 
InwoTe  with  laurela  of  unfading  greea. 

Such  was  the  aculptur'd  prow;  from  Tan  to  reaf 
Th*  artillery  frowuM,  a  black  tremeodoua  tierl 
Embalm'd  with  orient  gum,  above  the  wa^e 
The  swelling  sidea  a  yiJ^ow  radiance  gaTe. 
On  the  broad  stera,  a  pencil  warm  and  bold, 
That  nerer  aenrile  rules  of  art  contniird, 
An  allegoric  tale  on  high  ponrtray'd ; 
There  a  young  bero,  here  a  rojrai  maid: 
Fair  England^a  genius,  in  the  youth  exprest,    , 
Her  ancient  fbe,  but  now  her  (riend  confest, 
The  warlike  nymph  with  fond  regalkd  survey'd| 
No  morę  hia  hostile  finown  ber  beart  dismay'd: 
His  look,  that  onoe  ahot  terrour  from  afer 
likę  young  Alcides,  or  the  god  of  war, 
Serene  as  Summer^s  erening  skies  she  saw; 
Serenę,  yet  firm,  though  mild,  impressiog  awe: 
Her  nervous  arm,  inur'd  to  toils  serere, 
Brandish*d  th'  unconąuer^d  Caledonlan  spear: 
The  dreadful  falchion  of  the  hills  she  wore, 
Sung  to  the  harp  in  many  a  tale  of  yore, 
That  oft  her  rivera  dy^d  with  hoatile  gore. 
Blue  was  her  rocky  ahield ;  her  piercing  eja 
Flash'd  like  tbe  meteon  of  her  nattve  aky ; 


7  The  walea  are  the  atrong  flanks  which  esteod 
along  a  ship^s  side,  at  difierent  heigfats,  throogboot 
her  whole  length,  and  form  the  Cttrves  by  which  a 
ves9el  appears  light  and  graceful  on  the  water: 
they  are  usually  distini^shed  into  the  maia-val^ 
and  tbe  clifinnel-wale. 
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Jier  crest  high-plam^d,  was  rongfa  witb  niany  a  scar. 
And  o*er  her  helmet  gleam'd  the  northem  star. 
Tbe  warnor  youth  appcar^d  of  noble  frame, 
The  hardy  offispring  of  some  Runie  damę: 
Loose  o*er  his  sbouMers  hang  the  slacken'd  bow 
ReiKywn*d  in  song,  the  terroar  of  the  fbe ! 
The  Bword  that  aft  the  berharons  North  defyM, 
The  scourge  of  tyrants !  gtitter*d  by  his  side: 
Clnd  in  refiilgent  arms  In  baŁŁle  won, 
The  George  emblazonM  on  his  corselet  shone; 
Fast  by  his  side  was  seen  a  golden  lyre 
Prąpiant  with  numben  of  etemal  tire; 
Whoae  strings  unlock  the  wttches*  midnight  spell, 
Or  waft  rapt  Fancy  throngh  the  gulfs  of  Heli : 
Struck  witb  contagion,  kindling  Fancy  bears 
The  songs  of  Heaven,  the  masie  of  the  spberes! 
Bonie  on  Newtonian  wing  through  air  she  flies» 
Where  otber  snns  to  other  systems  rise. 

These  front  the  scenę  conspicuons  $  overhead 
Albion'8  prottd  oal^  bis  filial  branches  spread : 
Whłle  on  the  sea-beat  shore  obseąuioiw  stood 
Beneath  their  feet,  the  fother  of  the  flood : 
Herę,  the  bold  natire  of  ber  cliffii  above, 
BerchM  by  the  martta)  maid  the  bird  of  Jore; 
There,  on  the  watch,  sagacioas  of  his  prey, 
With  eycB  of  flre,  an  Engtisb  mastiff  lay : 
Yonder  lair  Commerce  stretcb'd  ber  winged  sail, 
Herę  frowtt'd  the  god  that  wakes  the  ]iving  gale. 
Wgh  o*er  the  poop,  the  Batt^ring  winds  iinforlM 
Th'  imperial  flag  that  mles  the  wafry  world. 
I>eep  blosbing  armours  all  the  tops  incest, 
And  wariike  trophies  either  ąuaiter  drest: 
Tben  tower^d  the  masts,  tbe  canvass  swelPd  od  high. 
And  waTing  streamers  floated  in  tbe  sky. 
Thus  the  rich  ^easel  moves  in  trim  array, 
like  some  iair  Tirgin  on  ber  bridal  day ; 
Thos,  like  a  swan,  she  cleav'd  tbe  wat^ry  plain, 
The  pride  and  wooder  of  th*  JEgean  maaik 
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T%*  seeae  Het  at  sea,  between  C&pe  Bretcbm  m  Gmtfto, 
and  the  island  ąf  Fakonera,  wokkh  u  nearhf  iwehe 
leaguet  nortkward  ąf  Q^  J^)ado. 

raou  NiNB  m  Tm  Moamnc  uithł  one  o*cło€K 

OF  THE  NUT  AAY  AT  MOOK. 


ARGUMEKT. 

I.  ReflectkMn  on  leaving  sbore...Tl.  FaTOurable 
breeze....Water-spout....The  dying  dolphin.... 
Breeze  fineshens...Sbip*s  rapid  progress along  the 
ooast....Top-8aiIs  Veefed....Ga1e  of  wind....Last 
appearance,  bearing,  and  distance  of  Cape  Spado 
...Asqaal1...Top-saił8  double  reefiKl...Main-sail 
split...The  ship  bears  away  before  tbe  wind; 
again  banls  upon  the  wind...Another  main-sail 
bent,  and  set...P&rpoł8e9...IIL  The  ship  driven 
ocit  of  her  coarse  from  Candia...Heayy  gale... 
Top-sails  farled..,Top-gallant-yards  lowered... 
Great  8ea...ThreaŁening  sun-set...DifferRnce  of 
opinion  respecting  tbe  modę  of  taking  in  the 
main-sail... Orarses  reefed...Fonr  seamen  lost  off 
the  lee  main-yard  arm...Anxiety  of  tbe  master 
and  his  mates,  on  being  iiear  a  ]ee-sbore...Mizen 
reefed...tV.  A  tremendous  sea  bnrsts  o^er  tbe 
.deck;   its  coosequence8...The  ship  laboiirs,  in 


great  di8tre8S...Guns  thfown  oveTbo«rd...Dismal 
appearance  of  the  weather...Very  high  and  dan- 
gerons  sea...Storm  of  Iightning...6eTere  fatigoe 
of  the  crew  at  tbe  pi<mps...Critical  sitoation  of 
tbe  ship  near  the  island  FaIconera...Consułtation 
and  resolution  c^the  officers...  Speech  and  ad  vice 
of  Albert;  his  devout  address  to  Heaven. ..Order 
giren  to  bear  away...The  fore  stay-seil  hoisted 
and  split..Tbe  head  yards  braced  aback...The 
mizen-mast  cut  away. 


L  AoiBu  !  ye  pleasures  of  the  syl^an  scenę, 
Where  Peace,  and  calm  Gontentment,  dwell  serene: 
To  me,  in  Tain,  on  Earth^s  prołinc  soil 
With  summcr  crown*d,  th'  Elysian  rallies  smile; 
To  me  those  happter  scenes  no  joy  impart, 
But  tantalize  with  bope  my  acbing  heart. 
Ye  tempests !  o*er  my  head  congenial  roli. 
To  suit  the  moumful  musie  of  my  soul ; 
In  black  progrcssion,  lo,  tbey  hover  near, 
Hail  social  Horrours !  like  my  fate  serere: 
Oid  Ocean  hail  \  beneath  wbose  azure  zontf 
The  secret  deep  lies  unexplor'd,  unknown. 
Approach,  ye  braye  companions  of  tbe  sea  1 
And  fearless  Tiew  this  awful  scenę  with  me. 
Ye  natiye  gtiardians  of  your  coontry's  laws ! 
Ye  brave  assertors  of  ber  sacred  cause ! 
The  Muse  invite8  you,  judge  if  she  depart 
Unequal,  from  the  thorny  mles  of  art. 
In  practice  train'd,  and  conscious  of  her  pott^ 
She  boldly  mores  to  meet  the  trying  hour : 
Her  Toice,  attempting  themes  before  anknomn 
To  musie,  sings  distresses  all  her  cywn.     , 

II.  0*er  the  smooth  bosom  of  the  faithless  tide% 
PropellM  by  flatfring  gales,  tbe  Tesael  giides :  • 
Rodmond  ezniting  felt  th*  antpieions  wind. 
And  by  a  mystic  charm  its  aim  confinM  K 
The  thougbts  of  bome,  that  o'er  his  iancy  rol^ 
With  trembling  joy  dilate  Palemon's  soul ; 
Hope  Hfts  his  beart,  before  wbose  vivid  ray 
Distress  recedes,  and  danger  melts  away. 
Tali  Ida'8  summit  now  morę  distant  grew. 
And  Jove*8  high  bill  was  rising  to  tbe  view ; 
Wheo  on  the  larboard  quarter  they  desery 
A  liquid  colnmn  tow'ring  shoot  on  high ; 
The  foaming  base  the  angry  whirlwinds  sweep, 
Where  curiing  billows  rouee  the  fearful  deep : 
Still  ronnd,  and  round,  the  fluid  vortex  flies, 
Diffhsing  briny  vapoun  o'er  the  skies. 
This  vast  pbenomenon,  whose  lofty  head 
In  HeaT*n  immerB'd,  embracing  cloads  o'erBpread, 
In  spiral  motion  llrst,  as  seamen  deem, 
Swells,  wben  tbe  raging  whirl  wind  sweeps  the  streaiA. 
The  swift  vołution,  and  th'  enormous  train, 
Let  sages  TersM  in  Nature's  lorę  ezplaiii — 
The  horrid  apparitioo  stiil  draws  nigb. 
And  wbite  with  foam  the  whirling  billows  fly. 
The  g^ns  were  prim'd ;  tbe  yessel  northward  veew, 
Tłll  her  black  battery  on  the  column  hears : 
The  nitre  fir*d  i  and,  while  the  dreadful  sound 
ConYulsiye  shook  the  slumb^ring  air  around, 
The  wat'ry  yolume,  trembling  to  the  sky, 
Burst  down,  a  dreadful  deluge  from  on  high  ! 
Tb'  expanding  Ocean  trembled  as  it  feU, 
And  felt  with  swift  recoH  ber  suiges  swell ; 

«  Alludmg  to  the  oid  superstitious  custom  among 
seamen,  of  binding  a  ropę,  witb  screra!  knotó  tięjl. 
in  it,  around  the  mąin-mast 
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But  mon,  this  transient  uodulatioD  o*er, 
The  sea  subsides,  the  whirlwinds  ragę  no  niore» 
While  souLhward  now  th*  iDcreastng  breezes  reer, 
Dark  clouds  incumbent  on  their  wingi  appear; 
Ahead  they  see  the  consecrated  grove 
Of  c ypress,  sacred  once  to  Ci'e^an  Jove. 
The  ship  beneath  ber  lofty  pres^ure  reels, 
.   Aod  to  the  fresb^ntog  gale  stUl  deeper  heels* 
But  now,  beneath  the  lofty  TessePg  stera, 
A  shoal  of  sportiTe  dolphins  thcy  discera, 
Beaming  from  biirnish'd  scales  refulsrent  rays, 
Till  alt  the  glowing  ocean  seems  to  błaze: 
In  curling  wreaths  they  wanton  on  the  tide, 
Now  bound  aloft,  now  downward  swtftly  giide ; 
Awhile  beneath  the  waves  their  tracks  reniain, 
And  bum  in  8łiver  streams  along  the  liquid  plain. 
Soon  to  the  sport  of  dcath  the  crew  repair, 
Dart  the  loog  lance,  or  spread  the  baited  snare* 
One  in  redoobling  mazes  wheels  along, 
And  glides  unhappy  near  the  triple  prong : 
Kodmond,  unerrrng,  o'er  his  head  suspends 
The  barbed  steel,  and  ev*ry  tnrn  attends  ; 
Unerring  aiai*d,  the  misslie  weapon  flew, 
And,  pldnging,  struck  the  fated  victini  through; 
I1i*  upturning  points  his  pondrous  bulk  siistain. 
On  deck  be  struggles  with  convulsive  pain : 
But  while  his  beart  the  fatal  javelin  thrills. 
And  flitting  life  escapes  in  sanguine  rills, 
Wbat  radiant  changes  strike  th*  astonishM  sight ! 
Włłat  glowing  bnes  of  mingled  sbade  and  light ! 
Not  equal  beauties  gild  the  lucid  west 
With  parting  beams  all  o*er  profnsely  drest. 
Not  lovelier  colonrs  paint  the  vernal  dawn 
When  orient  dews  impeari  th*  enaineird  lawn, 
Than  from  his  sides  in  bright  suifusion  flow, 
That  now  wRh  gold  empyreal  seem  to  glow ; 
Now  in  pellncid  sapphires  meet  the  Tiew, 
And  emułate  the  soft  celestial  hue ; 
Now  beam  a  Saming  crimson  on  the  eye,^ 
And  now  aasume  the  purple*s  deeper  dye ': 
But  here  description  clouds  each  sbining  ray, 
What  terms  of  art  can  Natare^s  pow*rs  display  1 
The  lighter  sails,  for  summer  winds  and  scas, 
Are  now  disailss'd,  the  straining  masts  to  ease  ; 
Swift  on  the  deck  the  stud-sails  all  descend, 
Which  ready  seamen  from  the  yards  unbend ; 
The.baats  then  hoisted  in  are  fixM  on  board, 
And  on  the  deck  with  fest*ning  gripes  securM. 
The  watchftil  raler  of  the  hełm,  no  morę 
With  fix*d  attention  eyes  th'  adjacent  shore, 
Bnt  by  the  oracie  of  troth  below, 
The  wondrous  magnet,  guidcs  the  wayward  prow. 
The  pow*rful  sails,  with  steady  breezes  sweird, 
Swift  and  morę  swift  the  yielding  bark  impeird : 
Across  ber  stem  the  parting  waters  run, 
As  clouds,  by  tempests  wafted,  pass  the  Sun. 
Impatient  thus  she  darts  along  the  shore, 
Till  ida's  mount,  and  Jove*8,  are  seen  no  morę ; 
And,  while  aloof  from  Retimo  she  steers, 
^alacha^s  foreland  fuU  tn  front  appoars. 
Wide  o'er  yon  isthmus  stands  the  cypress  grove 
Tbat  once  enclo8*d  the  hallow'd  fene  of  Jove ; 
Here  too,  memoriał  of  his  name !  is  found 
A  tomb,  in  marble  ruins  on  the  ground : 
This  gloomy  tyrant,  whose  despotic  sway 
Compeird  the  trembling  iiations  to  obey, 
Thfough  Greeoe  formnrder,  rape,  and  incest known, 
The  Muses  raisM  to  high  Olympus*  throue ; 
For  oH;,  alas !  th^ir  ▼enal  strains  adom 
The  prince,  wbom  blusbing  Yirtue  holds  in  scoro ; 


Still  Romę, and  Greece  recoid  his  endless  fame^ 
And  hence  yon  mountain  yet  retains  his  natne. 

But  see !  in  conflnence  borne  befure  the  blas^, 
Clouds  roi  Pd  on  clouds  the  diisky  noon  u*efCiifit: 
The  black*ning  ocean  curl;;,  the  winds  ariae. 
And  the  dark  sond  *  in  swift  succession  flies. 
While  this  swoln  canvass  bends  the  masts  oo  higlw 
JjLm  in  the  wave  the  leeward  cannon  We  i, 
The  master  calls  to  give  the  ship  relief, 
The  tnpsaiU  lower,  and  form  a  single  rcef^! 
Each  lofty  yard  with  słacken^d  cordage  reela  ; 
Rattle  the  creaking  biocks  and  ringing  whf^la* 
IX)wn  the  tali  masts  the  top-sails  sink  ama*D, 
Are  mann'd  and  reePd,  then  hoiftted  tip  again* 
Morę  distaut  grew  receding  Candia's  siiore. 
And  southwaid  of  the  west  Cape  Spodo  bor& 

Four  hours  the  Sun  his  high  meridian  throne 
Had  left,  and  o*er  Atlantic  regions  sbone  ; 
Still  blacker  clouds,  that  all  the  skies  inradei^ 
Draw  o^er  his  sullied  orb  a  dismal  shade. 
A  lowering  squall  obscures  the  southem  sky, 
Before  whose  sweeping  breath  the  waters  6y  j 
Its  weight  the  top-sails  can  no  morę  sastain— - 
Reef  top-sails,  reif!  the  master  calls  agmin. 
The  halyards  s  and  top-bow-lines  suoo  are  gone^ 
To  clue-lines  and  reef-tackles  next  they  runt 
The  shiv'ring  sails  descend;  the  yards  are  sąiiarej 
Then  quick  aloft  the  ready  crew  repair ; 
Tlie  weather-earings,  ąnd  the  lee,  they  past, 
The  reefii  enrolPd,  and  ev'ry  point  madę  fast» 
Their  task  above  thus  finish*d,  they  descend^ 
And  Tigilaut  th'  approacbing  8qnall  attend : 
It  comes  resistless  f  and  wiUi  foaming  sweep 
Uptnras  the  whitening  surface  of  the  deep : 
In  such  a  tempest,  borne  to  deeds  of  death. 
Ule  wayward  sisters  scour  the  blasted  heath. 

*  Scud  is  a  name  głven  by  seamen  to  the  knrest 
clouds,  which  are  driven  with  great  rapidity  aloag 
the  atmosphere,  in  sąnaliy  or  tempestdous  weatber. 

3  When  the  wind  crosses  a  ship's  course,  eitfaer 
directly  or  obliquely  ;>  that  side  of  the  ship  apoo 
which  it  acts,  is  called  the  weather-sidił;  aind  thć 
opposite  one,  which  is  then  pressed  downwards,  is 
called  the  lee  side.  ^Henpe  all  the  liggrng  and  fiir- 
nitnre  of  the  ship  are,  at  this  time,  distintrutshed 
by  the  side  on  which  they  are  situated ;  as  the  lee- 
cannon,  the  lee-braces,  the  weather-braces,  &c 

4  The  topsails  are  large  8qaare  sails  of  the  second 
degree  in  hcight  and  magnitnde.  Reeis  are  cer- 
tain  diyisions  or  spaces  by  which  the  principal  sails 
are  reduced  when  the  wind  mcreases ;  and  agmin 
enlai^ed  proportionably  when  its  force  abates. 

s  Halyards  are  those  ropes  by  which  sails  are 
hołsted  or  lowered ;  bow-lines,  are  ropes  fastened 
to  the  onter  edge  of  8quare  sails  in  three  diflerent 
places,  that  the  windward  edge  of  the  sail  mry  be 
bound  tigbt  forward  on  a  side  wind,  in  order  to 
keep  the  sail  from  shivering.  Clue-lines  are  fasten- 
ed  to  the  lower  comers  of  the  square  sails,  for  the 
morę  easy  furling  of  them.  Reef-tackles,  are  ropes 
fastened  to  the  edge  of  the  sail,  just  beneath  the 
lowest  reef;  and  being  brought  down  to  the  deck 
by  meatas  of  two  biocks,  are  used  to  facilitate  the 
operation  of  reefing.  Eańngs  are  smali  ropea 
employed  to  fasten  the  upper  comers  of  the  prin- 
cipal sails,  and  the  extremities  of  the  ree6,  U>  ibe 
respective  yard-arms,  particularly  when  aoy  iffl 
is  to  be  close  furled. 
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The  clouds,  with  ruin  pregnant,  now  impend. 
And  storm,  and  cataracts,  tutnultuoiis  blend. 
Deep,  on  her  side,  tbe  recling  vessel  li«« : 
Brat  i  up  the  nuzen  qiiick  *  /  the  master  cries, 
Man  tht  clue-giarneW  !  leł  the  mmn-sheet  fy^  ! 
It  rcnds  in  tbousand  shiveńng:  sbreds  on  high  ! 
Tbe  main-sa*'!,  all  in  strearamg  ruins  tore, 
Lmid  fluUpriug,  imiUtes  the  thunder*s  roar: 
Tbe  shtp  stiH  labours  in  th*  oppressive  strain, 
Iow  hending,  as  if  ne'er  to  rise  again. 
Bear  up  ihe  hełm  a-wealher  !  Rodmond  cries, 
S«iit  at  tbe  word  tbe  hełm  a-weather  6ies ; 
She  feeU  its  guiding  power,  and  veer8  apace. 
And  now  the  fiire-sail  right  athnart  they  brace: 
With  equał  sbeets  rPstrainM,  the  bellying  sail 
Spreads  a  braad  ooncave  to  the  sweeping  gale. 
Wbile  o*er  the  foam  tbe  ship  impetuous  flies, 
Tbe  hetm  th'  attentive  timoneer9  appłies: 
As  in  pursnit  along  tb^  aerial  way 
With  anient  eye  the  falcon  marks  his  prey, 
Each  motion  watches  of  the  doubtful  chase, 
ObUquely  wbeeiing  through  tbe  fluid  space ; 
So,  governM  by  the  steersman*s  glowing  bands, 
The  regent  hełm  her  motion  still  commands. 

But  now,  the  transient  sq\ialł  to  leeward  past, 
Again  she  rallies  to  the  sulłen  blast : 
Tbe  heUn  to  starboard  mores ;  each  shiy^ring  sail 
Is  sharply  trimmM  to  claap  th*  augmenting  gale — 
Tbe  mizen  draws ;  she  springs  aloof  once  morę 
Wbile  the  fore  stay-sail  '^  balances  before. 
The  fore-sail  brac'd  ohliquely  to  the  wind, 
They  near  tbe  prow  th'  extended  fack  confinM: 
llien  oo  the  leeward  sheet  the  seamen  bend. 
And  haul  tbe  bow-lioe  to  tbe  bowsprit-end. 
To  top-sails  next  they  hastę:  the  bunt-lines  gone! 
Through  rattłing blocks  the  cloe-lines  swiftly  run; 
Tb*  estending  sheets  on  eitber  side  are  mann*d, 
Abroad  they  comc !  the  flutt^ring  sails  expand; 
The  yards  again  ascend  each  comrade  mast, 
The  ieecbes  taught,  the  halyards  are  madę  fa^t, 
The   bow-lines  baul'd,  and    yards   to  starbGArd 

brac'd »', 
And  straggling  ropes  in  pendent  order  plac*d. 

^  The  mizen  is  a  large  sail  of  an  oblong  figurę 
extended  upon  the  mizen-mast 

7  Clue-ganK'ts  are  employed  for  tbe  same  ^pur• 
poses  on  the  main-sail  and  fore-sail  as  the  clue-Iines 
are  npon  all  other  square  sails.     See  notę  s,  p.  396. 

'  It  is  necessary  in  this  place  to  remark,  tbat  the 
sbeets,  which  are  unirersally  mistaken  by  the 
English  poeta  and  their  readers  for  the  sails  them- 
BcWes,  are  no  other  than  tbe  ropes  used  to  extend 
tbe  clues,  or  lower  corners  of  the  sails  to  which  they 
are  attacbcd.  To  the  maiu-sail  and  fore-sail  there 
is  a  sheet  and  tack  on  each  side ;  tbe  latter  of  which 
is  a  tbick  ropę  serving  to  confine  tbe  n-catbcr-clue 
of  the  sail  down  to  the  ship*s  side,  wbilst  theformer 
draws  out  the  lee  clue  or  lowcr  comer  on  the  oppo- 
site  side.     Tacks  are  only  used  in  a  stdc-wind. 

9  Tbe  be1nfu»!nan,  from  tinionier.     Pr. 

^  Tłiis  sail^  which  is  with  morę  propricty  called 
tbe  fore  topmast-stay-sail,  is  a  triangular  sail  tbat 
nn«  upon  the  forc  topmast-stay,  ovcr  the  bowsprit 
It  is  used  to  commaod  the  fore  part  of  the  ship,  and 
counterbalance  the  sails  extended  towards  the  steni. 
See  alao  the  last  notę  of  this  Canto. 

"  A  yard  is  said  to  be  braced,  when  it  is  tnmed 
aboat  the  roasŁ  borizontally,  either  to  the  right  or 
left:  the  ropes  employed  in  this  scnice  are  accord- 
(agly  called  braces. 


The  main-sail,  by  the  squa11  so  lately  rent, 
In  streamiiig  pendants  flying,  is  unbent : 
With  braiU  '^  refix*d,  another  soon  prepar'd, 
Asccnding,  spreads  along  beneath  the  yard. 
To  each  yard-arm  the  bead-rope  <3  they  extend, 
And  soon  their  earinii^  and  their  robans  bend. 
Tbat  task  pei-form'd,  they  first  tbe  braces  siacie  •<  ,   , 
Then  to  the  chess-tree  drag  th'  unwilłing  tack. 
And,  while  tbe  lee  clue-gamet's  lower^d  away, 
Taught  aft  the  sheet  they  tałly,  and  belay. 

Now  to  the  north,  from  Afric's  buming  shore, . 
A  troop  of  porpoises  their  course  explore ; 
In  curling  wreaths  ihey  gambol  on  tbe  tide, 
Now  bound  aloft,  now  down  tbe  billów  glide : 
Their  tracks  awhile  the  boary  waves  retain, 
Tbat  bum  in  sparkling  trails  along  tbe  main — 
These  fleetest  coursers  of  the  finny  race, 
When  threat*ning  clouds  tb*  etbereal  vaoIt  deface, 
Their  route  to  leeward  still  sagacious4brm, 
To  shun  the  fury  of  th'  approaching  storro. 

III.  Fair  Candia  now  no  morę,  beneath  her  lee, 
Protects  tbe  vessel  firom  th*  insulting  sea ; 
Round  ber  broad  arms,  impatient  of  control, 
Rous*d  from  the  secret  deep,  the  billows  roli : 
Sunk  were  the  bulwarks  of  the  frieudly  shore, 
And  all  the  scenę  an  hostile  aspect  wore. 
The  flattering  wind,  tbat  latc  with  promi8'd  aid 
From  Candia*s  bay  th*  unwilłing  ship  betray*dy 
No  longer  fawns  beneath  the  fair  disgnise. 
But  like  a  ruilian  on  bis  quarry  flies: 
Tost  on  the  tide  she  feels  tbe  tempest  blow, 
Aud  dreads  the  vengeance  of  so  fcll  a  foe — 
As  the  proud  horse,  with  costly  trappings  gay, 
Esulting,  prances  to  the  bioody  fray ; 
Spuming  the  grouud,  be  glories  in  his  might. 
But  reeU  tumultuotis  ha  the  shock  of  fight: 
£*en  SO)  caparisonM  in  gaudy  pride, 
The  bounding  ves8el  dances  on  the  tide.        [grew, 

Fierce  .  cuń  morę  fierce  the  gath>ing  tempest 
South  and  by  west,  the  threat*ning  demon  blew : 
An8rer*s  resistless  force  all  air  invades. 
And  ev'ry  rolling  ware  morę  ample  spreads. 

'*  The  ropes  used  to  tmss  up  a  sail  to  the  yard  or 
mast  wheroto  it  is  attached,  are,  in  a  generał  sense, 
called  brails. 

'^  A  ropę  is  always  attached  to  the  edges  of  the 
sails,  to  strengtben,  aml  prevent  them  from  rend-  . 
ing :  those  parts  of  it  which  are  on  tbe  perpendienlar 
or  slopiug  edges,  are  called  łeech  ropes,  tbat,  at  tbe 
bottom,  tbe  foot  ropę,  and  that  on  tbe  top,  or  upper 
edge,  tbe  bead  ropę.  Robands,  or  ropę  bands,  are 
smali  piecea  of  ropę,  of  a  sufficient  length  to  paat 
two  or  three  times  about  the  yards,  in  crder  to  fix 
to  them  the  upper  edges  of  the  respective  great 
sails:  the  robaiiids  for  this  purpose  are  passed 
through  the  cyelet  holes  under  the  bead  ropę. 

'4  The  braces  are  berę  slackened,  because  the 
lee-brace  confiil^ng  the  yard,  the  tack  could  not 
come  do\vn  until  the  braces  were  cast  off.  The 
chess-tree,  called  by  the  French  taquet  d*amare, 
consists  of  a  perpendienlar  piece  of  wood,  fastened 
with  iron  bolts,  on  each  side  the  ship :  in  the  upper 
part  of  the  chess-tree  is  a  large  hole  through  which 
the  tack  is  passed;  and  when  the  clue,  or  lower 
comer,  of  the  sail  comes  down  to  it,  the  tack  is  said 
to  be  aboard.  Taugbt,  the  roide  of  the  French,  and 
dicht  of  the  Dutcb  sailors,  implies  the  state  of  being 
extended,  or  stretcbed  out.  Tally,  is  a  word  ap- 
plied  to  tbe  operation  of  hauling  the  sbeets  aft,  or 
toward  the  ahip*s  stera.    To  belay  is  to  fiuten. 
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The  ship  no  longer  eto  ber  top-sails  bear ; 
No  hopes  of  milder  weather  now  appear. 
Bowlines  and  halyards  are  cast  off  again, 
Cluc-lines  hauIM  down,  and  sheeŁs  let  fly  amain : 
EmbrailM  each  top-sail,  and  by  braces  8quarM, 
The  seamen  cli  mb  aloft  and  man  each  yard; 
Thcy  furPd  tbe  sails,  and  pointed  to  Łhc  wind 
The  yards,  by  rolling  Łąckiem  "  then  conGnM, 
Whiłe  o*er  tbe  ship  the  gallant  boatswain  flies ; 
like  a  hoarse  mastiff  through  the  stomi  be  cries, 
Prompt  to  diroct  th'  unskilful  still  appearsy 
Th'  expert  be  praiscs,  and  the  timid  cheers.  ' 

Now  some,  to  strike  top-gallant-yards  *^  attend, 
Some,  trav*iler8 '?  up  the  weatber-back-stays  '* 

send, 
At  eacb  mast^bcad  the  top-ropes  '9  otbers  bend. 
The  parrels  '^  lifts '',  and  clue-Unes  soon  are  gone, 
Topp'd  and  unriggM,  thcy  down  tbe  back-stays  run; 
Tbe  yards  secure  along  the  booms  "  were  laid, 
And  alł  the  flying  ropes  aloft  bclay'd. 
Tbeir  sails  reduc^d  aud  all  the  rigging  dear» 
Awhile  the  crew  rcUx  from  toils  8evere ; 
Awhile  tbeir  spirita  with  fatigue  opprest, 
In  vain  espect  th*  altemate  bour  of  rest — 
But  with  redoubling  force  the  tempests  blow, 
Aud  wat*ry  hills  in  dread  succession  flow  i 
A  diimal  shade  o'erca8ts  tbe  frowning  skies, 
New  tioubles  grow  ;  fresb  difficulties  rjse; 
No  season  this  from  duty  to  descend, 
jiU  handt  on  deck  must  now  the  storm  attend* 
His  race  perfonn'd,  tbe  sacred  lamp  of  day 
j    Now  dipt  in  western  clouds  his  parting  ray : 
His  languid  fires,  half  lost  in  ambient  bazę, 
Refracc  along  the  dusk  a  crimson  blaze ; 
Till  deep  immerg*d  the  sick'ning  orb  descends, 
And  ohoerless  Nigbt  o*er  HeaT'n  ber  reign  ejctends. 

>'  The  rolling  tackle,  ts  an  aasemblage  of  błocka 
•r  puUies,  througb  wbich  a  n>pe  is  pa^ed,  until  it 
beoomea  four-fold,  in  order  to  confine  the  yard  ciose 
down  to  leeward  when  tbe  sail  is  furled,  that  tbe 
yard  may  not  gali  the  mast,  from  the  rolling  of  tbe 
abip.  Gaskets  are  platted  ropes  to  wrap  round  tbe 
•ails  when  furled. 

*'  It  is  usual  to  send  down  tbe  top^gallant  yards 
on  tbe  approach  of  a  storm.  They  are  the  bigbest 
yarda  that  are  rigged  in  a  ship. 

■7  Travellers  are  slender  iron  rings,  encirclingthe 
back-ftays,  and  used  to  iacilitate  the  hoisting  or 
lowering  of  tbe  tqp*gallant  yards,  by  oonfining  them 
to  tbe  back-stays,  in  tbeir  ascent  or  descent, 
■o  as  to  prevent  them  from  swinging  about  by  the 
^tation  of  tbe  Yessd. 

'*  Back«sŁays  are  long  ropes,  extendingfrom  the 
right  and  left  »de  of  the  ship  to  tbe  topmast-beads, 
wbich  they  are  intended  to  secure,  by  counteracting 
the  eflTort  of  tbe  wind  upon  the  sails. 

>9  Top-ropes  are  the  cords  by  wbich  the  top-gal- 
lant  yards  are  boisted  up  from  tbe  deck,  or  lowered 
Again  in  stormy  weather. 

>o  The  parrel,  wbich  is  usually  a  moyeable  band 
of  ropę,  is  employed  to  confine  the  yard  to  its 
respective  mast. 

ai  lifts  are  ropes  eztending  from  the  bead  of  any 
mśMt  to  tbe  extremitie8  of  its  particular  yard,  to  sup- 
port  the  weight  of  tbe  latter ;  to  retain  it  in  balance ; 
or  to  raise  one  yard-arm  bigher  tban  tbe  otber, 
which  is  acoordingly  called  topping. 

<*  Any  masts  or  yards  lying  on  the  deck  in 
reteiTe,  to  supply  the  place  of  otbers  which  mny  be 
carried  away  by  diftre»  of  weather. 


Sad  cTening^s  bour,  how  difTrent  from  tbe  past! 

No  flaming  pomp,  no  blushing  glorics  cast. 

No  ray  of  friendly  light  is  seen  around ; 

The  Moon  and  stars  in  bopelfss  shade  are  drownU 

Tbe  ship  no  longcr  can  whole  courses  '^  bear, 
To  reef  them  now  becomes  the  master*B  care; 
The  sailors  summonM  aft  all  ready  stand. 
And  man  th*  enfbiding  bratls  at  bis  oommand: 
But  here  the  doubtful  ufficers  disputp, 
Till  skill  and  judgment  prejtidice  confute : 
For  Rodmood,  to  new  metlńds  still  a  foc, 
Wouid  iirst,  at  all  e^ents,  the  sheet  let  go; 
To  long-tried  practice  obstinately  warm 
He  doubts  conviction,  and  relies  on  form. 
This  Albert  and  Arion  disappniYe, 
And  first  to  brail  the  tack  up  firmiy  morę: 
"  7%«  toatehful  seaman,  tokose  sagacious  eye 
On  surę  experience  may  viłh  truih  relg, 
Whofrom  the  rei^ning  caute  foreteU  M  effecł\ 
This  barb*rous  bractice  eter  will  refeeł ; 
FoTffutfńng  loose  in  air,-4he  rigid  stnl 
SoonftiU  to  ruins  in  ike/urious  gale ; 
And  he,  toho  słrices  the  tempest  to  disarm^ 
WiU  nejterjirst  embrail  the  lec  yord-crm,^ 
So  Albert  spoke;  to  wiudward,  at  his  cali, 
Some  seamen  tbe  clue-gamet  stand  to  hanl— V 
Ute  tack  'a  eas'd  off ;  while  tbe  invoIvTng  clue 
Between  the  pendent  blocks  ascendtng  flew ; 
Tbe  sbeet  and  weather-brace  they  now  stand  by  >s, 
The  )ee  clue-gamet,  and  the  bunt-lines  ply: 
Then,  all  prepar'd,  iM  go  ihe  sheet !  be  cries— 
Loud  rattling,  jarring,  througb  tbe  blocks  it  flies! 
ShivVing  at  flrst,  till  by  tbe  blast  impeird 
High  o'er  the  lee  yard-arm  the  canrass  swellM ; 
By  ^iiling-lincs  ^embrac*d,  with  brails  oopfin^d, 
Tt  lies  at  lengtb  unsbakcn  by  tbe  wind. 
Tbe  fbre-sail  then  secur^d  with  equal  care, 
Again  to  reef  the  main-aail  they  rcpair; 
While  some  above  tbe  yurd  o*er-haul  the  tye, 
Below,  tbe  down-haul  tackle  others  ply  >7, 
Jears  >',  liils  aiid  brails,  a  seaman  each  attends, 
And  down  the  mast  its  mighty  yard  desceods: 

M  The  counes  are  gcnerally  understood  to  be  tbe 
main-sail,  fore^sail,  and  mizen,  which  are  thelai]g^ 
and  lowest  sails  on  tbeir  several  masts :  the  term  ii 
howerer  sometimes  taken  in  a  larger  sense. 

^  Tbe  tack  is  always  fastened  to  windward :  ac« 
cordingly  as  soon  as  it  is  cast  loose,  and  tbe  cloe* 
gamet  hauled  up,  the  weatber-clue  of  tbe  sail  im- 
mediately  mounts  to  the  yard ;  and  this  operatioa 
must  be  carefully  perfofined  in  a  storm,  to  preveiit 
tbe  sail  from  splitting  or  bdng  tom  to  pieces  by 
sbivering. 

*^  It  is  necessary  to  puli  in  tbe  weather-brace 
whene%'er  the  sheet  is  cast  ofi^  to  presenre  the  sail 
from  shaking  violently. 

'^  The  spilUng-lines,  which  are  only  used  on  pai^ 
ticular  occasions  in  tempestuous  weather,  are  em- 
ployed to  draw  together  and  confine  tbe  belly  of  tbe 
sail,  when  it  is  iąflated  by  the  wind  over  the  yard. 

37  The  Tiolence  of  the  wind  Ibrces  the  yard  so 
much  outward  from  the  mast  on  these  occasions, 
that  it  cannot  ea^ly  be  lowered  so  as  to  reef  the 
sail,  włthout  the  appUcation  of  a  tackle  to  baol  it 
down  on  the  mast.  lliis  is  afterwards  conreited 
into  rolling-tackle.    See  notę  's,  abo^T. 

'*  Jears  are  the  same  to  tbe  main-sail,  foce-nil, 
and  mizen,  as  the  halyards  (nqte ',  p.  396)  are  to 
all  the  inferior  sails.  The  tye  a  the  upper  pait  of 
the  jears. 
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1V1iea  lower^d  suftcient  they  securely  brace, 

And  flx  tbe  coUing  tackle  in  its  place ; 

The  reef-lines  ^  and  their  earings  now  pTepar*d, 

MooDtiag  OD  pliant  sbrouds  tliey  man  the  yard : 

Vw  on  th'  extremes  appear  two  able  banda. 

For  DO  inferior  skiil  this  task  demands^ 

To  windward,  foremost,  young  Arion  strides, 

The  lee  yard-«rin  the  galtant  boatswain  rides : 

F^ach  earing  to  its  cringle  first  they  bend, 

The  reef-band  tben  aloog  tbe  yard  estend; 

The  ciicling  earings  louod  th*  eztremes  entwinM, 

By  outer  aod  by  ioner  turns  they  bind ; 

Tbe  reef-lines  Deatt  from  band  to  band  rtscei¥*dy 

Throagb  eyelet-boles  aad  roban-iegs  were  reev*d ; 

The  folding  reeh  in  plaita  inrolPd  they  lay, 

£xteod  the  woming  lines,  and  ends  beiay. 

Hadst  thou,  Arion!  beld  tbe  leeward  poci 
While  00  the  yard  by  mountain  bilkiws  tort, 
P^haps  obliTion  o'er  our  tragic  tale 
Had  tben  (br  ever  drawn  her  dusky  reil ;  ^ 

Bat  niljng  Hcair*n  prolong'd  tby  Tital  dat^ 
Seyerer  ilb  to  Aiffer,  and  relate. 

Por,  while  aloft  the  order  tboie  attend 
To  fiirl  the  mainswl,  or  on  deck  descend  } 
A  lea^,  up-8urging  witb  stupendoas  roli, 
To  instant  ruin  seems  to  doom  the  whole  s 
Ofńndtf  Mcttre  ytmr  htUd  I  Arion  cries— 
It  oomea  all  dreadful  1  down  tbe  ▼eaiel  liea 
Half  buried  aidewaya ;  while,  beneath  it  tost, 
Foor  leamen  off  tbe  lee  yard-arm  are  loft : 
Tora  with  resistleas  ftury  from  their  hóld, 
In  Tain  their  ttmggling  arma  the  yard  oollald; 
In  Tam  to  grapple  flying  ropes  they  try, 
The  ropaa,  alaa!  a  aolid  gripe  denyi 
Prone  on  the  midnight  surge  with  penting  breath 
They  ery  for  aid,  and  long  eontend  witb  deatb; 
High  o^er  their  heada  tbe  rolling  billowi  tweep, 
And  down  they  siak  in  ever1asting  sleep— 
Bereft  of  pow'r  to  help,  their  comradea  aee 
The  wretched  riothns  die  beneath  tbe  lee, 
With  froitlesa  sorrow  their  !ost  state  bemoan, 
Perhape,  a  &tal  prelode  to  their  own ! 

In  dark  suspensę  on  deck  the  pilota  atand, 
Kor  can  determine  on  the  nezt  command : 
Tbough  still  they  knew  the  Teaad^a  aimed  aide 
Impenetrable  to  the  claaping  tide ; 
Thoogh  atill  tbe  watera  by  no  aecret  woood 
A  paaMge  to  her  deep  reoeaaea  ibund  $ 
^urrDunding  erila  yet  they  popider  o*er, 
A  atom,  a  daDg*cond  aea,  and  leeward  shore ! 

^  Reef-Iinei,  areoniy  uaed  to  reefthe  main-aail 
and  fore-eail.  Sbronds,  ao  oalled  from  tbe  Saxon 
acmd,  conaiat  of  ą  rangę  of  tbick  ropes  stretcbing 
dowuwarda  from  the  maat  heada,  to  the  right  and 
left  aidesof  a  ship,  in  order  to  anpport  the  maata, 
and  enable  tbem  to  cany  aail  $  they  are  alao  uaed 
as  ropę  laddera,  by  which  seamen  ascend,  or 
deioend,  to  esecute  wbaterer  ia  wanting  to  be  done 
aboot  the  aaila  and  rigging.  Reef-band,  conaiata  of 
a  piece  of  camraaa  sewed  acroaa  the  aail,  to  atreng^en 
it  in  the  place  where  the  eyelet  bolea  of  the  reefa 
are  formed.  The  outer-turns  of  the  earing  aerve 
to  eztend  tbe  aail  along  ita  yard ;  the  iiiner-tuma 
are  employed  to  confine  ita  head-rope  cloae  to  ita 
aarfkce. 

^  A  aea  ia  tbe  generał  term  given  by  aailors  to  an 
enormona  waye;  and  hence,  wben  aach  a  wavc 
bnrsta  over  the  deck^  the  Tesael  is  aąid  to  have 
phippedaa^ 


"  Should  they,  tbougb  rcePd,  again  their  aaila  csk- 

teud, 
Again  in  shiYYing  atreamers  they  may  rend ; 
Or,  ahould  they  atand,  beneath  th*  oppreasire  atraio 
Tbe  down-pre9s)d  ahip  may  never  rise  again  j 
Too  late  to  weather  ^*  now  Morea^s  land, 
And  drifting  faat  on  Athens'  rocky  atrand"— 
Thoa  they  lament  the  conaequence  severe^ 
Where  perila  unallay'd  by  hope  appear: 
Long  poDd*ring  in  their  minds  each  lear'd  erent^ 
At  laat  to  iiirl  the  conrsea  they  cooaent;    • 
That  done,  to  reefthe  roizcn  next  agree^ 
And  try  ^'  beneath  it,  aidelong  in  the  aea* 

Now  down  tbe  maat  tbe  yard  they  low^r  atway, 
Then  jeara  and  toppingrlift^  aecure  belay; 
The  bead,  with  doobling  canvaaa  fenc*d  around, 
In  balance  near  tbe  lofty  peak  they  bound; 
Hie  rcef  enwrapp^d,  th'  inaerted  knittles  ty'd, 
Tbe  balyards  throt  and  peak  are  next  apply'd, 
The  order  giTcn,  tbe  yard  aloft  they  swayM, 
The  braila  rdax'd,  tbe  extended  sheet  belay'd  ; 
The  hełm  ita  post  foraook,  and,  lasb'd  a-lee  M, 
InclinM  the  wayward  prow  to  front  the  aea. 

IV.  Wben  aacted  C>rpbeua  on  the  Stygian  coast, 
^th  notea  divioe  deplor*d  bia  conaort  loat  \ 
Thougb  round  him  perila  grew  in  fdl  array. 
And  &tea  and  faries  atood  to  bar  hia  way ; 
Not  morę  adrenfrooa  was  th'  attempt,  to  moFe 
Th'  iufemal  powera  with  atrains  of  beavenly  loye, 
Tban  minę,  in  omamental  Terae  to  dresa 
The  barabest  aounda  that  terma  of  art  espras: 
Soch  ardouua  toil  aage  Dedalua  endur*d 
In  mases,  aelf-inrented,  long  immur^d, 
Till  Geniua  ber  auperior  aid  beatowM, 
Ib  gaide  him  througb  tbat  intricate  abode— 
Thua,  long  impriaonM  in  a  rugged  way 
Where  Pboabus'  daughtera  nerer  aim'd  to  atray, 
The  Muse,  tbat  tun'd  to  baib^roua  aounds  her  string, 
Now  apreada,  like  Dsedalua,  a  boldor  wing ; 
The  Terse  b^ns  in  aofter  atraina  to  flow, 
Replete  with  sad  variety  of  woe. 

Aa  yet  amid  thia  elemental  war, 
Where  Deaolation  in  his  gloomy  car 
Triumphant  rages  round  the  starless  void. 
And  Fate  on  ev'ry  billów  aeema  to  ride ; 
Nor  toil,  nor  hazard,  nor  distrefls  appear 
To  sink  the  aeamen  with  unmanly  fear : 
Hiough  their  firm  hearta  no  pageant-bonour  boast, 
They  aoora  tbe  wretcb  tbat  trenibles  at  hia  poat ; 
Who  from  the  face  of  danger  atri^ea  to  tura, 
Indignant  from  the  aocial  hour  they  spurn : 
Tbough  now  fuil  oft  they  felt  the  raging  tide 
In  proud  rebellioo  cłimb  the  veaeel'8  aide; 

^'  To  weather  a  shore,  ia  to  paaa  to  the  windwaid 
of  it,  which  at  thia  time  is  prerented  by  the  violenoe 
of  the  atorm. 

3'  Totry,iato1aytheBhipwithberaideoeariyin 
the  direction  of  the  wind  and  wen,  with  tbe  bead 
somewhat  inclined  to  the  windward ;  tbe  hełm  bein^ 
laid  a-lee  to  retain  ber  in  that  position. 

i3  The  topping-lift,  which  tops  tbe  upper  end  of 
the  mizen-yard.  Thia  linę  and  the  six  following 
dcacribe  tbe  operation  of  reefing  and  balancing  the 
mizen.  The  reef  of  thia  aail  ia  towarda  the  lower 
end,  the  knittlea  being  amall  abort  linea  uaed  in  the 
room  of  pointa  for  thia  purpoae:  they  are  aocdd^ 
ingly  knotted  under  tbe  foot-rope,  or  lower  edgeof 
tbe  aaiU 

M  Laahed  a-lee^  is  Hutened  to  tbe  lee 
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Though  e^ły  nting  ware  morę  dreadful  grain^ 
And  in  succession  dire  the  deck  o*erflows; 
No  futurę  iUs  unknown  tbeir  souils  appali, 
They  know  no  dauger,  or  they  scorn  it  ail: 
But  e'en  the  gea'rou!!(  spirits  of  the  braTe 
Subdu'd  by  toił^a  fńendly  respite  crave; 
They,  with  severe  fatigue  alone  opprest, 
Would  fain  induLe  aii  interval  of  rest 

Far  other  cares  the  master^s  mind  employ, 
Approaching  periis  ail  his  hopes  destroy: 
In  vain  he  ppreads  the  graduated  chart, 
And  bounds  the  distance.  by  the  ruies  of  art ; 
Acrofis  the  geometrie  piane  expand8 
The  compasses  to  circunijacent  lands; 
Ungratefsl  task !  for,  no  asylum  fbund, 
Beath  yawns  on  ev'ry  leeward  shore  around— 
While  Albert  tbu8,  with  borrid  doubts  diamay^d, 
The  geometrie  distances  8urvey*d  j 
On  deck  the  watchfnl  Rodmond  cries  aload, 
Secure  your  IhesI  grasp  ev*ry  man  a^skroud'— 
Rous'd  from  his  traace,  he  mounts  with  eye*  aghait  j 
When  o'er  the  ship,  in  undulation  vast, 
A  giant  surge  down  rushes  from  on  high. 
And  fore  and  aft  diflsever'd  ruins  iie: 
As  when,  BritamusCi  empire  to  maintain, 
Great  Hawke  descends  in  thunder  on  the  maio, 
Around  the  brazen  voice  of  battle  roars. 
And  fatal  lightnings  blasi  the  hostile  shores; 
Beneath  the  storm  their  shatter*d  navie8  groon ; 
The  trembling  deep  recoils  from  zonę  to  zonę— 
Thiu  the  tom  vessel  felt  th'  enormous  stroke, 
The  boats  beneath  the  thund^ring  deluge  broke; 
Tom  from  Ł|ieir  planks  the  cracking  riog-bolts  drew, 
And  gripes  and  lashings  ail  a^under  flew  y 
Companion,  binacłe,  in  floating  wreck, 
With  compasses  and  giasses  strew'd  the  deck ; 
The  balanc'd  mizen,  rending  to  the  head, 
In  fiutfring  firagm^te  finom  its  bolt-rope  fled ; 
'Ilie  Bides  convuł!»ive  shook  on  groaning  beams, 
And.  rent  with  labour,  yawnM  their  pitchy  seams. 

They  sonnd  the  welU^  an^ł  terrible  to  hear  1 
Fiire  feet  immers'd  aloog  the  linę  appear^ 
At  eithcr  pump  they  pty  the  cłanking  brake  ^, 
And,  turo  by  tura,  th*  ungrateful  office  take: 
Rodmond,  Arion  and  Palemon  here 
At  this  sad  task  ali  diligent  appear-— 
As  some  strong  citadel  begirt  with  ibes 
lYies  long  the  tide  of  ruin  to  oppose, 
Bestniction  near  her  spreads  his  black  array. 
And  Death  -and  Sorrow  mark  his  horrid  way ; 
Tili,in  some  destin^d  hour,  against  her  wali 
In  tenfold  ragę  the  fatal  thunders  fali; 
It  breaks !  it  bursts  before  the  cannonade ! 
And  following  hosts  the  shatter'd  domes  iuTade : 
Her  inmates  long  repel  the  hostile  flood. 
And  shield  their  sacred  charge  in  streams  of  blood : 
So  the  brave  mariners  tbeir  pumps  attend, 
And  help  incessant,  by  rotatton,  lend ; 
But  ail  in  vain  !  for  now  the  sounding  cord 
Updrawn,  an  undiminishM  depth  explorM. 
Nor  this  severe  distress  is  found  alone, 
The  ribs  opprest  by  pondYous  caiinon  groan ; 

is  The  well  is  an  apartment  in  the  sbip^s  hołd, 
serring  to  enclose  the  pumps.  It  is  sounded  by 
dropping  a  measured  iron  rod  down  into  it  by 
a  loog  linę.  Hence  the  increase  or  diminution  of 
the  leaks  are  easily  diseovered. 

^  The  brake  is  the  lever  or  handle  of  the  pump, 
by  which  it  is  wronght. 


Deep  rollmg  finom  the  irat-r^  rolume's  heiglit, 

The  tortur*d  sides  se^m  bursting  with  their  weight* 

So  reels  Pelorus  with  convuIsive  tbrues, 

When  in  his  veins  the  buraing  eartbquake  giows; 

Hoarse  through  his  entrails  roars  th*  inferaal  flame^ 

And  central  thundera  reod  his  groaning  firame^ 

Accumulated  mischiefs  tfaus  arise, 

And  Fate,  vindictiye,  aU  tbeh-  skill  defies: 

For  this,  one  remedy  is  oniy  known, 

From  the  tom  ship  her  metal  must  be  thmw; 

£vetttful  task !  which  last  distress  requires^ 

And  dread  of  instant  death  alone  ipspires : 

For,  while  intent  the  yawning  decks  to  ease. 

FilPd  ever  and  anop  with  nishing  seas, 

Some  fatal  biiltow,  with  recoiling  sweep, 

May  whirl  the  belpless  wretches  in  the  deep. 

No  season  this  for  cęunsel  or  dełay ; 
Too  sopn  th'  eventful  moments  baste  away ! 
Here  Perseverance,  with  each  help  of  art, 
Must  join  the  boldest  efibrts  of  the  heait; 
These  onIy  now  their  misery  can  relie^ey 
These  only  now  a  dawn  of  safety  give : 
While  o'er  the  quivVing  deck  £roBi  vaji  to  reif 
Broad  surges  roli  in  terrible  career, 
Rodmond,  Arion,  and  a  choseo  crew, 
This  office  in  the  face  of  death  pursue; 
li^rbe  wheePd  artillery  o'er  the  deck  to  gnidę, 
Rodmond  descending  claim'd  the  weather-sidei 
Fearless  of  heart  the  chief  his  orderu  gave, 
Fronting  the  rude  assaults  óf  ev*ry  waTe~ 
Uke  some  strong  watch  tow*r  nodding  o*er  the  deep^ 
Whose  rocky  base  the  foaming  waters  sweep, 
UntamM  he  stood;  the  stem  aerial  war 
Had  mark'd  his  honest  face  with  many  a  scac; 
Meanwhile  Arion,  traversiug  the  waistJ?, 
The  cordage  of  the  leeward-guns  uobracM 
And  pointed  crows  beneath  the  metal  placM — 
Watching  the  roli,  their  forelocks  they  withdrew. 
And  from  their  beds  the  reeling  cannoo  threw ; 
llien,  firom  the  windward  battiements  unbound, 
Rodmond's  associates  wheel'd  th<  artillery  rouad^ 
Pointed  with  iron  iangs,  their  bars  begnile 
The  pond'roa8  arnu  across  the  steep  defile; 
Then,  hurPd  from  sounding  hinges  o'er  the  side^ 
Thund'ring  they  plunge  into  the  flashing  tide. 

The  ship,  thus  eased,  some  little  res|Mte  Cndi 
In  this  rude  conflict  of  the  seas  and  wiods — 
Such  ease  Alcides  felt  when,  dogg^d  ^th  goi^ 
Th'  ęnvenom'd  mantie  from  his  side  he  tore, 
When,  stimg  with  buraing  pain,  lie  BifOYe  too  lat< 
To  stop  the  Swift  career  of  cruel  iate ; 
Yet  then  his  heart  OQe  ray  of  bojie  procnr'd, 
Sad  haifoinger  of  sevenfold  paon  endiir^d — 
Such,  and  sp  short,  the  pause  <2  woe  she  found ! 
Cimmerian  darkness  shades  the  deep  around, 
Save  when  the  lightnings  ii\  tęrrific  blaze 
Deluge  the  cheerlessgloofn  with  horrid  rays: 
Above,  ail  Ether,  fraught  with  scenes  of  woe, 
With  grim  destructiou  threatens  ail  below; 
Beneath,  the  storm-lasbM  surges  furious  rise^ 
And  waye  uproird  on  waye  assails  the  skies; 
With  ever-Ć9aUąg  bolwarks  they  surronnd 
The  ship,  l^alf  swallow'd  in  the  black  prafouud. 


37  The  waist  of  a  ship  of  this  kind  is  an  holknr 
q>ace,  of  about  five  feet  in  depth,  contained  be- 
tween  the  elevations  of  the  quarter<-deck  and  fbre- 
castie,  and  haviag  the  upper  deck  fur  iU  b%sa»  or 
platform. 
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With  ceawten  hazard  and  fatij^ue  opprest, 
IMsmay  and  angulsh  ey*ry  heart  possest; 
Por,  while  with  sweeping  inundatioti  o'er 
Tbe  sea-beaŁ  ship  the  boomin;  waters  roar, 
DisplacM  beneath  by  her  capacious  womb, 
They  rajre  Łhetr  ancient  station  to  resume ;    ' 
By  secret  ambusbes,  thcir  ibrce  to  pnjve, 
Throagh  many  a  winding  ćhanuel  first  they  rove} 
Till  gaŁh'ring  fury,  like  the  feverM  blood, 
Tbrough  her  dark  veins  they  roli  a  rapid  flood : 
When  unrelenting  thus  the  leaks  they  found, 
Theoiatfring  pumps  with  clanking  strokes  resound; 
Aiottnd  each  leaping  valve,  by  ioił  subduM, 
The  tuugh  buli-hide  must  ever  be  reiiew'd : 
Their  sinking  hearts  unusuał  horrours  chill. 
And  down  their  weary  Umbs  thiok  dews  distil ; 
Ko  nv  of  łight  their  dying  hop^redeems, 
Pregnant  with  some  new  woe  each  moment  teems. 

A^łn  the  chief  th'  io9tructive  chart  extends. 
And  o'er  the  figur'd  piane  attentive  bends ; 
To  him  the  motion  of  each  orb  was  known 
That  wheels  around  the  Sun*s  refulgent  throne  j 
But  here,  alas!  his  science  nought  arails, 
SkiU  droops  unequal,  and  experience  fails: 
"nie  diflTretit  traverses,  sińce  twilight  madę,   - 
He  on  the  hydrographic  circle  laid  ; 
Thm,  in  the  graduated  arch  contain^d, 
The  angle  of  lee-way  i',  seven  points,  reraain^d — 
Her  place  discover'd  by  the  rules  of  art, 
Uodsual  terrours  shook  tlie  master's  heart 
When,  oo  th'  immediate  linę  of  drift,  he  found 
The  rugged  isle,  with  rocks  and  breakeis  bound, 
Of  Falconera  ^^  distant  only  now 
Kine  less'ning  leagues  beneath  the  leeward  bow : 
For  if  on  those  destructive  shallows  tost, 
The  beipless  bark  with  all  her  crew  was  lost ; 
As  ^tal  still  appears,  that  danger  o^er, 
The  steep  St.  George,  and  rocky  Gardalor. 
With  him  the  pilots  of  their  hopeless  state 
In  monroful  cousultation  long  debatę — 
Kot  morę  perplexing  doubts  her  chiefs  appall 
'\Vhen  some  proud  city  verge8  to  her  fali, 
Whłle  min  glarcs  around,  and  pale  Affright 
Cuorenes  her  councils  in  the  dead  of  nicht   ^ 
Ko  blazon'd  trophies  o'er  their  concave  spread, 
Kor  storied  pillars  raisM  aloft  their  head : 
But  here  the  qneen  of  shade  around  them  threw 
Her  dragon  wing,  disastrous  to  the  view  f 
0ire  was  the  scenę  withwhirłwind,  hail,  and  show^r; 
Black  Melaocholy  rulM  the  fearful  hour : 
Beoeatfa,  tremendous  rolVd  the  flashing  tide, 
^Vhere  Fate  on  ev'ry  billów  seemM  to  ride— 


*  The  lee-way,  or  drift,  which  in  this  place  ąre 
lynonymoas  terms,  is  the  movement  by  which  a 
tbip  is  driven  sideways  at  the  mercy  of  the  wind  and 
•ea,  when  she  is  deprived  of  the  goyemment  of  the 
nils  and  hełm. 

^  Falconera,  a  smali  island  in  the  ArchipeIago»  to 
the  N.  W.  of  Milo:  there  is  an  open  space  of  sea  to 
tbe  north  and  south  of  it ;  but  in  every  other  direc- 
tioo  are  islands  at  no  great  distance.  Falconer,  in 
his  chart,  prefised  to  the  second  edition,  markcŃd  a 
Cne  of  rocks  throughout  the  E.  and  &  E.  coast  of 
.this  i^and.  The  smali  and  steep  island  of  St 
Genrge  is  situated  to  the  S.  W.  of  Cape  Colonna,  at 
the  entiance  of  the  gulf  of  Egina.  Gardalor  lies  off 
the  coast  of  Attica,  between  Cape  Colonna  and 
Forto  Tieono. 
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Enclos*d  with  ilb,  by  perli  umubdu'd, 

Great  in  distress  the  master-seuman  stood  1 

SkilPd  to  command;  deliberate  to  advise  ; 

Expert  in  action;  and  in  council  wise — 

Thus  to  his  partners,  by  the  crew  unheard, 

The  dictates  of  his  soul,  the  chief  referrM ; 

"  Ye  faithful  mates  !  who  all  my  troubles  sharc, 
Approv'd  companions  of  yonr  ma?.ter*s  care ! 
To  you,  aJas  !  twere  frnitless  now  to  tell 
Onr  sad  distress,  already  known  too  well  r 
This  morn  with  favVing  gales  the  port  we  left, 
Thongh  now  of  ev'ry  flatfring  hope  bereft: 
No  skill  nor  long  experience  could  forecast 
Th'  unseen  approach  of  this  destnictiye  blast ; 
These  seas,  where  storms  at  variouB  seasons  b!ow, 
No  reigning  winds  nor  certain  ometis  know. 
I1ie  hour,  th'  occasion,  all  your  skill  demands, 
A  leaky  ship,  embayM  by  dang'rous  lands  ! 
Our  bark  no  transient  jeopardy  surrounds, 
Groaning  she  lies  beneath  unnumber^d  wounds : 
'Tis  ours  the  doubtful  remedy  to  find. 
To  shun  the  fury  of  the  seas  and  wind ; 
For  in  this  hollow  swell,  with  labour  sore, 
Her  flank  can  bear  the  bursting  floods  no  morę. 
One  only  shift,  though  de8p'rate,  we  must  try. 
And  that,  before  the  boisfrous  storm  to  fly : 
Then  less  her  sides  will  feel  the  surges  pow'r, 
Which  thus  may  soou  the  found'ring  hull  devour. 
'Tis  true,  the  ^essel  and  her  costly  freight 
To  me  consign^d,  my  orders  only  wait ; 
Yet,  sińce  the  charge  of  ev'ry  life  is  mioe, 
To  eąual  votcs  our  counsels  I  resign — 
Forbid  it,  HeaTen !  that,  in  this  dreadful  hour, 
I  claim  the  dang'rous  reins  of  purblind  Power ! 
But  sh^uld  we  now  resoWe  to  bear  away, 
Our  hopeless  state  can  suffer  no  delay: 
Nor  can  we,  thus  bereft  of  ev*ry  sail, 
Attempt  to  steer  obliquely  on  the  gale ; 
For  then,  if  broaching  sideway  to  the  sea, 
Our  dropsy'd  ship  may  founder  by  the  lee ; 
Vain  all  endeavour8  then  to  bear  away, 
Nor  hełm,  nor  pilot,  would  she  morę  obey." 

He  said:  the  łisfning  mates  with  fix'd  regard. 
And  silcnt  rev'rence,  h'*s  opinion  heard ; 
Important  was  the  question  in  debatę, 
And  o'er  their  counsels  hung  impendiug  Fate. 
Rodmond,  in  many  a  scenę  of  peril  try'd, 
Had  oft  the  master^s  happier  skill  descry'd ; 
Yet  now,  the  hour,  the  scenc,  th*  occasion  known, 
Pęrhaps  with  eąnal  right  preferr'd  his  own : 
Olnong  esperieuce  in  the  naral  art, 
Blunt  was  his  speech,  and  naked  was  his  heart; 
Altke  to  him  each  climate,  and  each  blast, 
The  first  in  danger,  in  retreat  the  last : 
Sagacious,  balancing  th'  oppos'd  erents, 
From  Albert  his  opinioi  thus  dissents — 

<*  Too  true  tbe  perits  of  the  present  hour, 
Where  toils  succeeding  toils  our  strength  o*erpow*r ! 
Our  bark,tis  true,  no  shelter  berę  can  find, 
Sore  shatterM  by  the  ruffian  seas  and  wind: 
Yet  where  with  safety  can  we  dare  to  scud 
Before  this  tempest,  and  pursuing  flood  ? 
At  random  driven,  to  present  death  we  hastę, 
And  one  sbort  hour  perhaps  may  be  our  last: 
Though  Corinth's  gulf  extend  along  the  lee» 
To  wbose  safe  ports  appears  a  passage  free, 
Yet  think !  this  furious  unremitting  gale 
Deprives  the  ship  of  ev'ry  roling  sail ; 
And  if  before  it  she  directly  flies, 
New  ills  enclose  us,  and  new  dangers  rUe : 

Dd 


*02 


FALCONERS  POEMS. 


Herę  Faloonera  tpreads  htt  lurkiag  snares, 
There  distant  Greece  ber  ruggcd  shelve8  prepares^ 
Our  hull,  if  once  it  stńkes  that  iron  coast, 
Asunder  bursts,  in  instant  ruin  loM ; 
Nor  she  alone,  but  with  ber  aH  the  crew, 
Beyond  relief,  are  doom'd  to  perisb  too ; 
Such  mischieBs  follow  if  we  bear  away, 
O  safer  that  sad  refuge— to  delay ! 

**  Then  of  our  purpose  this  appears  the  scope, 
To  weigh  the  danger  with  the  doubtful  hope : 
Though  sorely  buffetted  by  ev'ry  sra, 
Our  hull  unbroken  long  may  try  a-Iee ; 
The  crew,  though  harassM  much  with  toils  seyere, 
Still  at  their  pumps,  perceive  no  hazards  near: 
Shalł  we  incautious  then  the  danger  tell, 
At  once  their  courage  and  their  hope  to  quell  ? 
Prudence  forbids !  this  southern  tempest  soon 
May  change  its  quarter  with  the  changing  Moon ; 
Its  ragę,  though  terrible,  may  soon  subside, 
Kor  iuto  mountains  lash  th'  unruly  tide : 
These  leaks  shall  then  decrease— the  sails  once  morę 
I^rect  our  course  to  some  rclieving  shore." 

Thos  while  he  spoke,  around  from  man  to  tnan 
At  either  pump  a  hollow  murmur  ran : 
For  whilc  the  ve8sel  through  unnumber^d  chinks, 
Above»  below,  th'  inrading  watcr  drinkif, 
Sounding  her  depth  they  ey'd  the  wetted  scalę, 
And  lo !  the  leaks  o'cr  all  their  pow*rs  prevail : 
Yet  at  their  post,  by  terroura  unsubdu'd, 
They  with  redoubling  fbrce  their  task  pursuM. 

And  now  the  senior  pilots  seemM  to  wait 
Arioa'8  voice,  to  ctose  the  dark  debatę ; 
Not  o'er  bis  vernal  life  tłie  rip^ning  Son 
Had  yet  progressive  twice  ten  summers  run : 
Slow  to  debatę,  yet  eager  to  exce1, 
'  In  thy  sad  school,  stem  Neptune !  taught  too  well : 
With  lasting  pain  to  rend  his  youthful  heart^ 
Dire  Fate  in  venom  dipt  her  keenest  dart ; 
Till  his  firm  sptrit,  temper'd  long  to  ill, 
Forgot  her  persecuting  scourge  to  feel : 
But  now  the  horrours  that  around  him  roli, 
Thus  rous'd  to  action  his  rekindiing  soul : 

"  Can  we,  delay'd  in  this  tremendoos  tide, 
A  moment  pause  what  purpose  to  decide  ? 
Alas  !  from  circUng  horrours  thus  combinM, 
One  method  of  relief  alone  we  find : 
Thus  water-logg'd,  thus  helpless  to  remain 
Amid  this  holiow,  how  ill-judg'd !  how  vain ! 
Our  sea-breacht  vesse1  can  no  longer  bear 
The  floods,  that  o'er  her  burst  in  dread  career  ^ 
The  lab'ring  huU  aircady  seems  balf  fill^d 
With  water  through  an  hundred  leaks  distiird ; 
Thus  drench'd  by  ev*ry  wav«,  ber  riven  deck 
Stript  and  dcfenccless,  floats  a  naked  wreck ; 
At  ev'ry  pitch  th'  o*erwhelming  bilIow»  bend 
Beneath  their  load  the  quiv'i1tig  bowsprit*8  end ; 
A  fearful  waming !  sińce  the  masts  on  high 
On  that  support  with  trembling  hope  rely ; 
At  either  pump  our  seamen  pant  for  breatb, 
In  dire  dismay,  anticipating  death ; 
Still  all  our  pow'r8  th*  increasing  leaks  defy, 
We  sink  at  sea,  no  shore,  uo  haven  nigb : 
One  dawn  of  hope  yet  breaks  athwart  the  gloom 
To  Ijght  and  save  us  iirom  a  wafry  tomb, 
That  bids  us  shun  the  death  impending  here, 
Fly  from  the  iblłowing  blast,  and  shoreward  steer. 

"  *Ti8  urg'd  indeed,  the  fury  of  the  gale 
Predodes  the  hefp  of  ev*ry  guiding  sail; 
And,  dciven  before  it  on  the  wat'ry  waste. 
To  rocky  shores  and  icenes  of  death  we  hastę; 


But,  haply,  Falconera  we  may  shira, 
And  long  to  Grecian  coasts  is  yet  the  mu : 
Less  barass,'d  then,  our  scudding  ship  may  bear 
Th'  assaulting  surge  repellM  upon  her  rear, 
And  sińce  as  soon  that  tempest  may  decay 
Whin  steering  shoreward, — ^whcrcfore  thus  ddajr  > 
Should  we  at  last  be  driven  by  dire  decree 
Too  near  the  fatal  margin  of  the  sea, 
The  hull  dismasted  there  awhile  may  ride, 
With  lengthen*d  cables,  on  the  raging  tide; 
Perhaps  kind  Hcav'n,-with  interposing  pow*r, 
May  curb  the  tempest  ere  that  dreadfhl  hour; 
But  here  ingulfd  and  foimdering,  whilc  we  stay 
Fate  hovers  o*er,  and  marks  us  for  ber  ptey." 

He  said:  Palemon  saw  with  grief  of  beait 
The  storm  prerailing  o*er  the  pilofs  art; 
In  silent  terrour  and  distress  involT'd, 
He  heard  their  last  a1temative  resoWd  : 
High  beat  his  bosom — ^with  such  fear  subduM, 
Beneath  the  gloom  of  some  eochanted  wood, 
Oft  in  old  time  the  wand'ring  swam  expIor'd 
The  midnight  wizards,  breathing  rites  abboirM; 
Trembling  approach'd  their  incantations  fell. 
And  chiird  with  horrour  heard  the  songs  of  Hdl 
Arion  saw,  with  secret  anguish  mov'd, 
l^he  deep  affliction  of  the  friend  he  1o«''d, 
And  all  awake  to  friendjihip'8  genial  beat 
His  bosom  felt  consenting  tfemours  beat : 
Alas  !  no  season  this  lor  tender  lo^e. 
Far  hcpce  the  musie  of  the  myrtle  g«rre— 
He  tried  with  soft  persoasion's  melting  lorę 
PaIemon's  fainting  coui^ge  to  restore ; 
Hi<:  wounded  spirit  heaPd  Mith  friendship^s  baln, 
And  bade  each  conflict  of  the  mind  be  calm. 

Now  had  the  pilots  *»  all  th'  erents  TeTolv'd, 
And  on  their  finał  refuge  thus  resoWd — 
When,  like  the  faithful  shepherd,  wbo  beholds 
Some  prowling  wolf  approach  his^fleecy  ibids, 
To  the  brave  crew,  wnom  racking  doubts  perplei, 
The  dreadful  purpose  Albert  thus  directs: 

**  Unhappy  partncrs  in  a  wayward  fate ! 
Whose  courage  now  is  known  perhaps  too  latf ; 
Ye  !  who  unmov'd  behold  this  angry  storm 
In  conRict  all  the  rolling  deep  deform, 
Who,  patient  iu  adversity,  still  bear 
The  firmest  front  when  greatest  ills  are  near : 
The  truth,  though  painful,  I  must  now  revcai, 
That  long  in  vain  I  purp08'd  to  conceal : 
Inguird,  all  help  of  art  we  vainly  try 
To  weather  leeward  shores,  alas !  too  nigb : 
Our  crazy  bark  no  longer  can  abide 
Tbe  seas,  that  thunder  oVr  her  batteHd  side ; 
And,  while  the  leaks  a  fatal  waming  giTe 
'That  in  this  raging  sea  she  cannot  liye, 
One  only  refuge  from  drspair  we  find — 
At  once  to  wear  and  scud  before  the  wind : 
Perluips  e'en  then  to  ruin  we  may  steer. 
For  rocky  shores  beneath  our  lee  appear; 
But  that  '8  reniote,  and  instant  deaJth  is  berę: 
Yet  there,  by  Heav'n's  assistance,  we  may  gaio 
Some  creek  or  inlet  of  the  Girecian  main ; 
Or,  shelter'd  by  some  rock,  at  anchor  ride 
Till  with  abating  ragę  the  blast  subside : 
But  if,  detcnnin'd  by  the  will  of  HeaT^n, 
Our  KelplesB  bark  at  Ust  ashore  is  drir^n, 
These  councils  follow'd,  ftom  a  wafry  grare 
Our  crew  perhaps  amid  the  surf  may  saTC^ 

^  The  master  and ,  the  mates.     Falcooer  oftn 
uses  tbis  word  in  an  improper  or  unusual  seuic 
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**  Andy  fint,  let  all  onr  axes  be  secui^d 
To  cut  the  masts  and  rigging  Arom  aboard ; 
Theu  to  the  ąuarters  bind  eacb  plank  and  car 
To  float  between  the  vessel  and  the  shore : 
The  longest  cordage  too  must  be  con\'ey'd 
On  deck,  and  to  the  weather-rails  belay*d: 
So  they,  who  haply  reaeh  aliye  the  land, 
Th*  extended  Itnes  may  fiisten  on  the  strand, 
Whene*er,  łoud  thund^riog  op  the  leeward  shore, 
Wbilc  yct  aloof,  we  hcar  the  breakert  roar: 
Thus  for  the  terrible  cvent  preparM» 
Brace  fi>re  ańd  aft  to  starboard  every  yard ; 
So  shall  our  masts  swim  łighter  on  the  wave. 
And  from  the  broken  rocks  our  seamen  8ave ; 
Then  weatward  tura  the  tftem,  that  every  niart 
BCay  shoreward  &1I  as  irom  the  ressel  cast--^ 
When  o*er  her  iide«oiice  morę  the  billowa  bo\iad« 
Asceod  the  rigging  titl  she  strikes  the  ground; 
And  when  you  hear  akrft  the  dreadfiil  shock 
That  strikes  her  bottom  ob  some  pointed  rock* 
The  boldeflt  of  our  sailors  must  descend 
The  dangerous  busiuess  of  the  deck  to  tend  $ 
Tbeo  bant  the  hatches  o^  and  ey^ry  stay 
And  ev'ry  iasfning  landyard  cut  away, 
Pianks,  grmtings,  booms,  and  rafts  to  leeward  cast  -, 
Then  with  redoubled  strokes  attack  each  mast, 
That  buoyant  lumber  may  sostain  you  o*er 
The  itK&y  shelTcs  and  ledges  to  the  shore: 
But,  as  your  ftrmest  snccoor,  to  the  iaat 
O  cliąg  securely  on  each  faithful  mast ! 
Hkhi^  great  the  danger,  and  the  task  leyere, 
Yet  bow  not  to  the  tyranny  of  fear; 
If  ODce  that  słarish  3roke  your  souls  subdae. 
Adieu  to  hope!  to  life  itself  adieu ! 

"  I  know  among  you  some  hare  oft  befaeld 
A  blood-hound  train,  by  Rapine's  lust  inpeli'dy 
Od  £oglaod*s  crael  ooast  impatieot  stand. 
To  rob  the  wanderers  wreck'd  upon  their  strand: 
These,  while  their  sarage  office  they  pursue, 
Oft  woaod  to  death  the  helpiess  piunder*d  crew, 
Who,  'scapM  from  ev'ry  horrour  of  the  main, 
Implor*d  their  mercy,  but  impk>r'd  in  Tain : 
Yet  dread  not  tbi8,,a  crime  to  Greece  unknown, 
Soch  bloodhounds  all  her  circKng  shores  disown; 
Who,  though  by  barb'roo8  Tyranny  opprest, 
Can  sharc  affliction  with  the  wretch  di|^rest : 
Their  hearts,  by  cruel  Fate  imir^d  to  grief, 
Oft  to  the  friendless  stranger  yield  relief." 

With  conscious  horrour  struck,  the  aaTal  band 
Detested  for  a  while  their  native  land; 
They  curs'd  the  sleeping  vengeance  of  the  Jaws 
That  thus  forgot  her  guardian  sailor^s  cause. 

Meanwhile  the  maiter^s  roice  again  they  beard, 
Whom,  as  with  filial  duty,  all  rwer^d : 
**  No  inore  remains — but  now  a  trusty  band 
Must  ever  at  the  pumps  industrions  Atand ; 
And,  while  with  us  the  rest  attend  to  wear, 
Two  skilful  seamen  to  the  hełm  repatr-^ 
Amd  thouy  Eiernal  Power  !  wkose  aiiiful  noaff 
Thg  ttormt  merę,  and  roańng  seas  obey  / 
On  thf  tupreme  atsittance  tce  rely  ; 
Thf  merof  mppikaie,  ifdoonCd  iodie!  • 
Ptrht^u  tUs  siorm  is  serti  wiib  heaUng  breath 
Prom  neighh'ring  tkores  to  seourge  diseate  and  deaih: 
*7v  ourt  on  thine  unerring  laws  to  trusty 
WUk  tkee,  great  Lord!  «  vkaiever  is,  iejuse.*^    • 

He  said;  and,  with  consenting  rev'rence  fraugfat, 
Tbe  sailors  join*d  his  prayer  in  silent  thongfat : 
His  intetlactoal  eye,  seicnely  bright ! 
Saw  distant  objects  with  propbetic  light— 


Thus  in  a  land,  that  lasting  wara  oppress, 
That  groans  bcńeath  misfortune  aod  distress ; 
Whose  wealth  to  conqueriQg  armies  falls  a  prey, 
Till  all  ber  Tigour,  pride,  and  famę  decay ; 
Some  bold  sagacious  statesman,  from  the  belm, 
Sees  desolation  gathering  o'er  his  realm  j 
He  darts  around  bis  penetrating  eyes, 
Where  dang^n  grow,  and  bostile  unions  rise  ; 
With  deq[>  attention  marks  th'  inyading  foe, 
Eludes  their  wiles  and  frustrates  ev*ry  blow, 
Tries  his  last  art  tbe  tattVing  state  to  sa^e, 
Or  in  its  ruins  find  a  glońous  grave. 

Still  in  tbe  yawuing  trough  the  Tcsse*!  reels, 
Inguird  beneath  two  fluctuating  hilłs ; 
On  either  side  they  rise,  tremeadous  scenę! 
A  long  dark  melancholy  vale  between  «' : 

4*  That  the  reader  who  is  unaoąuainted  with  the 
mancBuvrcs  of  navigation,  may  cooceive  a  dearer 
idea  of  a  ship^s  state  when  trying,  and  of  tbe 
change  of  her  situation  to  that  fń  scudding,  I  have 
quoted  a  part  of  the  explanation  of  those  articlas 
as  they  appear  in  the  Dictionary  of  the  Marinę* 

Trying  is  the  situation  in  which  a  ship  lies  nearly 
in  tbe  trough  or  hoUow  of  the  sea  in  a  tempeat* 
particularly  when  it  blows  contrary  to  ber  course. 

In  trying  as  well  as  in  scudding,  the  sails  are 
alwasrs  reduced  in  proportion  to  tbe  increase  of  the 
storm,  aod  in  either  state,  if  the  storm  is  exc€9sive, 
she  may  bave  all  her  sails  furled ;  or  be,  aceording 
to  the  sea-phrase,  under  bare  poles. 

The  intent  of  spreading  a  sail  at  this  time  is  to 
keep  the  ship  raore  steady,  and  to  prevent  ber 
from  rolling  yiolently,  by  pressing  her  side  down 
in  tbe  water ;  and  alśo  to  tum  her  bead  towards  the 
source  of  the  wind,  so  that  the  shock  of  tbe  seas 
may  fisU  morę  obliquely  on  her  flask,  tban  when 
she  lies  along  the  trough  of  the  sea,  or  in  the  in- 
terva1  between  two  waves.  While  she  lies  in  this 
situation,  tbe  belm  is  ftstened  dose  to  the  leeside, 
to  prevent  hsr,  as  much  as  possible,  from  faUing 
to  leeward.  But  as  the  ship  is  not  then  kept  in 
equilibrio  by  the  operation  of  ber  sails,  which  at 
otber  timcs  counterfoalaace  eacb  other  at  the  bead 
and  Stern,  she  is  moTed  by  a  slow  but  continual 
yibration,  which  tums  her  head  altemately  to 
windward  and  to  leeward,  ibrmiog  an  angle  of  thirty 
or  forty  degrees  in  the  interral.  That  part  where 
she  stops  in  approaching  the  direction  of  tbe  wind, 
is  called  ber  coming  to;  aad  the  cootrary  eauMW 
of  tbe  angle  to  leeward,  is  called  her  folling  o£ 

Yeering,  or  wearing,  (see  linę  35  of  right  band 
od.  p.  401,  and  linę  5Q  of  right  band  col.  p.  402,) 
as  used  in  the  present  sense,  may  be  defined,  tbe 
moTement  by  which  a  ship  changes  her  state  from 
trying  to  tbat  of  scudding,  or,  of  ranning  before 
the  direction  of  the  wind  and  sea. 

It  is  an  axiom  in  natural  pbilosophy,  "  that 
every  body  will  perseyere  in  a  state  of  rest,  or  of 
moying  uniformly  in  a  right  linę,  unless  it  be  com- 
pelled  to  change  its  stato  by  forces  impressed :  and 
that  tbe  change  of  motion  is  proportional  to  the 
onoyiog  force  impressed,  and  madę  according  to 
the  right  linę  in  which  that  ibrce  acts." 

Hence  it  is  easy  to  cooceiye  how  a  ship  is  com- 
pelled  to  tum  Into  any  direction  by  tbe  lorce  of 
the  wind,  acting  upon  any  part  of  her  length  in 
Unes  parallel  to  the  piane  of  the  horizon.  Thus 
in  tbe  act  of  yeering,  which  is  a  necessary  conse- 
<|uence  of  this  i^iyariable  principte,  tha  object  id 
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7*he  balanc^d  ship  now  forwarJ,  now  bchind, 
Stiii  felt  th'  impressioD  of  the  wav«8  and  wind, 
And  to  the  right  and  lefl  by  tams  mdin*d; 
Bot  Albert  from  behind  tbe  balance  drev, 
And  on  the  prow  its  doiible  eflforts  threw. 
The  order  now  was  giv'n  to  bear  away  ! 
The  order  giv*n,  the  timoneers  obey : 
Both  stay-sail  sheets  to  mid-ships  werc  convey*d. 
And  round  the  foreinast  on  each  side  belayM; 
Thiis  ready,  to  the  hatyanls  they  apply, 
They  hoist!  away  the  flitting  ruins  fly : 
Yet  Albert  new  resources  «ti!l  prcpares, 
Conceals  his  prief,  and  doubłes  air  his  cares— 
**  Away  there  !  loto^  the  mizen-yard  on  deck,** 
He  calls,  "  and  brace  the  foremoit  yards  ahack  /" 
His  great  example  ev*ry  bosom  fires, 
New  life  rekindles  and  new  hope  inspires* 
While  to  the  hełm  unfaitbful  still  she  Ues, 
One  desperate  remedy  at  last  he  tries-—         ['tey, 
'*  Monte !   tpith  your  toeapons  cut  the  shrouds  and 
And  hew  at  onee  the  mhen-matt  arcay  /" 
He  said :  to  cut  the  girdtng  sŁay  tHey  run, 
Soon  on  each  side  the  seyerM  shrouds  are  gone : 
Fhst  by  the  fated  pine  bold  Rodmond  stands, 
Th'  impaticnt  axe  hang  gleaming  in  his  banda; 
Brandish'd  on  high,  tt  fell  with  dreadful  sound, 
The  tali  mast  groaning  feit  the  deadly  wound; 
Deep  gaahM  beneath,  the  tott^ring  structure  ringf , 
And  crashing,  thnnd^ring,  o'er  the  qoarter  swings: 
TbuSiWben  some  limb,  conTu!s*d  with  pangsof  deatfa, 
Imbibes  the  gangreiie^s  pestilential  breatii, 
Th*  experiencM  arttst  from  the  blood  betrays 
Hie  latent  venoni,  or  its  conrse  delays : 
Btit,  if  th'  infSect>on  triumphs  o*er  his  art, 
Taintlng  the  vita!  st  ream  that  warms  the  heart, 
To  stop  the  course  of  death'8  inflaming  tides 
Th'  infecttd  member  from  the  trunk  diyides. 


the  seaman  ts  to  redace  the  action  of  the  wind  on 
the  8hłp'8  bind  part,  and  to  receive  its  utmost  ex- 
ertion  on  ber  ibre  part,  so  that  the  latter  may  be 
pushed  to  leeward.  This  effect  is  either  produced 
by  the  operation  of  the  sails,  or  by  the  impression 
,of  the  wind  on  the  masts  and^  yards.  In  the  ibr- 
ner  case  the  sails  on  the  bind  part  of  the  ship  arc 
either  furled  or  arranged  nearly  paraDel  to  the 
direction  of  the  wind,  which  then  glides  ineflectually 
along  their  surfkces ;  at  the  same  time  the  fore- 
most  sails  are  spread  abruad,  so  as  to  receive  the 
greatest  exertion  of  the  wind.  The  fore  part  ac- 
cordingly  yields  to  this  impulse,  and  is  put  in 
motion;  and  this  motion,  necessarily  conspiring 
with  that  of  the  wind,  pushes  the  ship  about  as 
mnch  as  is  requisłte  to  produce  the  desired  rffect. 
But  when  the  tempest  is  so  violent  as  to  preclude 
the  use  of  sails,  the  efibrt  of  the  wind  operates 
al  most  eqaa]iy  on  the  opposke  ends  of  the  ship, 
because  the  masts  and  yards  situated  near  the 
head  and  stem  serve  to  counterbalance  each  other, 
in  receiving  its  Impression.  The  effect  of  the  hełm 
is  aiso  considerably  diminished,  because  the  hekd- 
way,  which  gives  life  and  f igour  to  all  its  opefa- 
tions,  is  at  this  time  feeble  and  ineffectual.  Hence 
it  becomes  necesrary  to  destroy  this  equilibrium 
which  subsists  between  the  masts  and  the  yards 
before  and  behind,  and  to  throw  the  balance  ibr- 
ward  to  prepare  for  veering.  Jf  this  canoot  be 
effected  by  the  arrangement  of  the  yards  on  the 
masts,  and  it  becomes  abaoluteiy  neceaary  to  veer, 


CANTO  III. 


TTie  seene  it  ertended  from  thal  part  pf  the  Archifi" 
lago  tchich  Ues  ten  miles  to  the  norikteard  qf  Fd- 
coneraf  to  Cape  Colona  in  Attica, 

THB  TIMB  ABOUT  8BVK)I   HOURS  ;    FaOM  OVl,  WTtŁ 
IIGHT  IN  THB  MOaNING. 


ARGUMENT. 

I.  Reflectłons  on  the  beneflcial  Influencf  *>f  poe»Ty«. 
Diffidence  of  the  author...  M.  Wreck  of  the  mizen- 
mast  deared  away... Ship  veerR  before  tbe  winH... 
labouTS  hBrd...Diffprent  stat»oiis  of  tbe  offirm 
...Appearance  of  the  tsland  of  FBicaiiera...TIL 
Exctimion  to  tbe  adjacent  natiom  of  Greece  rp- 
nowned  in  antiqnity...Athens...Soćra^es,  Pluto, 
Aristides. . . .Sokin....Corinth. ...its  arcbitecture.... 
Sparta, ..  Leonidas. ..  In  vańon  by  Kemes.. .  Lycoipn 
...£paminonda8...Pre8ent  state  of  the  Spartanh^ 
Arcadia...Former  happiness  and  fertility...Ibs  pre- 
sent  distress  the  effiect  of  Blavery...Ithaca...flTS- 
ses  and  Pene]ope...Argoi  and  Mycseiie...Ap- 
mcmnon...Macronisi...Lemnos...VQlcaii...Deło9... 
Apollo  and  Diana...Trny...Se8tos...Leaiidef  and 
Hera..Delpbo8...Teniple  of  Apollo... Pamassm^ 
The  Mases...iy.  Sabject  resnmed...AddVe»  to 
the  spirits  of  the  stcHin...  A  tempest  accompanicd 
with  rain,  hail,  and  meteors...I>ar1cne68  of  the 
night,  lightning  and  thnnder<..Day-break...9t 
George^s  clifi  open  upon  tbem...The  ship  in  jtrert 
danger  passes  the  island  of  St.  George^.V.  Land 
of  AŁheus  appearB...Helmsman  struck  Uind  by 
lightning... Ship  laid  broadside  to  tbe  sbore.^ 
Siowsprit,  fbrcmast,  and  roam-topmast  carried 
away...AibeTt,  Rodmoud,  Aiion,  and  PalemoB 


in  order  to  sare  the  ship  from  destructioo.  (<fe 
linę  30  of  lefi  band  col.  of  this  page)  the  mizeo- 
mast  must  be  cut  away,  and  even  tbe  inain-ms«t, 
if  she  still  remains  incapabte  of  aaswering  the 
hełm  by  turning  ber  prow  to  leeward. 

Scudding  is  that  movement  in  naTigattoo  bf 
which  a  sh^  is  carried  precipitately  before  a  tem- 
pest    See  linę  56  of  right  hand  col.  p.  40*2. 

As  a  ship  flies  with  -amazing  rapidity  tłironfh 
the  water,  whenever  this  ezpedient  is  put  in  prac- 
tłce,  it  is  never  attempted  in  a  contrary  wind,  un- 
less  wheń  ber  cooditioa  renders  ber  incapeble  of 
sustaining  the  mutual  efibrt  of  the  wind  and  vb«« 
any  longer  on  ber  side,  without  being  eiposed  to 
the  most  imminent  danger. 

A  ship  either  scuds  with  a  sail  extended  oo  her 
fbre-mast,  or,  if  the  storm  is  escessire,  witboat 
any  sail,  which  in  the  sea-phrase  is  caJled  scnddio^ 
under  bare  poles. 

l*he  principal  hazards  incident  to  scudding  are, 
generally,  a  sea  striking  tbe  shipis  stem ;  tb**  dif* 
ficulty  of  steering,  which  perpetnally  escposcs  her 
to  the  danger  of  broaching-to ;  and  tbe  wantof 
sufHcient  sea-room.  A  sea  which  strikes  the  stera 
▼iolently  may  shatter  it  to  pieces,  by  which  the 
ship  must  inevitably  founder.  By  bmoching-to 
sttddenly,  she  is  threatened  with  losing  all  ber 
masts  and  sails,  or  being  immediately  o^ertunied; 
and  for  want  of  sea-room,  she  is  exposed  lu  the 
daogen  of  being  wiedLed  on  a  lee-thore. 
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ttrire  to  Mve  themsehcf  on  the  wreck  of  the 
ibremast..The  shtp  parta  a8uiider...Death  of  Al- 
bert aod  Rodinoiid...Arion  reaches  the  shore... 
finds  PidemoD  exptring  on  tbe  beacti...his  dying 
address  to  Arion,  who  Is  led  away  by  the  huniane 
natires. 


X  Wbbr  in  a  barbaitms  age,  with  blood  defilM, 
The  buman  sarage  roam'd  the  gloomy  wild  ; 
When  ftulleD  Ignorance  her  flag  di8play'd. 
And  Rapine  and  Re^enge  her  Toioe  obey'd ; 
Sent  froin  the  shores  of  light  the  Muses  came 
The  dark  and  Dolitary  race  to  tamę, 
The  war  of  lawless  passions  to  control, 
To  mełt  in  tender  sympathy  the  soul ; 
The  heart'8  remote  receases  to  expl(Nre, 
And  touch  ita  apringa  when  proae  a^aird  no  morę: 
The  kindling  spirit  caught  th*  empyreal  ray. 
And  glow'd  congenial  with  the  aweJling  lay ; 
RousM  from  the  chaos  of  primeral  night, 
At  onoe  fair  Truth  and  Reason  aprung  to  light. 
When  great  Meonide.s  in  rapid  aong, 
The  thond^ring  tide  of  battle  rolls  along, 
Each  ravi!ih*d  bosom  feels  the  high  alarma, 
And  all  the  bnminp^  pulses  beat  to  arnia ; 
Hence,  War's  terrific  glory  to  diaplay, 
Berame  the  theme  of  ev*ry  epic  lay  : 
But  when  hia  striaga  with  monmfiil  magie  teU 
Wbat  dire  diatress  Laertes'  aon  befei, 
Tlie  strains,  meandMng  through  tbe  maże  of  woe. 
Bid  aacred  sympathy  the  heart  o*erflow;    [hpringa, 
Far  through  the  boundlesa  realms  of  tbought  he 
From  Earth  upborne  on  Pegaaean  wings,, 
While  distant  poeta,  trembling  aa  they  view 
His  aunward  flight,  Łhe  dazzling  tracie  pursue ; 
His  magie  voice,  that  rouses  and  delighta, 
A!łurea  and  guides  to  climb  Olympian  heighta: 
Bat  I,  alaa  !  through  acenea  bewilder^d  stray, 
Far  from  the  light  of  hia  unerring  ray ; 
While,  all  unua^d  the  wa]rward  path  to  tread, 
Barkling  I  wander  with  prophetio  dread. 
To  me  in  ^ain  the  boid  Mseouian  lyre 
Awakea  the  numbera  iraught  with  liring  fire, 
Fnll  oft  indeed  that  moumful  harp  of  yore 
Wept  the  sad  wanderer  loat  upon  the  ahore ; 
Tła  true  he  lightly  sketcbM  the  bold  design, 
Bat  toila  morę  joyłesa,  morę  aerere  are  minę ; 
Since  o*er  that  acene  hia  geniua  awiftiy  ran, 
Sobsenrient  oniy  to  a  nobler  plan: 
But  I,  perplezM  in  labyrintha  of  art, 
Anatomize  and  blazon  evVy  part; 
Attempt  with  plaintire  numbera  to  diaplay, 
Aad  Chain  th*  ereuta  in  regular  array ; 
Tbongh  hard  the  task  to  sing  in  varied  atrains, 
When  still  unchangM  the  same  aad  theme  remaina : 
O  couJd  it  draw  oompaasion^s  melting  tear 
For  kindred  miseriejs  oft  beheld  too  near ! 
For  kindred  wretchea,  oit  in  rain  cast 
On  Albioa*a  strand  beneath  the  wintry  blaat; 
For  all  the  panga,  the  compUcated  woe, 
Her  brave$t  aona,  her  guardian  sailora  know ; 
Thea  ev'ry  breaat  should  aigh  at  our  diatreaa— 
This  were  the  aommit  of  my  hop*d  aucceaa ! 
For  thia,  my  theme  through  mazea  I  puraue^ 
Which  nor  Maonidea,  nor  Maro  knew. 

II.  Awhile  the  maat,  in  ruina  dragg^d  behind, 
Balanc^d  th'  impreaaion  of  the  hełm  and  wind; 
The  wounded  aerpeut,  agoniz'd  with  pain, 
Tbua  trails  his  mangled  vołiune  on  tbe  plain: 


But  now,  the  wreek  dlaserer^d  firom^the  rear, 

Hie  long  refoctant  prow  began  to  ^eer : 

While  roand  before  th'  eniarging  wind  it  falla, 

**  Sąuare  fore  and  aft  the  yarda  *,"  the  maater  calli^ 

"  Yoii,  timonecra,  her  motion  still  attend. 

For  on  your  ateerage  all  oar  liveB  depend : 

So^  ateady  > !  meet  her  !  watch  the  currlng  prow. 

And  fiDrn  the  gale  directiy  let  her  ga** 

"  Starboard  agarn  /**  tbe  watchfal  ptlot  criea, 

"  Starboard  /**  th'  obedieiit  timoneer  repHcs: 

Then  back  to  port,  reToIring  at  coromand,* 

The  Wheel '  rollaswfilly  throagh  each  glowtnghand. 

The  ship  no  longer,  foand*ring  by  the  lee, 

Beara  on  her  aide  th'  inrasions  of  the  sea ; 

All  lonely  o*er  tbe  deaert  waate  she  fliea, 

Scourg'd  on  by  anrgea,  atorma,  and  bursting  akiea : 

Aa  when  enctosing  harponeers  aasail 

In  Hyberborean  aeaa  the  sIumbMng  whale, 

Soon  aa  their  javelins  pierce  hia  acaly  side, 

He  groana,  he  darta  impetuoua  down  the  tide  ; 

And  rackM  all  o'er  with  laeerating  pain, 

He  flies  remote  beneath  the  flood  in  rain-* 

So  with  resistleaa  hastę  the  wouuded  ship 

Scuda  from  the  chasing  warea  along  the  deep ; 

While,  da8h'd  apart  by  her  dividing  prow, 

Łjke  baming  adamaat  the  watera  glow  ; 

Her  joints  forget  their  firm  elastic  tonę, 

Her  long  keel  tremblea,  and  her  timbers  groan : 

Upheav*d  behind  her  in  tremendoua  height 

The  bil  Iowa  frown,  with  fearfal  nidiance  bright; 

Now  quivVing  o'er  the  topmost  waye«be  rides, 

While  deep  beneath  th'  enormous  guif  dirides  ; 

Now  laonching  headlong  down  the  horrid  vale, 

Becalm*d,  abe  heara  no  morę  the  bowling  gale ; 

Till  np  the  dreadful  height  again  she  flies, 

Trembling  beneath  the  current  of  the  akiea : 

Aa  that  rebellious  angeł,  who  from  Hcav'a 

To  regiona  of  etemał  pain  was  driT*n, 

When  dreadleaa  he  forsook  the  Stygian  ahore 

The  distant  realma  of  Eden  to  ezplore ; 

Herę,  on  anlpbureous  clouda  sublime  apbeav*d, 

With  daring  wing  th*  infemal  air  he  cleav*d ; 

There,  in  aome  hideons  gulf  descending  prone* 

Far  in  the  Toid  abrnpt  of  night  was  thrown — 

ETen  ao  ahe  climbs  the  briny  monntain^a  berght, 

Then  down  the  black  abysa  precfpitatća  ber  flight: 

The  maats,  abont  whose  tops  the  whirtwinda  aing, 

With  long  vibration  round  her  azie  awing. 

To  guide  the  wayward  coorse  amid  tbe  gtocun 
The  watchfol  pilota  different  poata  assume : 
Albert  and  Roidmond  on  the  pOop  appe^r, 
There  to  direct  each  guiding  timoneer ; 
While  at  the  bow  the  watch  Arion  keepa. 
To  shun  what  cruiaera  wander  o'er  the  deepa: 
Where*er  he  movea  Palemon  atill  attenda. 
Aa  if  on  him  hia  only  bope  dependa ; 
While  Rodmond,  fearful  of  aome  neighb'ring  ahore, 
Criea,  erer  and  am^  "  Look  out  ąforw  /" 

Tbua  o'er  the  flooR  four  houra  she  acudding  flew, 
When  Falcooera'a  rugged  clifTa  they  view 
Faintly  along  the  larboard  bow  descried. 
Ab  o'er  ita  mountain  topa  the  lightainga  glide; 

■  To  aquare  the  yarda,  in  thia  place,  ia  meant  to 
arrange  them  directiy  athwart  the  ship'a  length. 

'  Steady,  ia  the  order  to  ateer  the  ahip  according 
to  the  linę  on  which  ahe  ad^ances  at  that  instant, 
without  deriating  to  the  rigbt  or  left  tbereof. 

^  In  all  large  ahipa  the  hełm  ia  managed  by  a 
Wheel* 
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The  steersmen  e^^ry  bidden  tura  apply, 

To  right,  and  left,  tbe  spokes  alternate  fly-«- 

Thus,  when  some  conquer*d  host  retrnats  in  fear, 

The  brarest  leaders  guard  the  broken  rear  ; 

Indignant  they  retire,  and  long  oppose 

Superior  armies  that  around  them  close  ; 

Stiil  shield  the  flanks,  the  routed  squadfon8  join, 

And  guide  the  flight  in  one  coutinued  linę  t 

Thus  they  direct  the  flying  bark  before 

Th*  impelling  floods,  that  lash  her  to  the  shore: 

High  o'er  the  poop  th*  audacious  seas  aspire, 

UprollM  in  hills  of  fluctuating  fire ; 

With  lab*ring  throes  she  roUs  on  either  side, 

And  dips  her  gunnels  in  the  yawning  tide; 

Her  joints  nnhing'd  in  palsied  languors  play, 

As  ice-flakes  part  beneath  the  noon-tide  ray : 

The  gale  howls  doleful  through  the  błocka  and 

shrouds. 
And  big  rain  poure  a  deluge  frotn  the  clouds; 
From  wintry  magazines  that  sweep  the  sky, 
Bescending  gtobes  of  hall  impetuoos  fly ; 
High  on  the  inasts,  with  pale  and  li^i^  rays. 
Amid  the  glooin  portentous  meteors  blaze ; 
Th'  ethereal  dome,  in  mournful  pomp  arrayM, 
Now  buried  lies  beneath  imperviou<i  shade, 
No  w,  flashing  round  intolerable  light, 
Kedoubles  all  the  horrour  of  the  uight — 
Stich  terrour  Sinai's  trembling  bill  o'erspread, 
When   Heav'n'8  loud  trumpet  sounded  o^er  its 

head: 
It  seemM,  the  wrathful  Angel  of  the  wind 
Had  all  the  horrours  of  the  skies  combinM, 
Aad  here,  to  one  ill-fated  ship  oppo^M, 
At  onee  the  dreadfnl  magazine  disclosM  : 
And  lo !  tremendous  o*er  the  deep  he  springs, 
Th*  inflaming  sulphur  flashing  from  his  wings; 
Hark  !  his  strong  voice  the  dismal  silence  breaks. 
Mad  Chaos  from  the  chains  of  Death  awakes : 
Loud,  and  morę  loud,  the  rolling  peals  enlarge. 
And  blue  on  deck  the  fiery  tides  discharge ; 
There  all  aghast  the  shivering  wretches  stood, 
While  chilł  suspensę  and  fear  congeaKd  their  blood ; 
Wide  bursts  in  dazzliug  sheets  the  living  flame, 
And  dread  concussion  reuds  th'  ethereal  frame; 
Sick  Earth  convuIsive  groans  from  shore  to  shore. 
And  Naturę  shuddering  feets  the  horrid  roar. 

Still  the  sad  prospect  rises  on  my  sight, 
ReveaVd  in  all  its  mournful  shade  and  light ; 
£*en  now  my  ear  with  quick  vibration  feels 
Th'  explosion  burst  in  strong  rebounding  peals ; 
Swift  through  my  pulses  glides  the  kindling  fire* 
A^  lightning  glances  on  th'  electric  wire: 
Yet  ah  !  the  languid  colours  yainly  strive 
To  bid  the  scenę  in  native  hues  revive. 

But  lo !  at  last,  from  tenfold  darkness  bora, 
Forth  issues  o*cr  the  wave  the  weeping  Mora : 
Hail,  sacred  vision !   who,  on  orient  wings, 
The  cheering  dawn  of  light  propitious  brings ! 
All  Naturę  smiling  haiPd  the  vivid  ray 
That  gave  her  beauties  to  returning  day, 
^1  but  our  ship  !  which,  gcoaning  on  the  tjde. 
No  kind  relief,  no  gleam  of  hope  descried  i 
For  now  in  fix>nt  her  trembling  inmates  see 
The  hi  lis  of  Greece  emerging  on  the  lee — 
So  the  lost  lover  view8  that  fatal  mora 
On  which,  for  ever  from  his  bosom  torn, 
The  maid  ador'd  resigns  her  blooming  charms. 
To  bless  with  love  some  happier  riyaPs  arms ; 
So  to  Kliza  dawnM  that  cruel  day 
lliat  tore  ^eas  from  her  sight  away. 


That  saw  him  parting  nerer  to  retnra, 
Herself  in  funeral  flames  decreed  to  bura. 
O  yet  in  clouds,  thou  genial  source  of  light ! 
Conceal  thy  radiant  glories  from  our  sig^t. 
Go,  with  thy  smile  adora  tbe  happy  plain. 
And  gild  the  scenes  where  health   and  płeasuri 

reign: 
But  let  not  here,  in  scora,  thy  wanton  bcam 
Insult  the  dreadful  grandeur  of  my  theme. 

While  shoreward  now  the  bounding  Teneł  flio^ 
Fuli  in  her  van  St  George'8  cliffs  arise; 
High  o*er  the  rest  a  pointed  crag  is  seeo* 
That  hung  projecting  o'er  a  mossy  greeo, 
Huge  breakers  on  the  larboard  bow  appear, 
And  filii  a-head  its  eastera  ledges  bear :    » 
To  steer  morę  eastward  Albert  still  commands, 
And  shun,  if  possible,  the  fatal  strands— 
Nearer  and  nearer  now  the  danger  grows, 
And  all  their  skill  relentless  Fates  oppue  ; 
For  while  morę  eastward  they  direct  the  prow, 
Cnormous  waves  the  quivering  deck  o^erflow; 
While,  as  she  wheels,  unable  to  subdue 
Her  sallies,  still  they  dread  her  broaching-to  »: 
Alarming  thought !  for  now  no  morę  a-lee 
Her  trembling  side  could  bear  the  motintainM  aea. 
And  if  pursuing  waves  she  scuds  before, 
Headlong  she  nins  upon  the  frightfnl  shore ; 
A  shore,  where  shelves  and  bidden  rocks  abcnnd, 
Where  Death  in  sccret  ambush  lurks  around: 
Not  half  so  dreadful  to  /Eneas*  eyes 
The  straits  of  Sicily  were  seen  to  rise, 
When  Palinurus  from  the  hełm  descry'd 
The  rocks  of  Scylla  on  his  eastera  side, 
While  in  the  west,  with  hideous  yawn  disdosM, 
His  onward  path  Charybdis'  gulf  oppos*dj 
The  double  danger  he  alteraate  TiewM, 
And  cautiously  his  arduous  track  porsuM : 
Tiius,  while  to  right  and  left  destniction  lies, 
Between  th*  estremes  the  daring  Tessel  flics : 
With  terrible  irruption  burstiug  o*er 
The  roarbie  clifs,  tremendous  surges  roar; 
Hoarse  through  each  winding  creek  tbe  iOBpeit 

raves, 
And  hoUow  rocks  repeat  the  groan  of  wa^es: 
Should  once  the  bottom  strike  this  cruel  sfaoce, 
The  parting  ship  that  instant  is  no  morę ; 
Nor  she  alone,  but  with  her  all  the  crew 
Beyond  relief  are  doom^d  to  perish  too : 
But  haply  she  escapes  the  dreadAil  strand, 
Though  scaice  her  length  in  distance  from  the  land ; 
Swift  as  the  weapon  quits  the  Sc3rtbian  bow 
She  cleaves  the  buraing  billows  with  her  prow, 
And  forward  hurrying  with  impetuous  hastę, 
Borae  on  the  tempesfs  wings,  tbe  isle  she  post : 
With  longing  eyes,  and  agony  of  mind, 
Tlie  sailors  view  this  refuge  left  behind; 
Happy  to  bribc  with  India^s  richest  ore  ' 

A  safe  accession  to  that  barren  shore — 
When  in  the  dark  PeruTian  mme  CQo6n'd, 
Lost  to  the  cheerful  commerce  of  mankind, 
The  groaning  ca^tlye  wastes  his  life  away. 
For  ever  exiVń  from  the  realms  of  day, 

s  Broaching-to,  is  a  sudden  and  inrolont^iry 
movement  in  navlgation,  wherein  a  ship,  whilst 
Bcodding  or  sailing  before  the  wind,  unexpectedly 
turas  her  side  to  w^ndward.  It  Is  generally  occa- 
sionecl  by  the  difBculty  of  steering  her,  or  by  some 
di«uister  happening  to  the  machinery  of  the  heł^- 
Sec  tUc  last  noto  of  tł^e  second  canto^    * 
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Not  half  such  pangs  his  bosom  agonize 
When  up  to  distant  liglit  he  rolls  his  eyes ! 
Where  the  broad  Sun,  in  his  diurnal  way 
Impartsto  all  beside  his  Tivłd''ray, 
While,  all  fortom,  the  victiin  pines  in  rain 
Fór  scenes  he  neTer  shall  possess  ągain. 

V.  But  uow  Athenian  mountains  they  desery, 
Aad  o'er  the  surge  Colonna  frowns  on  high, 
Where  marbte  colom ns,  long  by  time  defac'd, 
Mties  coYer^d  on  the  lofty  cape  are  plac'd ; 
Tbere,  remr'd  by  fair  Devotion,  to  sustain 
In  elder  tim^  Tritonia's  sacred  faoe, 
Tbe  circlhig  beach  in  murd^rous  form  appears, 
Decisire  goal  of  all  their  hopes  pJid  fears : 
The  aeaąien  now  in  wild  amazement  see 
The  scenę  of  ruin  rise  beneath  the  lee ; 
Swift  from  their  minds  elaps*d  all  dangers  past, 
A»  dumb  with  terrour  they  behold  the  last : 
And  nov,  while  wingM  with  ruin  from  on  high 
Through  the  rent  cloud  the  ragged  Ughtnings  fly, 
A  flash,  quick  giancing  on  the  ner^es  of  llght, 
Stnick  the  pale  helmsman  with  etemal  night : 
Rodraond,  who  heard  a  piteous  groan  behind, 
Toach'd  with  compassion,  gazM  upon  the  blind ; 
And,  while  around  his  sad  companions  crowd, 
He  guides  th'  unhappy  victim  to  the  shroud: 
*♦  Nie  theeahfł,  my  gałiant  fńend  P*  he  crics; 
**  Thy  onły  suceouT  on  the  mott  relles." 
The  hełm,  berefl  of  half  its  vital  fbrce,  ^ 

Now  scarce  sabdu'd  the  wild  unbridled  course ; 
Ouick  to  th*  abandon'd  wheel  Aricm  came 
TIte  ship*8  tempestuous  salłies  to  recłaim : 
The  ves5el,  whilc  the  dread  event  draws  nigh, 
Seems  morę  impatient  o*er  the  w'aves  to  fly ; 
Fate  spun  ber  on  ! — ^Thus,  issuing  from  afar, 
Advance8  to  the  Sun  some  blazing  star, 
Aiid,  as  it  feels  attraction^s  kindling  force, 
Spring  onward  with  accelerated  coiirse. 

The  moment  franght  with  fate  approaches  fast! 
While  thronging  sailors  dimb  each  quiy'ring  mast ; 
The  ship  no  tonger  now  must  stem  the  land, 
And,  "  hord  a  starboard!**  is  the  last  command: 
While  ev'ry  suppliant  voice  to  Heav*n  appliei, 
Tbe  prow  swift  wheeling  to  the  westward  flies ; 
TweWe  sailors,  on  the  foremast.who  depend, 
High  on  the  platform  of  the  top  ascend : 
Fatal  retreat !  for,  while  the  plunging  prow 
Immerges  headlong  in  the  waye  beiow. 
Down  prest  by  wat*ry  weight  the  bowsprit  bends, 
And  from  abó^e  the  stem  deep-cra^hing  rends : 
Beneath  her  bow  the  (loating  ruins  lie ; 
The  foremast  totters  unsustain'd  on  high: 
And  now  the  ship,  forelifted  by  the  sea, 
Harls  the  tali  fabric  backward  o*er  her  lee ; 
While,  m  the  generał  wreck,  the  faithful  stay 
Drags  the  main-topmast  by  the  cap  away : 
Flung  from  the  mast,  the  seamen  strive  in  Tain 
Throngh  hostile  floods  their  vessel  to  regain ; 
Weak  bope,  alas !  they  boffet  long  the  wave, 
And  grasp  at  life,  though  sinking  in  the  grave ; 
Till  all  exhausted,  and  bereft  of  strength, 
Cerpowcr^d  they  yield  to  cruel  Fate  at  length ; 
^  The  burying  waters  close  around  their  head, 
*  They  sink  for  cvcr,  numberM  with  the  de-yi ! 
lliose  who  remain  the  weatber  shrouds  embrace. 
Nor  looger  moom  their  iost  companions'  case ; 
Tnuisfixt  with  terrour  at  th*  approaching  doom, 
Seif-pity  in  their  breasts  alone  has  room : 
Albert,  and  Rodmond,  and  Paiemoo,  near 
With  yoong  Ańon,  on  the  mast  appcar  5 


E*en  they,  amid  th'  unspeakable  distress, 
Tn  ev'ry  look  distracting  tboughts  conff^ss, 
(n  evVy  vein  the  refluent  blood  congeals, 
And  ev'ry  bosom  mortal  terrour  feels ; 
Begirt  with  all  the  horrour  of  the  main 
They  v'ew*d  th'  adjacent  shore,  but  view'd  in  vain: 
Such  torments  in  the  dreąr  abodes  of  Heli, 
Where  sad  Despair  laments  with  rueful  yeU^ 
Such  tormeuts  agonize  tbe  damned  breast, 
That  sees  reraote  the  mansions  of  the  blest : 
It  comes !  the  dire  catastrophe  draws  near, 
Łash'd  furious  on  by  Destiny  8evere : 
The  ship  hangs  hovering  onthe  verge  of  death, 
Heli  yawns,  rocks  rise,  and  breakers  roar  beneath! 
O  yet  confirm  my  heart,  ye  pow*rs  above ! 
This  last  tremcndous  shock  of  Fate  to  prove ; 
The  tottering  frame  of  Reason  yet  sustain. 
Nor  let  this  rotal  havoc  whirl  my  brain : 
Since  I,  all  trembting  in  extreroe  distress, 
Must  still  the  horrible  resułt  expres8. 

In  yain,  alas  !  the  sacred  Shades  of  yore 
Would  arm  the  mind  with  philosophic  lore : 
In  vain  they'd  teach  us,  at  the  latest  breath. 
To  smile  serene  amid  the  pangs  of  death : 
Immortal  Zeno's  self  would  trembling  see 
Inexorable  Fate  beneath  the  lee ; 
And  Epictetus  at  tłle  sight,  in  Yain 
Attempt  hi»jstoic  (irmness  to  retaiu  ; 
Had  Socrates,  ibr  godlike  virtue  fam'd, 
And  wisest  of  the  sons  of  men  procIaim'd, 
Spectator  of  such  various  horroors  been, 
E*en  he  had  stagger'd  at  this  dreadfuł  scenę. 
In  vain  the  cords  and  axes  were  prepar*d, 
For  every  wave'  now  smites  the  quivering  yard ; 
High  o'er  the  ship  they  throw  a  dreadfuł  shade, 
Then  on  her  burst  in  terrible  cascade; 
Across  the  foundcr'd  deck  o'erwhelming  roar. 
And  foaming,  swelling,  bound  upon  the  sbore. 
Swift  up  the  mounting  billów  now  she  flies, 
Her  shatter'd  top  halt-bnried  in  the  skies  ;     ^ 
Borne  o'er  a  latent  reef  the  hull  impends, 
Then  thnnd'ring  on  the  marble  crags  descends : 
Her'^nd'rous  bulk  the  dire  concussion  feels, 
And  o'er  upheaTing  sorges  wounded  reels — 
Agatn  she  phinges !  bark  !  a  second  shock 
Bilges  the  splitting  vessel  on  the  rock : 
Down  on  the  vale  of  Death,  with  disraal  cries, 
The  fated  victims  shndd'ring  cast  their  eyes 
In  wild  despair;  while  yet  another  stroke, 
With  strong  convulsion  rends  the  solid  oak : 
Ab,  Heav'n !  —behold  her  crashing  ribs  divide ! 
She  loosens,  parts,  and  spreads  in  ruin  o'er  the  tide. 

Oh  were  it  minę  with  sacred  Maro*»  art 
To  wake  to  sympathy  the  feeljng  heart, 
Like  hitn  the  smooth  and  moumful  Tcrse  to  dress 
In  alt  the  pomp  of  exquisite  distress; 
Then,  too  scverely  taught  by  cruel  Fate, 
To  share  in  all  the  perils  I  relate, 
Then  might  I,  with  unrivall'd  strains,  deplore 
ITi'  impervious  horrours  of  a  leeward  shore. 

As  o'er  the  surf  the  bending  mainmast  hung, 
Still  on  the  rigging  thirty  seamen  dung : 
Some  on  a  broken  crag  were  struggling  cast, 
And  there  by  oozy  tangles  grappled  fast ; 
Awhile  they  borę  th*  o*erwhelming  billows'  ragę, 
Uneqnal  combat  with  their  Fate  to  wagę ; 
Tiłl  all  benumb'd,  and  feeble,  they  forego 
Their  slipp*ry  hołd,  and  sink  to  shades  belowt 
Some,  firom  the  main  yard-arm  impetuons  thrown 
On  marble  ridges,  die  without  a  groan : 
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Three  witb  Pałemon  on  their  skill  depcnd. 
And  from  the  wreck  on  oars  and  rafts  deacend ; 
Wow  on  the  mountain-wave  on  high  they  ride, 
Then  downward  plunge  beneatb  th*  involving  tide ; 
Ti  II  one,  who  seems  in  agony  to  strive, 
The  whirltng  brcakers  heave  on  shore  alive : 
Tbe  rest  a  speedier  end  of  anguish  knew. 
And  prest  the  sŁony  beach — a  lifeiess  crew  ! 
Next,  O  nnbappy  chief!  th^'  etcmal  doom 
Of  Heaven  decreed  tbee  to  the  briny  tomb : 
What  scenes  of  misery  torment  thy  view ! 
What  painful  struggtes  of  thy  dying  crew  ! 
Thy  perisbM  Itopes  aU  buried  in  the  flood 
O^erspread  with  cor^es,  red  with  human  blood  ! 
So  pterc'd  witb  anguish  hoary  Priam  gazM, 
Wben  Troy'9  imperial  domes  in  ruin  blaz^d ; 
Whife  he,  severejit  sorrow  doom'd  to  fecl, 
£zpir'd  beneatb  tbe  victar*s  miirderitig  steel — 
Thus  with  hiii  hclplcss  partnens  to  tbe  iast. 
Sad  refuge !  Albert  grasps  the  floating  mast. 
His  soul  could  yet  sustain  this  mortal  blow, 
But  droops,  alas !  beneatb  superior  woe ; 
For  nbw  strong  Nature's  symi»athetic  chaia 
Tugs  at  hia  yeaming  heart  with  pow*iful  strain : 
His  faithful  wlfe,  for  cver  doom'd  to  moum 
For  hinii  alas  !  who  never  sball  return,  _ 
To  black  Adversity's  approach  expos'd, 
With  want  and  hardships  uuforeseen  enclosM ; 
His  lovely  daughter,  left  without  a  friend 
Her  innocence  to  succour  and  defeod. 
By  youtb  and  indigence  set  fortli  a  prey 
To  lawłess  Guilt,  that  flatters  to  betray — 
While  these  reflections  rack  his  fecling  mind, 
Kodinond,  who  hung  bcside,  his  grasp  reagad; 
And,  as  the  tumbling  waters  o'er  him  rolPd, 
His  outstrctch'd  arms  the  master^s  legs  enfold : 
Sad  Albert  feels  their  dissolution  near, 
And  sŁrives  in  vain  his  fetter'd  limbs  to  elear, 
For  Death  bids  evVy  clinching  joint  adhere : 
AU  faint,  to  Ueav'n  be  throws  his  dying  eyes. 
And,  **  Oh  proiect  my  xo\fe  atid  childP*  be  crics — 
The  goshing  streams  roU    back   th*  uBfini8b'd 

sound, 
He  ga^s !  and  sinks  amid  the  vast  profound. 
Five  only  left  of  all  tfae  shipwreckM  throng 
Yet  ride  the  mast  which  shoreward  drłves  along; 
"With  tbese  Arion  still  bis  hołd  secures, 
And  all  assaults  of  bostile  wave$  endures : 
0'er  the  dire  prospect  as  for  life  be  6trives, 
He  looks  łf  poor  Palemon  yet  survive8 — 
**  Ah  wherefore,  trusting  to  unequal  art, 
J>idst  thon,  incautious !  from  the  wreck  depart } 
Alas !  tbese  rocks  all  human  skill  defy, 
Who  strikes  them  once,  beyond  relief  must  die : 
And  now  sore  w^unded,  thou  perhaps  art  tost 
On  these,  or  in  some  oozy  carern  lost:** 
Thus  thougbt  Arion ;  anxiou8  ga2łDg  round 
In  vain,  his  eyes  no  morę  Palemop  fnmd — 
1'he  demons  of  destruction  hover  nigh. 
And  thick  thf^ir  mortal  shałls  commission*d  fly: 
W  hen  now  a  breaking  surge,  with  forccful  sway, 
Two,  next  Arion,  furious  tears  away ; 
HurPd  on  the  crags,  behold  they  gasp,  they  bleed ! 
And,  g^aning,  cling  upon  th*  eluuve  weed ; 
Another  biliow-bursts  in  boundless  roar  ! 
Arion  sinks!  and  Memory  view6  no  morę. 

Ha !  total  night  and  horrour  here  preside. 
My  fitunnM  ear  tingles  to  the  whizzing  tide ; 
It  is  their  funeral  knell !  and,  gliding  near, 
Methinks  the  phantoms  of  the  dead  appear : 


But  lo !  emergiDg  from  the  wafry  grare 
Again  they  float  incunibent  oo  the  wave, 
Again  the  dismal  prospect  opeus  round 
The  wreck,  the  shore,  the  dying,  and  the  drown^d! 
And  see  !  enfeebled  by  repcated  shocks, 
lliose  two,  who  scramble  on  Ib'  adjaceot  rock% 
Their  faithless  hołd  no  longer  can  retain, 
Tbey  sink  o'erwheImM  !  and  nerer  rise  agaio. 

Two  with  Arion  yet  the  uiast  upbore, 
That  now  above  the  riJges  reach'd  the  shore; 
Still  trembling  to  desoend,  thi^y  downwajd  gazę 
With  horrour  pale,  and  torpid  witii  amaze: 
Tbe  floods  recoil !  the  gruund  appears  below! 
And  Hfe*$  faint  embcrs  now  rekiudling  glow ; 
Awhile  they  wait  th'  cxhausted  wares'.  retreai, 
Then  climb  slow  up  the  beach  witb  bands  and  feet— 
O  Heav'n  !  detiyer^d  by  wbose  sov'reagn  band 
Stllł  on  destruction^s  brink  they  shadd*ring  stand, 
Receive  the  Janguid  incense  they  bertow, 
That  damp  witb  death  appt^rs  not  yet  to  glov; 
To  TMEB  eacb  soul  the  warm  oblation  pays 
With  trembling  ardour  of  un^ual  praise  ; 
In  ev'ry  heart  dismay  with  wonder  strires, 
And  hope  the  sickenM  spark  of  life  reyiyesy 
Her  magie  pow'rs  their  exiPdhcaIth  restore 
Till  horrour  and  despair  are  felt  no  morę. 

RousM  by  the  blust*ring  tempeat  of  tbe  night, 
A  troop  of  Grecians  mount  ColQiina*s  heigbt; 
When,  gazing  down  with  horrour  on  the  flood. 
Fuli  to  their  view  the  acene  of  ruin  stood — 
The  surf  with  mangled  bodies  8tr^'d  aroond, 
And  those  yet  breathing  on  the  8ea-wash'd  giuand: 
Though  lost  to, science  and  the  nobler  art^ 
Yet  Nature^s  lorę  inform'd  their  feeiing  bearts ; 
Straight  down  the  rale  with  hasfningsteps  they  bied, 
Th'  unbappy  sufferers  to  assist,  and  guide. 

Meanwhiie  those  three  escap'd  beneath,  expł<n 
Tbe  first  advcnt'roufi  youth  who  reacb*d  the  siioie: 
Pantiog,  with  eyes  averted  from  the  day, 
Pronc,  helpless,  on  tbe  tangly  beach  be  lay— 
It  is  Palemon  !  oh,  what  tumults  roli 
With  hope  and  terrour  in  Arion^s  soulj 
"  Ify^t  unhttrt  ke  Iwes  agi^in  to  view 
His  friend,  and  Łhis  sole  remnanl  (^our  erem, 
lVith  tu  to  trtroeł  łkrough  łluiforeięn.  zane. 
And  share  thefuiure  good  or  Ul  ttnhwwn  V* 
Arion  Uiub  ;  but  ah,  sad  doom  of  Fate ! 
That  bleed  ing  Memory  sorrows  to  relatej 
While  yet  afioat,  oa  some  resistang  lock 
His  ribs  were  dasbM,  and  fractur*d  with  tbeshock: 
Heart-piercing  sight !  those  cheeks  so  late  anay'd 
In  beauty's  bloom,  are  pale  with  mortal  sbade^ 
Distilling  blood  his  loTely  breast  o'erspread. 
And  cIogg*d  tfae  golden  tresses  of  his  head: 
Nor  yet  tbe  lungs  by  this  penaicious  stroke 
Were  wounded,  or  the  rocal  organa  broke. 
Down  from  his  neck,  with  blazing  gema  anajM^ 
Thy  image,  lovely  Anna !  hung  portray*d ; 
Th'  unconsciouft  figurę,  Mailing  all  serenc^ 
Suspended  in  a  goldeo  chain  was  seen : 
Hadst  thou,  soft  maklen !  in  thia  hoar  of  wóe 
Beheld  him  writhmg  from  the  deadly  blow, 
What  foice  of  art,  what  language  oould  eipresi 
Thine  ągooy,  thine  eacquisite  distresi? 
But  thou,  alas !  art  doom'd  to  weep  in  Tain  ^ 
For  him  thine  eyes  shali  never  see  again. 
With  dumb  amazement  pale,  Arion  gaz'd. 
And  cautiously  tbe  wounded  youth  aprais*d  ^ 
Palemon  then,  with  equa]  pangs  opprest, 
In  faltcring  acceots  thus  his  friand  addrest : 
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'*  O,  rescQ'd  from  destniction  late  so  nigh, 
Beneath  whose  fatal  influence  doom'd  I  lie  ; 
Are  we  tben,  exjrd  to  this  last  retreat 
Of  lilie,  unhappy  !  thus  decreed  to  meet? 
Ah  \  how  uniike  what  yester-morn  enjoy'd, 
Enchanting  hopes !  for  ever  now  destroyM ; 
For  wounded,  far  beyond  ali  healing  pow^r, 
PalemoD  dies,  and  this  his  finał  hour: 
By  those  fell  breakers,  where  in  vaia  I  strove, 
AŁ  ODce  cut  off  from  fortunę,  life,  and  love  ! 
Far  other  scenes  must  soon  present  my  sight, 
Tbat  lie  deep-buried  yet  in  tenfold  night-^ 
Ab  !  wretched  father  of  a  wretched  son, 
Wbqin  thy  patemal  prudencc  bas  und<me  ; 
Honr  will  remembrance  uf  thts  blinded  care 
Bend  down  Łhy  head  with  anguish  and  despair : 
Sttcb  dire  efiects  from  avarice  arise ; 
Tbat  deaf  to  Nature'8  vołce,  and  vainly  wise, 
With  foroe  seyere  endeavour8  to  control 
The  noblest  passions  tbat  inspire  tbe  soul : 
But  O  THOU  SACRED  PowBR !  whosc  Uw  counects 
Th'  etemat  obain  of  caoaes  and  effects, 
Let  DOt  thy  chasfning  ministcrs  of  ragę 
Afflict  with  sbarp  remorse  his  feeble  age ; 
And  you,  ^ł<»  !  wbo  with  these  tbe  last 
Of  all  our  crew  Burvłve  Łhe  shipwrbck  past — 
Ab !  cease  to  moum,  those  friendły  tears  restratn, 
Nor  gi%'e  my  dying  moments  keener  pain ! 
Since  He«Vn  may  soon  thy  wand^ring  steps  restore, 
When  parted  hence,  to  Engłand^s  distant  sbore ; 
Shouldst  thou,  tb'  unwflling  messenger  of  Fate, 
To  him  tbe  tragic  story  first  relate  $ 
Oh !  friendship's  generoos  ardour  tben  suppress. 
Nor  hint  the  fatal  cause  of  my  distress; 
Nor  let  eacb  horrid  incident  sustain 
The  leagthenM  tale  to  aggra^ate  bis  pain : 
Ah !  tben  remember  well  my  last  request 
For  her  wbo  reigns  for  ever  in  my  breast ; 
Yet  let  him  prove  a  father  and  a  friend, 
The  helpless  maid  to  succour  and  defend— 
Say,  I  tbłs  suit  impIor'd  with  parting  breatb, 
So  Heay*n  befriend  him  at  bis  hour  of  death ! 
But,  oh !  to  lovely  Anna  shouldst  thou  tell 
What  dire  untimely  end  thy  friend  befel ; 
Draw  o^er  the  dismal  scenę  soft  Pity'8  veil. 
And  lightly  touch  tbe  lamentable  tale : 
Say  that  my  lowe,  inviołabIy  true. 
No  change,  no  diminution  erer  knew; 
Lo !  ber  bright  image,  pendent  on  my  neck, 
Is  all  PaJemon  rescu^d  from  tbe  wreck ; 
Take  it !  aud  say,  when  panting  in  the  wave, 
1  strnggled,  life  and  this  alone  to  saye. 

'*  My  soul,  tbat  flutfring  hastens  to  be  liree, 
Would  yet  a  train  of  thoughts  impart  to  tbee. 
But  6trives  in  ▼ain;  the  cbilUng  ice  of  death 
ODngeals  my  blood,  and  cboaks  the  ctream  of  breatb; 
KesignM,  sbe  qułts  her  comfortless  abode. 
To  courae  that  kmg,  unknown,  etemal  road — 
O  sacred  Sottrce  of  ever-living  Light ! 
Conduct  tbe  weary  wand^rer  in  ber  flight; 
Direct  ber  onward  to  that  peaceftil  sbore, 
Wkere  perił,  paio,  and  death  prevail  no  morę. 

"  When  thou  some  tale  of  baples8love  sbałthear, 
That  steals  from  Pity*s  eye  the  melting  tear ; 
Of  two  chaste  heśarts,  by  mutual  passion  joinld. 
To  absence,  sorrow,  and  despair  consign^d ; 
Oh  !  tben,  to  swell  tbe  tides  of  soctal  woe» 
That  heal  th'  aflSicted  bosom  they  o^erflow, 
While  Memory  dictates,  this  sad  Sbipwreck  tell, 
4nd  wbat  distresi  thy  wretched  friend  befel : 


Tben,  while  in  streams  of  soft  coropassion  drown'd» 
The  swains  lament,  and  maidens  weep  around; 
While  lisping  cbildren,  touch^d  with  infant  fear, 
With  won  der  gazę,  and  drop  th^  unconscious  tear; 
Ob !  tben  this  morał  bid  their  souls  retain, 
All  thooghts  of  ua>piness  on  £arth  arb  vain  !" 

The  last  faint  acccnts  trerabled  on  bis  tougue 
That  now  iaactive  to  the  palate  clung; 
His  bosom  beavcs  a  mortal  groan    be  dies ! 
And  shadcs  etemal  sink  upon  his  eyes. 

As  thus  defac'd  in  death  Palemon  lay^ 
Arion  gazM  upon  the  lifeless  clay ; 
Transfix'd  be  stood ;  with  awful  terrour  fiird, 
While  down  his  cher^k  the  silent  drops  distilfd: 

"  O  ill-starr*d  votary  of  unspotted  truth  '. 
Untimely  perishM  in  the  bloom  of  youth ; 
Should  e^er  thy  friend  arrive  on  Albion*8  land» 
He  will  obey,  though  paiuful,  thy  command  ; 
His  tongue  the  dreadful  story  shall  display. 
And  all  tbe  borrours  of  this  dismal  day  : 
Disastrous  day !  what  ruin  hast  thou  bred, 
What  anguisb  to  tbe  living  and  tbe  dead  ! 
How  hast  thou  left  the  widów  all  forlom; 
And  ever  doom'd  the  orphan  cbild  to  moum, 
Tin  ough  life-' s  sad  jouraey  bopeiess  to  complaln : 
Can  sacred  Justice  these  events  ordain? 
But,  O  my  soul !  .avoid  that  wondrous  maże 
Where  Keason,  lost  in  endless  errour,  strays; 
As  tbrough  tbis  tboray  vale  of  life  we  run, 
Oreat  Cause  of  all  effects,  thy  will  bb  domb!'* 

Now  had  tht^  Grecians  on  tbe  beach  arriv*dy 
To  aid  tbe  helpless  few  wbo  yet  8urviv'd  : 
While  passing,  thoy  bebold  tbe  waves  o'erspread 
With  8hatter'd  rafts  and  corses  of  the  dead ; 
Three  still  alive,  benumb'd  and  faint  they  find» 
fal  moumful  silence  on  a  ro^  redin^d : 
Tbe  gen*rous  natires,  moY^d  with  social  pain, 
The  feeble  strangers  in  their  arms  sustain; 
With  pitying  sighs  their  hapless  lot  deplore, 
And  leąd  them  trembling  from  tbe  fatal  sbore. 


OCCASIONAL  EŁBfilT* 

IN  WHICH  THB  nUtCBOING  MARRATirS  IS  COKCŁUDEA. 

The  scenę  of  death  is  clos'd !  the  moumful  straioa 
Dissolre  in  dying  languor  on  tbe  ear  ; 

Yet  Pity  w^eps,  yet  Sympatby  complains. 
And  dump  Suspente  awaits  o*erwhdm'd  with  fekci 

But  tbe  sad  Muses  with  prophetąc  eye 
At  once  the  fiiture  and  the  past  exp1ore ; 

Their  barps  Oblivion's  influence  can  defy. 
And  waft  tbe  spirit  to  th*  etemal  sbore— 

Then,  O  Palemon !  if  thy  ahade  caa  hear 
The  Yoice  of  Friendsbip  stiU  lament  tfay  ^oom, 

Ydt  to  the  sad  oblatknis  bend  thine  ear, 
That  rise  in  vocal  incense  o*er  thy  tomb : 

From  young  Arion  first  the  news  recetv'd 
With  terrour,  pale  unhappy  Anna  nead ; 

Witb  inconsolable  distress  sbe  griev'4» 
And  from  her  cheek  tbe  rosę  of  beauty  fled  r 

In  Tain,  alas !  the  gentle  Tirgin  wept, 
Corrosive  anguisb  ngpt  her  vital  bloom  ; 

0*er  ber  soft  frame  diseafles  stemly  crept. 
And  gave  the  lorely  victim  to  the  tomh : 


412 


FALCONER'S  POEMS. 


A  longer  datę  of  woe,  the  widowM  wife 

Her  iamentable  lot  afflicted  borę ; 
Yet  both  were  rescu*d  from  the  chains  of  life 

Before  Arion  reach'd  his  native  shorc: 

The  ikther  onrelenting  pbrenzy  stuog, 

Untau^ht  in  Virtue*8  achool  distress  to  bear ; 

Severe  Remorse  his  torturM  hosotn  wrun^» 
He  lan^ifih'd,  gioanM,  and  peri^h'd  in  despair. 

Ye  lost  companioDs  of  distress,  adieu  ! 

Your  toils,  and  pains,  and  dangers  are  no  morę; 
The  tempest  now  shall  howl  unheard  by  yoa, 

While  ocean  smites  in  vain  the  trembling  shore ; 

• 
On  yon  the  blast,  surcbargM  witb  rain  and  snów, 

In  winteHs  dismal  nights  no  morę  shall  beat ; 
Unfełt  by  you  the  vertic  Sun  may  glow. 

And  scorch  the  panting  Earth  wtth  baneful  heat: 

No  morę  the  joyfal  maid,  with  sprightly  strain, 
Shall  wake  the  dance  to  gi^e  you  welcome  h(Nne; 

Kor  hopeless  love  impart  undying  pain, 

When  far  from  sceues  of  social  joy  you  roam;. 

No  roore  on  yon  wide  watYy  waste  you  stray, 
While  hunger  and  disease  your  life  consume, 

While  parching  thirst,  that  bums  without  allay, 
Forbids  the  blasted  ro&e  of  health  to  bloom; 

No  morę  you  feel  Contagion*8  mortal  breath» 
That  taints  the  realmswith  misery  serere, 
No  morę  bebold  pale  Famine,  scatt'ring  death, 
•  With  cruel  ravage  dtsolate  the  year: 

The  thund*ring  drun^he  trumpefs  swelling  strain 
Unheard,  shall  form  the  long  embattled  linę : 

Unheard,  the  deep  foundations  of  the  main 
Shall  tremble,  when  the  hostile  squadrcMłSJoin: 

Since  grief,  fatigue,  and  hazards  still  molest 
The  wand*ring  vassals  of  the  faithless  deep ; 

Oh  1  happier  now  escap'd  to  endless  rest, 
Than  we,  who  still  survtve  to  wake  aud  weep: 

Wbat  though  no  funera)  pomp,  no  borrowM  tear, 
Your  hour  of  death  to  gazing  crowds  shall  tell ; 

Nor  weeping  friends  attend  your  sable  bier, 
Who  sadly  listen  to  the  passing  beli; 

Tlie  tutorM  sigh,  the  vain  paradę  of  woe, 
No  real  anguish  to  the  soul  impart ; 

And  oft,  alas  T  the  tear  that  friends  bcstow, 
Belies  the  latent  feelings  of  the  heart : 

What  though  nosculptur*d  pile  your  name  displays, 
Like  those  who  perish  in  their  couutry'8  cause; 

What  though  no  epic  Muse  in  living  lays 
Records  your  dreadful  daring  with  applause ; 

Fuli  oft  the  flatfring  marble  bids  renown 
With  blazofiM  trophics  deck  the  spotted  name ; 

And  oft,  too  oft,  the  venal  Mnses  crown 
The  slayes  of  Vice  with  nerer-dying  famę — 

Yet  shall  Remembrance  from  Oblivion*s  veil 
Kelieve  your  scenę,  and  sigh  with  grtcf  sincere ; 

And  soft  Compnssion  at  your  tragic  tale 
In  silent  tribate  pay  her  kindred  tear. 


A  poEyr, 

8ACRBD  TO  THB  MBMORY  OF   U  IB   ]lOVAX  Wn- 
NBSS  FREDERIC  fkiNCB  OF  W4LE». 

FaoM  the  big  horrour  of  war*s  hoarse  a]annS| 
And  the  treoienduus  clang  of  clashing  anns, 
0escend,  my  Muse !  a  deeper  scenę  to  draw 
(A  scenę  will  faofd  the  tist^iing  world  in  awe ') 
Is  my  inteńt:  Melpomenę  inspir^ 
While,  with  sad  notes,  I  btrike  the  trembling  Yytti 
And  may  my  lines  with  easy  motioo  flow, 
Melt  as  they  move,  and  fili  each  heart  with  woc: 
Big  with  the  sorrow  it  descńbes,  my  song, 
In  solemn  pomp,  majestic,  moye  along. 
'  Oh  I  bear  me  to  some  awf  ul  silent  giade 
Where  cedars  form  an  unremitting  shade ; 
Where  nerer  track  of  human  feei  was  known ; 
Where  never  cheerful  tight  oT  Phoebus  diOBe ; 
Where  chirpiug  linnets  warble  tsJes  of  love. 
And  hoarserwinds  howl  murm'ńngthroughthegiore; 
Where  some  unhappy  wretcb  aye  moums  bis  dooa, 
Deep  melancholy  wandYing  throogb  the  gloom; 
Where  solitude  and  meditation  roam. 
And  where  no  dawning  glimpse  of  hope  can  oooe; 
Place  me  in  such  an  unfrequented  shade. 
To  speak  to  nonę  bat  with  the  mighty  dead: 
T*  assist  the  pouring  rains  with  brimAil  eycs. 
And  aid  hoarse  bowling  Boreas  with  my  sigbfc 
When  Winter^s  horrours  left  Britannia^s  isie, 
And  Spring  in  blooroing  Terdure  'gan  to  smiie; 
When  ńlls,  unboimd,  began  to  pnrl  along. 
And  warbllng  larks  renewM  the  Temal  song  ; 
When  sprouting  roses,  deck'd  in  eruauan  dye, 

Began  tobloom, 

Hard  fate  !  theu,  noble  Fred*ńc,  dklst  tbou  die : 
DoomM  by  incKorable  Fate'8  decree, 
Th'  approaching  Summer  ne*er  oo  Earth  to  see; 
In  thy  parch'd  Titals  buming  fever8  ragę* 
Whow  flame  the  virtu6  of  no  herbs  aaawage; 
No  cooling  med'cine  can  its  heat  aliay, 
Relentless  Destiny  cries,  **  No  delay." 
Ye  pow*rs!  and  roust  a  princeso  noble  die  ? 
(Whose  eąual  breathes  not  under  th'  ambieot  skf :) 
Ah  !  must  he  die,  tben,  in  3rouŁh'8  full^lown  priow^ 
Cut  by  the  scythe  of  ali-derauring  Time  ? 
Yes,  Fate  has  doom*d !  his  soul  now  leaves  its  weight. 
And  all  are  onder  the  decree  of  Fate; 
Th*  irrevocab1e  doom  of  Destiny 
Pronounc*d,  "  Ail  mortals  must  submisaśre  die." 
The  princes  wait  around  with  weeping  eyes, 
And  the  dome  echoes  all  with  piercing  cries : 
With  dolefiil  noise  the  matrons  scream  around, 
With  female  shrieks  tlie  Taulted  roo&  reboond: 
A  dismal  noise!  Now  one  promiscuoui  nar 
Cries,  **  Ah !  the  noble  Prod^ic  ia  no  morę !" 
The  chief  reluctant  yields  his  latest  breath; 
His  ey»-]id8  settle  in  the  shades  of  death : 
Dark  sable  shades  present  before  each  eye^ 
And  the  deep  ^ast  abyss,  eternity  1 
Tfarough  perpetuity*s  expaiise  he  qpriogs; 
And  o'er  the  Tast  profbond  he  shoots  oo  wings : 
The  soul  to  distant  regions  iteen  ber  fbgh^ 
And  sailB  tncumbent  on  inferior  night: 
With  Tast  celerity  she  shoots  away. 
And  meets  the  regions  of  etemal  «łay. 
To  shine  for  ever  in  the  heav*niy  birtb, 
And  leave  the  body  here  to  rot  on  Earth. 

*  By  awe,  here,  is  meant  atteotiGa* 
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The  meUnchoIy  patrioti  roniid  it  walt. 
And  moum  tbe  mya]  hero*B  timeleas  fate. 
Dttoonsolate  they  morę,  a  moamful  band  1 
In  solemn  pomp  they  march  aionjr  tbe  strand : 
The  iKłble  chief,  interr*d  in  youthfiil  bloom, 
lies  tn  tbe  dreary  regioos  of  the  tomb* 

AdowD  Au^nsta^s  pallid  Tisage  flow 
The  liring  pcarls  with  anaflected  woe: 
Discuns^late,  hapless,  see  pale  BriŁain  fnourn, 
AbandonM  isle!  forsaken  and  forlorn!. 
With  Hesp^rate  handsherbleedingbreastshebeats; 
Y^\]e  o*er  her,  frowntug.  grim  Destnictionthrcato. 
She  mourns  with  hi^art-felt  grief,  she  rends  her  hair. 
And  fi1(s  with  piercing  cries  th'  cchoing  air. 
Weil  aiay'st  tbou  mourn  thy  patriofs  timelenend, 
Thy  Muise^s  patron,  and  thy  mcrchanl'9  friend. 
What  heart  śhall  pity  thy  ftilUflowing  grief  ? 
What  haiid  now  dcign  to  give  thy  ptjor  relief? 
T  encourage  arts,  whose  fapunty  now  shall  flow. 
And  leamed  science  to  promote,  b(^ow  ? 
Who  DOW  protect  thee  from  the  hostile  frown. 
And  to  the  injur^d  Jast  return  his  own  ? 
From  Q8*ry  and  oppreasion  who  shall  gnard 
The  hełpless,  and  the  threafning  ruin  ward  ? 
Alas !  the  tmly  noble  Briton*s  gone, 
And  left  us  here  in  ceaseless  woe  to  moan ! 
Impending  Desolation  hangs  around, 
And  Ruin  havers  o*er  the  trembling  ground: 
The  blooming  Spring  droops  her  euamelPd  head» 
Her  glories  wither,  and  her  flow'rs  ail  fade: 
The  spnniting  leavet  aiready  drop  away ; 
Łangubh  the  liviftg  herbs  with  pale  decay: 
The  bowing  trees,  see!  o*cr  the  blasted  heath, 
Depending,  bend  beneath  tbe  weight  of  death : 
Wrapp'd  in  th'expanaive  gloom,  the  Hghtnings  play, 
Hoane  thonder  muttera  throogh  th*  aerial  way : 
AU  Natore  feels  the  pangs,  the  storms  renew. 
And  iprouts,  with  fatal  hastę,  the  baleful  yew. 

Some  pow'r  avert  the  threafning  horrid  weight, 
And,  godlike,  prop  Britannia^s  sinking  state  1 
Mincrra,  hover  o'er  young  George*g  tout  j 
May  sacred  wisdom  all  his  deeds  control ! 
Esalted  grandeur  in  eacb  action  shine, 
His  conduct  all  declare  the  youth  divine. 

Methinks  I  see  him  shine  a  glorious  star, 
Gcntle  in  peace,  but  terrible  in  war! 
Methinks  each  region  does  his  praise  resound. 
And  natioDS  tremble  at  his  nffme  around  ! 
His  &nie,  throagh  ev'ry  distant  kingdom  mng, 
PfOcJainis .  him    of  the   race    frum    whence   he 

sprang : 
So  sable  smoke,  in  volamefi  curls  on  high, 
He^Bs  roli  on  heapa,  and  blacken  all  the  sky : 
Ałready  so^  his  famę,  methinks,  is  hurl'd 
Aronnd  th*  admiring  venerating  world. 
So  the  benighted  wand'rer,  on  his  way, 
Łaments  the  absence  of  all-cheering  day ; 
Far  distant  from  his  friends  and  native  home, 
Aod  not  one  glimpse  does  glimmer  througb  the 

gloom: 
In  tbought  he  breathes,  each  sigh  his  latest  breath, 
Present,  each  meditation,  pits  of  death: 
Irreg*lar,  wild  chimeras  fili  his  soul, 
Aod  death,  and  dying,  6V*ry  step  oontrol. 
TUI  from  tbe  east  there  breaks  a  purple  gleam, 
His  fears  then  Tanish  as  a  fleeting  dream* 
Hid  in  a  clond  the  Sun  first  shoots  his  ray, 
Then  breaks  efinlgenfOn  th*  illamin'd  day; 
We  see  no  spot  then  in  the  flaming  rays, 
Coofos^d  and  lost  within  th*  exce8uve  hlaze. 
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wtrrrBN  aboabd  tub  koyal  ceor^^e. 

AcAiN  the  royal  streamers  play ! 
To  glory  Edward  bastes  away ; 
Adieu,  ye  happy  »i1van  bowers, 

HTiere  Pleasure'8  sprigbtly  throng  await ! 
Ye  domes,  where  regal  Grandeur  towera 
In  purple  ornaments  of  state ! 
Ye  scones  where  Virtue's  sacred  strain 
Bids  the  tragic  Mnsfe  complain ! 
Where  Satire  treads  the  comic  stage. 
To  scourge  and  mend  a  yenal  ag«  j 
Where  musie  poun  the  soft,  metodions  lay^ 
And  meltingsymphoniescongenial  play! 
Ye  silken  sons  of  Ease,  who  dwell 
In  flowery  irales  of  Peace,  farewell ! 
In  vain  the  goddess  of  the  mjrrtle  grove 

Her  charms  ineiTable  displays; 
In  vain  she  calls  to  happier  uśalms  of  lora, 
Which  Spring*8  unfading  btoom  arrays: 
In  vain  her  living  roses  blow, 
And  ever-Temal  pleasures  grow; 
The  gentle  sports  of  youth  no  morę 
Alhire  him  to  the  peacefiil  shore : 
Arcadian  ease  no  longer  charms. 

For  war  and  famę  alone  can  piease. 
His  throbbing  bosom  beats  to  arms,         [seas 
To  war  the  bero  moTes,  througb  stonns  and  wintry 

CHOHUS. 

The  gentle  sports  of  youth  no  morę 
Allure  him  to  the  peaceAil  shore. 
For  war  and  fiune  alone  can  please ;       [seas. 
To  war  the  bero  moves,  througb  storms  and  wintry 

Though  Danger's  hottiie  train  arpears 
To  thwart  the  course  that  Honour  steers; . 
UnmoY^d  he  leads  the  nigged  way, 
Despising  peril  and  dismay : 
His  country  cails;  to  guard  her  lawii, 

Lo !  every  joy  the  gallant  yonth  resigns ; 
Th'  avenging  naval  sword  be  draws. 

And  o*er  the  waves  oonducts  her  martial  lir  et: 
Hark  !  his  sprightly  darions  play ; 
Follow  where  he  leads  the  way  i 
The  pieroing  fife,  the  sounding  dmm. 
Tell  the  deeps  their  mastcr^s  come* 

RHOIUS. 

Hark !  bis  sprightly  darions  play, 
Follow  where  he  leads  the  way ! 
The  piercing  fife,  the  sounding  dnim, 
Tell  the  deeps  their  master^s  come. 

Thus  Alcmena^B  warlike  ton 

The  thomy  course  of  Yirtue  run, 

When,  taught  by  her  unerring  voice, 
He  madę  the  glorious  choice : 

Severe,  indeed,  th'  attempt  he  knew, 

Youtb's  genial  ardours  to  subdue: 
For  Pieasore,  Yenus*  lorely  form  assum^d; 

Her  glowing  charms,  dłvinely  brigh% 
In  all  the  pride  of  beauty  bloom'd, 

And  struck  his  raTish*d  sight. 
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lYainsfis^d,  amazM, 
Alcides  gazM : 
Enchantiag  grace 
AdornM  her  face, 
And  all  his  chaDging  looks  confest 
Th'  altemate  passions  in  his  breast: 
Her  swelling  bosom  half  reveal'd, 

Her  eyes  that  kindliog  raptures  fir^d, 
A  thousaud  tender  pains  instiilM, 

A  thousand  flatt*riDg  thougbtś  inspir^d: 
Persuasion^s  aweetest  language  hung 
In  melting  accent  on  her  tongue; 
Deep  in  his  heart,  the  winning  tale 

Infii8*d  a  magie  power ; 
She  prest  him  to  the  rosy  rale, 

And  showM  th*  Etysian  bower: 
Her  band,  that  trembling  ardours  move, 
Condpcts  kim  bluahing  to  the  bleiit  alcoTe : 
Ah !  see,  o'erpower'd  b^  Beauty^s  charms, 
And  won  by  Love*s  resistless  arras, 
The  captive  yiełds  to  Nature'8  soft  alaims! 


CRORUS. 

Ah !  see,  o^erpower^d  by  Beauty's  charms, 
And  won  by  Love*s  resistless  arms, 
The  captive  yields  to  Nature's  soft  alarms ! 

Assist,  ye  guardian  powers  aboTe ! 
From  min  8ave  the  son  of  JoTel 
By  heavenly  mandate  Yirtue  came. 

And  checkM  the  fatal  flame: 
9imtt  aa  the  ąuirering  needle  wheels, 
Wbose  point  the  maguet^s  influence  feels, 
Inspir^d  with  awe, 
He,  taming,  saw 
The  nymph  divine 
lYanscendent  shine ; 
And,  while  he  Tiew'd  the  godlike  maid. 
His  heart  a  sacred  impulse  sway'd: 
His  eyeB  with  ardcnt  motion  roli. 
And  kwe,  regret,  and  hope,  dividie  his  soul. 
But  soon  ber  words  his  pain  destroy. 
And  all  the  nambers  of  his  heart, 
Rfltum'd  by  her  celestial  art, 
Jfuiw  swellM  to  strains  of  nobler  joy. 
Instructed  thus  by  Virtu«*s  lore. 
His  happy  steps  the  realms  explorc 
Wbere  guilt  and  errour  are  no  morę : 
The  douds  that  veil'd  his  intellectual  ray, 
Before  his  breath  dispelUng,  melt  away : 
Broke  loose  from  Ple8sure*8  glittering  cbaiii» 
He  scomM  her  soft  inglorioas  reign : 
Gonvine*d,  resoWd,  to  Yirtue  then  he  tam'd. 
And  in  his  breast  patemal  glory  bum*d. 


CROTOS. 

Broke  loose  from  Pleasure^s  glittering  cbain, 
He  scom'd  her  aolt  inglorious  reign : 
Convinc'd,  reaoWM,  to  Yirtue  then  he  tani'dt 
And  in  his  breast  patemal  glory  bam'd. 

80  when  on  Britain'8  other  hope  she  shone, 
like  him  the rojnal  youth  she  won: 
Thus  taoght,  he  bids  his  lleet  advance 
To  cuib  the  power  of  Spoin  and  France: 
Aloft  his  martial  ensigns  flow, 
And  hark  !  his  brazcn  trampets  b!ow ! 


The  wat^ry  profoand, 

Awak^d  by  the  sound, 

All  trembles  around ; 
While  Edward  o'er  the  azure  fields 

Frateraal  wonder  wields  s 
High  on  the  deck  behoid  he  stands, 
And  view8  around  his  floating  bands 

In  awfut  order  join: 
They,  while  the  warlike  tnimpefs  stnio^ 
Deep  sounding,  swells  along  the  main, 

£bctend  th'  embattled  linę. 
Tlien  Britain  triumphantly  saw 

His  armament  ride   ' 

Supremę  on  the  tide, 
And  o'er  the  va8t  ocean  gire  law« 

cHoans. 

Then  Britain  triumphantly  saw 

His  armament  ride 

Supremę  on  the  tide, 
And  o*er  the  vast  ocean  give  law. 

Now  with  shouting  peals  of  joy, 

The  ships  their  horrid  tubes  di^lsy^ 
ller  over  tier  in  terrible  array. 

And  wait  the  signal  to  destroy: 
The  sails  all  bum  to  engage: 

Hark !  hark !  their  shouts  aris^ 

And  shake  the  vaulted  skies! 
£xulting  with  bacchanal  ragę. 
Then,  Neptune,  the  hero  rewers, 

Whose  power  is  superior  to  thine ! 
And,  when  bis  proud  sąuadrons  «>pear« 

The  trident  and  cbariot  resign  I 

csoaos. 

Tlien,  Neptune,  the  hero  ieveie, 
Whose  power  is  superior  to  thine  f 

And,  when  his  proud  sąuadrons  appear, 
The  trident  and  chariot  reagn ! 

Albion,  wake  thy  grateful  Toice  t 
Let  thy  hills  and  valcs  rejoice: 
0*er  remotest  hostile  regions 

Thy  victorious  flags  are  known; 
Thy  resistless  martial  legions 

Dreadful  move  from  zonę  to  Bone  ; 
Thy  flaming  bolts  unerring  roli, 
And  all  the  trembling  giobe  coutrol: 
Thy  seamen,  lnvincibly  true. 
No  menace,  no  fraod,  can  subdue : 
To  thy  great  trust. 
Sevcrelyjust, 
AU  dissonant  strife  they  disclaim : 

To  meet  the  foe, 

Their  bosoms  glow  ; 
Who  ooly  are  rivals  in  famę. 

cRoaus* 

Thy  seamen,  inrincibly  trae^ 
No  menace,  uo  fraud,  can  snbdiie : 
All  dissonant  strife  they  disclaim. 
And  ooly  are  rivals  in  famę. 

For  Edward  tune  your  faarpa,  ye  Minel 
Triumphant  strike  each  liring  s6rin{^ 

For  him,  in  ecstasy  divine, 
Your  chorał  lo  Psaans  sing! 
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Por  him  yonr  festive  concerts  breathe ! 
For  him  3rour  flowery  garlands  wreathe ! 

Wake !  O  wake  the  joyful  song  ! 
Ye  fauns  of  the  woods, 
Ye  nymphs  of  the  floods, 

The  mbsical  current  prólong! 
Ye  8y)vaDS,  that  dance  on  the  plain. 

To  swell  the  grand  chorus  accord  ! 
Ye  tritons,  that  sport  on  the  main, 

£xultmg,  acknowledge  your  lord ! 
Tin  ałl  the  wiłd  numbers  combinM, 

That  floating  proclaim 

Gar  admira['s  naine, 
la  symphony  roli  on  the  wind ! 

CHORUS. 

Wake !  O  wake  the  joyful  song ! 
Ye  syWans,  that  dance  on  the  ptain, 
Ye  tritons,  that  sport  on  the  main, 
The  musical  current  prolong ! 

O !  while  consenting  Britons  praise, 

These  votive  measurcs  deign  to  hear ! 
Tor  thee  my  Muse  awakes  hcr  lays. 
For  thee.  th*  uneqaal  yiol  plays, 
The  tribute  of  a  soul  sincere. 
Kor  thon,  illustdous  chief,  refuse 
The  incense  of  a  nautic  Muse ! 
Tor  ah !  to  whom  shall  Neptune^s  «ons  complain, 
Aut  him  whose  arms  unrivall'd  rule  the  main  ? 
Deep  OD  my  grateful  breast 
Thy  foyour  is  imprest : 
No  happy  son  of  wealth  or  famę 
To  oourt  a  royal  pation  came ! 
A  hapleM  youth,  whose  vital  page 
Was  one  sad  Ien9then'd  tale  of  woe, 

Where  ruthless  Fate,  impelling  tides  of  ragę, 
Bade  wave  on  wave  in  dire  successicn  flow, 
To  glittering  stars  and  titled  names  unknown, 
Preferr'd  his  Suit  to  thee  alone. 
The  tale  your  sacred  pity  movM ; 
You  felt,  consented»  and  approv*d. 
Tben  tonch  my  strings,  ye  blest  Pierian  qułre ! 

fisalt  to  rapture  every  happy  linę  ! 
My  bosom  kindle  with  Promethean  fire ! 
And  swell  each  notę  with  euergy  divine. 
No  morę  to  plaintive  sounds  of  Woe 
Let  the  vocal  nUmbers  flow  ! 
Perhaps  the  chief  to  whom  I  sing 
May  yet  ordain  auspicious  days» 
To  wake  the  lyre  with  nobler  lays. 
And  tune  to  war  the  nervous  string. 
For  who,  untaught  in  Neptune^s  school, 
Though  all  the  powers  of  genius  he  possess, 
Tkough  disciplinM  by  classic  rule, 
With  daring  pencil  can  display 
The  fight  that  thunders  on  the  watery  way. 
And  all  its  horrid  incidents  express? 
To  him,  my  Muse,  these  warlikć  strains  Kelong ! 
Soorce  of  thy  bope,  and  patron  of  thy  song.  • 

CHORUS. 

To  him,  my  Muse,  these  warlike  strains  belong  ! 
^orce  of  thy  hope,  and  patron  of  thy  song. 


TfłE  POND  LOFER, 

'  A  BALLAD. 

A  T9YUPH  of  ev'ry  cbarm  posaes8*d, 

That  native  virtue  gives, 
Within  my  bosom  all  confess'd, 

In  bright  idea  \\ves. 
For  her  my  trembling  numbers  play 

Along  the  pathless  d^ep, 
While  sadly  social  with  my  lay 

The  winas  in  concert  weep. 

If  beauty's  sacred  influence  charffls 

The  ragę  of  adverse  Fate, 
Say  why  the  pleasing  soft  alarms 

Such  cruel  pangs  create? 
Since  all  her  thoughts  by  sense  refin^d, 

Unartful  truth  espress, 
Say  wherefore  sense  and  truth  are  join'd 

To  głve  my  soul  distress  ?  • 

If  when  her  blooming  lips  I  presSy 

Which  Temal  fragrance  fills, 
Tbrough  all  my  veins  the  sweet  escess 

In  trembling  motion  thrills; 
Say  whence  this  secret  angui^  gT^^h 

Congenial  with  my  joy  ? 
And  why  the  touch,  where  pleasure  glows, 

Shou*d  vital  peace  destroy  ? 

If  when  my  fair,  in  roelting  song, 

Awakes  the  vocal  lay, 
Not  all  your  notes,  ye  Phocian  throng, 

Such  pleasing  sounds  convey ; 
Thus  wrapt  all  o^er  with  fondest  loTe, 

Why  heave8  this  broken  sigh  ? 
For  then  my  blood  forgets  to  move, 

I  gazę,  odore,  and  die. 

Accept,  my  charming  maid,  the  strain 

Which  you  alone  inspire ; 
To  thee  the  dyin$  strings  complain 

That  quiver  on  my  l3nre. 
O !  giv«  this  bleeding  bosom  eąse, 

That  knows  no  joy  but  thee; 
Teach  me  thy  happy  art  to  please, 

Or  deign  to  love  like  me.    • 


I       ' 
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BoŁD  is  th*  attempt,  in  these  licenttous  times, 
When  with  such  towering  strides  Sedition  climbs, 
With  sense  or  satire  to  confrout  Jjer  power, 
And  charge  her  in  the  great  decisiYe  hour: 
Bold  is  the  man,  who,  on  her  conquering  day, 
Stands  in  the  pass  of  Fate  to  bar  her  way: 
Whose  heart,  by  frowning  An^gance  unaw'd, 
Or  the  dcep-lurking  snares  of  specious  Frand, 
The  threats  of  Giantrfaction  can  deride. 
And  stem,  with  stubbom  arm,  her  roaring  tide. 
For  hina  unnumbcr'd  brooding  ills  await, 
Scom,  malice,  insolence,  reproach,  and  bate : 
At  him,  who  darcs  tliis  legion  todefy, 
A  thousand  mortal  shafts  in  seoret  fly : 
Revenge,  exulting  with  malignant  joy, 
Pursues  th*  incautious  vłctim  to  destroy: 
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And  Slander  strires,  with  unrelenting  aim, 

To  8))it  ber  bląsting  yenom  on  his  name : 

Arouod  him  Faction^s  harpies  flap  thcir  wtngs, 

And  rhyming  vennm  dart  their  feeble  sŁings : 

In  \'ain  thc  wretch  retreats,  while  iu  fuli  ery, 

Fierce  on  his  thitoat  the  bungfy  blood-houhds  fly. 

Enclos*d  with  perils  thus  the  conscious  Muse, 

Alarm'd,  though  undismay^d,  hcr  dangcr  view8. 

Nor  shail  unmanly  tenrour  now  control 

Thc  strong  rescntment  struggling  in  her  soul ; 

While  ludignation,  with  resistless  strain, 

PouTS  her  fuli  deluge  through  each  swelling  vein. 

By  the  vile  fear  that  chills  the  coward  breast. 

By  sordid  cauton  is  her  voice  supprest, 

While  Arrogance,  with  big  theatric  ragę, 

Audacious  struts  on  PowV8  imperial  stage ; 

While  o*er  our  country,  at  her  dread  command, 

Black  Discord,  screaming,  shakes  her  fatal  brand : 

While,  in  defiance  of  jnatemal  laws, 

The  Bacrilegious  sword  Rebellion  draws; 

Shall  she  al  this  important  hour  retire, 

And  quench  in  Lethc*s  wave  her  genuinc  fire  ? 

Honour  forbid !  she  fears  no  threat*ning  foe, 

When  conflcions  Justice  bids  her  bosom  glow : 

And  while  she  kindles  the  reluctant  flame, 

Let  not  the  prudent  vbice  of  Friendship  blame ! 

She  feels  the  sting  of  keenResentment  goad, 

Though  guiltless  yet  of  Satire*s  thorny  road. 

Let  other  Quixotes,  frantic  with  ren6wn, 

Plant  on  their  brows  a  tawdry  paper  crown ! 

While  fools  adore,  and  vassa]-bards  obey, 

Let  the  great  Monarch  Ass  through  Gotham  bray ! 

Our  poet  brandishes  no  mimie  sword, 

To  mle  a  realm  of  duuces  self-explor'd : 

No  bleeding  victims  curse  his  iron  sway ; 

Nor  murder'd  reputation  marks  his  way. 

Tnie  to  herself,  unarmM,  the  fearless  Muse        % 

Through  Reason's  path  her  steady  course  pursues: 

Tnie  to  herself  adyances,  undcterrM 

By  the  rude  clamours  of  the  savage  herd.  - 

As  some  bold  surgeon,  wiih  inserted  steel, 

Probes  deep  the  putrid  sore,  intent  to  heal^ 

So  the  rank  ulcers^hat  our  Patriot  load, 

Shall  she  with  caustic's  healing  fnes  corrode. 

Yet  ere  from  patient  slumber  Satire  wakes, 
And  brandishes  th»  avenging  scourge  of  snakes ; 
Yet  ere  her  eyes,  with  lightning^s  vivid  ray, 
The  dark  recesses  of  his  hcart  display ; 
I^t  Candour  own  th'  undaunted  pilots  power. 
Pelt  in  seyerest  Danger'8  trying  hour  | 
I^  Truth  conseoting,  with  the  trump  of  Famę, 
His  glory,  in  auspicious  strains,  proclaim ! 
He  bade  the  tempeót  of  the  battle  roar, 
That  thunder"d  o'er  the  deep  fti)m  shore  to  shore. 
How  ołl,  amid  the  horrours  of  the  war, 
Chain'd  to  the  bloody  wheels  of  Danger'8  car, 
How  oft  my  bosom  at  thy  name  has  glowM, 
And  from  my  beating  heart  applause  bestow^d; 
Applauae,  that,  genuine  as  the  blush  of  youth 
Unknown  to  guile,  was  sanctify'd  by  truth  ! 
How  oft  I  blest  the  Patriofs  honest  ragę, 
That  greatly  dar^d  to  lash  the  guilty  age ; 
That,  rapt  with  zeal,  pathetic,  bold,  and  strong, 
Koird  the  filii  tide  of  eloquence  along; 
That  Power^s  big  torrent  bravM  with  manly  pride, 
And  all  Corruption's  venal  arts  defyM ! 
When  from  afar  those  penetrating  eyes 
Bcheld  eaćh  secret  hostile  scheme  arise; 
WatohM  every  motion  of  thc  faithless  ft)e, 
Kach  plot  o'ertum'd,  and  baffled  cvcry  biow : 


A  fond  enthusiast,  kindling  at  thy  naOK*, 
I  glow*d  in  secret  with  congenial  flanie ; 
While  my  youog  bosom,  to  deceit  unkuomu, 
Believ'd  alf  real  virtue  thine  alone. 

Such  then  he  8eem'd,  and  such  indeed  might  1H| 
If  Truth  with  Errour  ever  could  agr  »e ! 
Surę  Satire  never  with  a  lairer  hand 
Portray'd  the  object  she  designM  to  brand. 
Alas !  that  Yirtue  should  so  soon  dccay. 
And  Faction's  wild  applause  thy  heart  betray ! 
The  Muse  with  secret  sympatliy  relents. 
And  human  failings,  as  a  frieod,  laments: 
But  when  those  dangeruus  errours,  big  with  fiile, 
Spread  discord  and  distraction  through  the  sŁate, 
Reason  should  then  excrt  her  ntmost  power 
To  guard  our  passions  in  that  fatal  hoar. 

Thcre  was  a  time,  ere  yet  his  consck>«s  heait 
Duret  from  the  hardy  path  of  Truth  depart, 
Wbile  yet  with  generous  sentimcnt  it  glow^d, 
A  stranger  to  Corruption^s  slippery  road; 
There  was  a  time  our  Patriot  durst  avow 
Those  honest  maxims  he  despises  now. 
How  did  he  then  his  country's  wounds  bewaH, 
And  at  the  insatiate  German  Yulturc  raił ! 
Whose  cruel  talons  Albion's  entrails  tore, 
Whose  hungry  roaw  was  gluttcd  with  her  gore  ? 
The  mists  of  errour,  that  in  darkness  beld 
Our  reason,  like  the  Sun,  his  voice  dispelFd. 
And  lo !  exhausted,  with  no  power  to  save. 
We  view  Britannia  panting  on  the  wave; 
Hunground  herneck,a  millstone*spond'roue  weigkł 
Drags  down  the  struggling  victim  to  her  fate ! 
While  horrour  at  the  thought  our  bosr)Di  fcels, 
We  blessthe  man  tliis  horrour  who  reveals. 

But  what  alarming  thoughts  th«'  heart  amazc^ 
When  on  this  Janus*  other  face  we  gazę; 
For,  lo !  possest  of  Power's  imperial  retns, 
Our  chief  those  visionary  ills  disdalns ! 
Alas!  how  soon  the  steady  Patriot  tums* 
In  vain  this  change  astonish^d  England  roounis ! 
Her  vital  blood,  that  pour*d  from  every  Tein, 
So  late,  to  fili  th'  accursM  Westphalian  drain, 
Then  ceas*d  to  flow;  the  Yulture  now  no  morę 
With  unreicnting  ragę  hcr  bowels  tore. 
His  magie  rod  transforms  the  bird  of  prey ! 
The  miUstone  feels  the  touch,  and  melts  away ! 
And,  sti*ange  to  tell,  still  stranger  to  belicre, 
Whateyesne^ersaw,  and  heart  could  ne*crconoeit^ 
At  once,  transpianted  by  the  sorcerer's  wand, 
Columbian  hilts  in  distant  Austria  stand  \ 
America,  with  pangs  before  unknown, 
Now  with  Westphalia  utters  groan  for  groao : 
By  sympathy  she  fevers  with  her  fina, 
Burns  as  bhe  burns,  and  as  she  dies  esphrcs. 

From  maxim8  long  adopted  thus  he  flew. 
For  evcr  changing,  yet  for  erer  tnie ; 
Swoln  with  success,  and  with  applause  inflam*d, 
He  scom*d  all  caution,  all  advice  disclarm'd ; 
Anfn'd  with  war's  thunder,  he  embracM  no  morę 
Those  patriot  principles  muntain'd  before. 
Perverse,  inconstant,  obstinate,  and  prond, 
Drunk  with  ambition,  turbulent  and  load, 
He  wrecks  us  headlong  on  that  dreadiril  strand 
He  once  devoted  all  his  powers  to  brand ! 

Our  hapless  country  views  with  weeping  eyei» 
On  evety  side,  o*erwhelming  horrours  rise; 
Drain'd  of  her  wealth,  exhausted  of  ber  power, 
And  agoniz'd  as  in  the  mortal  hour; 
Her  armies  wasted  with  iiicessant  toils, 
Or  duom'd  to  pcris^h  in  contagious  solls, 
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Tó  gnard  foue  needy  royal  p1nnderer's  throne. 

And  aent  to  fali  in  battloi  not  their  own. 

Th'  enonnoiis  debt  at  borne,  thoagh  loog  o'er- 

chaTg'd, 
With  grie^ons  tmithens  ammally  enlarg^d : 
CrushM  with  increasing  tazes  to  tbe  ground, 
That  luck,  like  vampire8,  ereiy  bleeding  woand: 
Oround  witfa  severe  distress  th'  industriouB  poor, 
J)riven  by  tbe  ruthless  landlord  to  the  door. 

While  tbas  our  land  ber  bapless  fate  bemoana 
In  secrety  and  witb  inward  sonów  grOans; 
Thottgh  deck'd  with  tinsel  tropbies  of  renown, 
AU  guh'd  liKtb  loreft,  with  aoguisb  bending  down^ 
Gui  yet  aome  impioiu  parricide  appear, 
Who  Btriyes  to  make  this  angniah  morę  seyere  ? 
Can  one  eiost,  so  mach  his  coontry'B  foe, 
Td  bid  ber  wounds  with  fresh  efiusion  flow  ? 
There  can;  to  him  in  vain  she  lifts  ber  eyes, 
H«  aoul  retentlees  hean  her  pierdng  sigfca  ! 
Sbameless  of  ^ncmt,  impatient  of  controU 
He  spurs  her  onward  to  I>estruction*s  goal ! 
Nor  yet  oontent  on  cant  Westp1ialia*s  shore 
With  mad  profusion  to  exhaust  her  storę, 
StiU  Peace  bis  pon^pous  fulminations  brand. 
Aa  pintes  tremble  at  the  sight  of  land: 
Still  to  new  wars  ihe  pablic  eye  be  tams, 
Defies  all  peril,  and  at  reason*spums; 
Till  prest  with  danger,  by  distress  aasail^d, 
That  bafiled  coarage»  and  o*er  skill  prevail^ ; 
1^11  fbnndering  in  the  stonn  himself  had  brew'd, 
He  atri^es  at  last  its  borroors  to  elude. . 
Some  wretcbed  shift  most  still  protect  his  name, 
And  to  the  guiltless  bead  transfer  his  shame: 
Then  heańng  modest  Diffidence  oppose 
His  raah  adrice,  that  golden  time  be  chose; 
And  while  big  sorges  threaten'd  to  o*erwhelm 
Tbe  ship,  inglorkrasly  fbrsook  tbe  belm. 

Bat  fdi  th'  erents  collected  to  relato, 
Łet  os  bis  actions  recapitolate. 

He  fint  assumM,  by  mean  perfidious  art, 
Those  patriot  tenets  foreign  to  his  beart : 
Next,  by  his  country'8  fond  applaoses  swellM, 
Throst  himself  forward  into  power,  and  held 
The  reins  on  principles  wbich  be  alone, 
Orown  drunk  and  wantom  with  success,  could  own; 
BetrayM  her  interest  and  abus*d  ber  trast ; 
Then,  deaf  to  prayers,  fbrsook  her  in  disgast; 
With  tiagic  mnmmńry,  and  most  Tile  grimace, 
Bodę  throagh  the  city  with  a  woeful  fbce, 
As  m  distress,  a  Patriot  oat  of  place ! 
Insults  his  generous  prince,  and  in  the  day 
Of  trouble  sknlks,  because  he  oannot  sway  ! 
In  foreign  climes  embroils  him  witb  allies ! 
And  bidś  at  bome  the  flames  of  Discord  rise ! 

She  comes  1     from   Heli    th'    exu1ting   Fury 
qprings! 
Witb  grim  Destructaon  sailing  on  her  wings ! 
Aroand  her  scream  an  hundred  harpies  fell ! 
An  bondred  demons  sbriek  with  hideous  yell ! 
From  where,  in  mortal  yenom  dipt  on  high, 
FolMrawn  tbe  deadliest  sbafb  of  Satire  fly, 
Where  Charcbill  brandishes  his  clumsy  cfob, 
And  Wilkes  anloads  bis  escremental  tnb. 
Down  to  where  Entick,  awkward  and  ancleao, 
Crawls  on  bis  native  dust,  a  worm  obscene ! 
Wbile  with  unnamber'd  wings,  from  yan  to  rear, 
Myńads  of  jiameless  buzzing  drones  appear: 
Fnrni  their  dark  cells  the  aogry  insects  swarm, 
And  erery  little  sting  attempt  to  arm. 
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Herę  ChapUam ',  Pmleget ',  monlder  round. 
And  feeble  Seourges ',  rot  upon  the  ground: 
Herę  hungry  Kenrick  striyea,  witJi  fruitlcss  aim, 
With  Grub-«treet  slander  to  extend  his  name: 
At  Brnin  flies  the  slavering»  snarling  cur, 
Bat  only  fills  his  fkmishM  jaws  with  far. 
Herę  Baldwin  spreads  th'  assassinatiDg  cloke, 
Where  lurking  Rancour  gires  the  secret  stroke ; 
While  gorg'd  with  filth,  aroond  this  senseless  błock, 
A  swarm  of  spider-bards  obseąuioas  flock : 
While  his  demare  Welch  goat,  with  lifted  hoof, 
In  PoetU^Comer  hangs  eacb  flimsy  woof ; 
And  frisky  grown,  attempts,  with  awkward  prance. 
On  Wtt's  gay  theatre  to  bleat  and  dance. 
Herę,  seiz'd  with  iliac  passion,  moathiog  Leech, 
Too  Iow,  alas !  for  Satire's  whip  to  reach, 
From  his  black  entrails,  Faction's  common  sewer, 
Disgorges  all  her  excremental  storę. 

With  eonal  pity  and  regret  the  Masę 
The  thonderingstorms  tliat  ragę  around  heryiews ; 
Impartial  ^iews  the  tides  of  Discord  blend, 
Where  lordly  rogues  for  power  and  place  contend; 
Werę  not  her  patriot-heart  with  anguish  tom, 
Woold  eye  th'  opposing  chiefs  with  equal  soom. 
Let  Freedom'8  deadliest  foes  for  freedom  bawi, 
Alike  to  ber  who  govem  or  who  fali ! 
Aloof  she  stands,  all  unooncem'd  and  mute, 
While  tbe  rade  rabble  bellow,  "  Down  with  Buto  t" 
While  Tillany  tbe  scoarge  of  Justice  bilks, 
Howl  on,  ye  ruffians  I  "  Liberty  and  Wilkes." 
Let  some  soft  mummy  of  a  peer,  who  staina 
His  rank,  some  sodden  lump  of  ass*8  brains. 
To  that  abandon'd  wretch  his  sanction  give; 
Sapport  his  slander,  and  his  wants  reliere ! 
Let  tbe  great  hydra  roar  aloud  for  Pitt, 
And  power  and  wisdom  all  to  him  submit ! 
Łet  proad  Ambition's  sons,  with  bearts  serere, 
Like  parricides,  their  motbei^s  bowels  tear! 
Sedition  her  triurophant  flag  display. 
And  in  embodted  ranks  her  troops  array  ? 
While  coward  Jostice,  trembJing  on  her  seat, 
Like  a  vile  slave  descends  to  lick  her  feet ! 
Nor  here  let  Censure  draw  her  awful  blade, 
If  from  her  theme  tbe  wayward  Masę  bas  stray'd ! 
Sometimes  th'  impetnoas  torrent,  o'er  its  mounds 
Rednndant  burating,  swamps  th'  adjacent  grounds; 
But  rapid,  and  impatient  of  delay, 
Through  the  deep  cbannel  still  pursaes  its  way. 

Onr  pilot  now  retir'd,  no  pleasure  knows, 
But  every  man  and  measore  to  oppose ; 
Like .Ssop^s  cur,  still enaiiingand perverse, 
Bloated  with  envy,  to  mankmd  a  curse. 
No  morę  at  councU  his  advice  will  lend. 
But  with  all  othen  who  adyise  contend: 
He  bids  distraction  o*er  his  country  blaze, 
Then,  swelter'd  with^reyenge,  retreats  to  Hayes  >: 

'  Certain  poems  intended  to  be  rery  satirical ; 
but,  alas !  we  refer  our  reader  to  the  Revi«\(8. 

*  After  reflecting  oo  the  yariouseyents  by  wfaioh 
this  extraordinary  person  ia  characterised,  we  cau- 
not  resist  tbe  temptation  of  quotiDg  a  few  anecdotes 
from  Machiayel,  relatiye  to  a  man  of  a  yi^ry 
stmilar  compl^on  and  constitution,  who  was  aiso 
disting^isbed  by  a  train  of  incidents  pretty  nearly 
resembling  those  we  haye  mentioned  aboye^  al- 
thoagh  he  possibly  neyer  anticipated  the  similjtude 
of  fortunę  and  character  that  might  bapp^n  be- 
tween  him  and  any  of  his  progeny.    Speaigug  of 
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fWallows  tfae  penmn  $  but,  awara  of  blame» 
Transfers  the  pfoffer*d  peerage  to  his  damę. 
The  felon  thus  of  old,  his  name  to  8ave, 
His  pilfer^d  mutton  to  a  brother  gave.  [know 

But  should  some  fraatic  wretch,  whom  all  meo 
To  Naturę  and  humanity  a  foe^ 
Deaf  to  the  widow'8  moan  and  orphan's  ciy, 
And  dead  to  shatne  and  friend8hip'8  social  tie; 
Should  such  a  miscreant,  at  the  hour  of  death» 
To  thee  his  fbrtunes  and  domains  beąueath; 
With  cruel  rancour  wresting  from  his  heirs 
What  Naturę  taoght  them  to  expect  as  thein ; 
Would'st  thou  with  this  detested  robber  join, 
Tlieir  Icgal  wealth  t9  plunder  apd  purlotn  ? 
Forbid  it,  Heayen !  thou  canst  not  be  so  base. 
To  blast  thy  name  with  infiunous  disgraoe  ! 
The  Mnse  wbo  wakes,  yet  triomphs  o*er  thy  hate^ 
Bares  not  so  black  a  tłiought  antictpate: 
By  Heayen,  the  Muse  her  ignorance  betrays ; 
For  while  a  tbousand  eyes  with  wonder  gazę, 
Thongb  gorgM  and  glutted  with  his  country*8  storę, 
The  vulture  poimces  on  the  shining  ore; 
In  his  strong  tak»s  gripes  the  golden  prey. 
And  from  the  weeping  orphan  bears  away« 

The  great,  th'  alarming  deed  is  yet  to  come, 
That,  big  with  fate,  strikes  Espectation  dumb. 
O !  patient,  injur^d  England,  yet  unveil 
Thy  eyes,  and  listen  to  the  Muse^s  tale, 
That  tnie  as  honour,  unadoraM  with  ait, 
Hiy  wnmgs  in  fisnr  suocession  shall  impart ! 

Ere  yet  the  desoLating  god  of  war 
Had  crush*d  pale  Europę  with  his  iron  car, 
Had  shook  her  shores  with  terrible  alarms, 
.  And  thunder'd  o'er  the  trembling  deep,  "  To  arms !" 

the  goyemment  of  Florence,  our  historian  inibrms 
us,  that  <*  Luca  Pitt,  a  bold  and  resolute  man, 
being  now  madę  gonsalionere  of  justice^-^haying 
entered  upon  his  oflice,  was  yery  importunate  with 
the  people  to  appoint  abalia;  but  peroeiying  it 
'was  to  no  purpose,  he  not  oniy  treated  thoee  that 
were  members  of  the  council  witli  great  insolence^ 
and  called  them  opprobrioas  names,  but  threatened 
them,  and  soon  after  put  his  threats  in  execution : 
Hor  haying  filied  the  palące  with  armed  men,  on 
the  eye  of  St.  Lorenzo,  in  the  month  of  August 
1453,  he  called  the  people  together  into  tbePiazza, 
and  tiiei«  compell^  them,  by  fbrce  of  arms,  to 
•do  that  which  tfaey  would  not  so  much  as  hear  of 
before.  Pitt  had  also  yery  rich  presents,  not  only 
from  Cosimo  and  the  signioiy,  but  from  all  the 
principal  citizens,  who  yied  with  each  other  in  their 
generosłty  to  him ;  so  that  it  was  tbought  he  had 
above  twenty  tbousand  ducats  given  him  at  that 
ttme ;  afier  which  he  became  so  popular,  that  the 
city  was  no  longer  goremed  by  Cosimo  di  Medici, 
but  by  Luca  Pitt.  This  inspired  him  with  vanity. 
— After  this  he  had  recourse  to  veT>'  extraordinary 
means ;  f<jr  he  not  only  extorted  morę  and  greater 
presents  from  the  chief  citizens,  but  also  madę 
the  commonalty  supply  him  with  workmen  and 
artificers,"  Machiavers  Hist  Florence.  Thishas 
an  unlucky  resemblance  to  a  certain  great  per- 
fton*s  driying  through  the  city  with  borrowed  horses, 
and  being  offered  to  haye  his  hofses  unyoked,  and 
his  chariot  drawn  by  his  good  friends  the  mob. 
We  shall,  in  due  time  and  place,  giye  some  ac- 
count  of  the  fali  of  Mr.  Luca  Pitt,  and  the  con- 
tempt  wilh  which,  after  some  particular  events, 
ke  was  universally  regardcd. 


In  climes  remota,  befond  tha  aetliiig  8iH^ 
Beyond  th'  Atlantic  waye,  his  ragę  begun* 
Alas !  poor  country,  bow  with  pangs  unknows 
To  Britain  did  thy  fiiial  bosom  groao ! 
What  sayage  armies  did  thy  nalms  inyade-f 
Unarm'd,  and  distaot  from  matemal  aid  1 
lliy  oottagra  with  cruel  flames  ooDsnm*d, 
And  the  sad  owner  to  destructioo  doom*d ; 
Mangled  with  wounds,  with  pungent  angńwh  l«% 
Or  left  to  perish  naked  and  forkmi ! 
What  camage  reek'd  i^»oa  thy  ruin*d  plain  \ 
What  infants  bied !  what  yirgins  shriek^d  in  yaia! 
In  ev'ry  look  distraction  8eem*d  to  gla^, 
Each  heart  was  rackM  with  horroiir  and  dcapair. 
To  Albion  then,  with  groans  and  piercing  «rie% 
America  lift  up  her  dying  cyes; 
To  generous  Albioo  pottr'd  Ibrth  alJ  ber  paii^ 
To  whom  the  wretcbed  neyer  wept  ia  yaia. 
She  heard,  and  instant  to  rtliere  ber  flew, 
Her  arm  the  gleamiog  sword  of  yengeance  draw; 
Far  o'er  the  ocean  waye  her  yoice  was  koown, 
That  shook  the  deep  abyss  from  zonę  to  aoaa: 
She  bade  the  thunder  of  the  battle  glow. 
And  pouT^d  the  sfeorm  of  lightniag  oo  the  fiie ; 
Nor  ceas'd  tali,  crown'd  with  yictory  complele. 
Pale  Spain  and  Frauoe  lay  tnrabliog  at  ber  feet4 

'  Aithough  our  author  has  no  preaeiit  incUnatioB 
to  enter  into  political  coBtroyeisy,  yet  be  eaaaot 
ayoid  citing  an  article  from  one  of  the  moderm 
dictionaries,  which  in  some  measure  is  coMscckd 
with  this  part  of  bis  subject,  and  eshibita  a  yiew 
of  the  fidelity  and  gratitude  of  our  feUow-nabjecd 
in  America. 

We  are  infonned  in  the  article  lefened  to,  tlial 
a  "  cartel  in  the  marinę  as  a  ship  provided  m  tine 
of  war  to  ezchange  the.  priaoners  of  aay  two  hes* 
tile  powers ;  also  to  canry  aoy  particular  reqoat 
or  proposal  from  the  one  to  the  other:  for  this  rea- 
son  she  is  particułarly  ooaunanded  to  canyao 
cargo  or  arms,  only  a  single  gun  for  firing  aigiMił& 

"  Our  honest  Americans,  howerer,  wbo  have  s& 
sorely  grieyed  of  late  for  pajriug  a  sBMdl  part  tł 
the  great  taxes  of  this  country,  aithough  deasanded 
for  their  own  particular  prolectaoai,  madę  not  oaly 
no  scruplo  to  disobey  aod  dcspiae  this  regulatioa 
of  cartels  during  the  late,  war,  )mt«  on  the  oootiaiy, 
gaye  continua!  suppliea  cf  pnmskms  to  our  ene- 
mies  in  the  West  Indlea,  and  thereby  recover€d 
them,  and  recniited  their  fiiUen  spiiita,  ai  a  tirae 
when  they  were  gaaping  under  the  weight  of  our 
arms.  With  so  much  address,  indeed,  did  tbese 
oppressed  and  unfortunate  tńders  coodiict  this 
schema,  that  ten  or  twdye  caiteb  being  laden  at 
the  same  time  with  beef,  porfc,  bread,  flonr,  ^ 
sailed  together  for  the  French  islands,  atod,  in 
order  to  eyade  the  strict  ezamination  of  our  shipi 
of  war,  were  proyided  with  a  guardian  priyateó; 
cquipped  by  the  same  espert  owners,  to  seise  their 
ownyessels,  and  direct  their  couiaa  to  the  placei 
of  their  first  destination  j  but  if  they  were  eia> 
mined  by  our  ships  of  war,  to  an  English  port. 
But  this  dumsy  trick  did  noi  long  escape  the  vig»- 
laoce  of  our  nayal  officera,  who  found  that  Uw 
fellows  sent  abroad,  by  way  of  oommanden  or 
prize-mastera,  were  utterly  ignorant,  and  incapa- 
ble  of  piloting  any  sblp;  and  of  oonaeąuence  oaly 
sent  to  elude  their  scrutiny* 

"  The  most  bare-laced  piece  of  effnoatery,  bow- 
eyer,  that  was.  eyer  committed  of  this  kińd,  %a» 


i 


THE  DE&U60GUE. 


419 


Ber  htn  XtctM%  amł  aH  her  fties  reniov*d, 
SflT  terCiao  grauuos  ipdiwhpiodily  iniprOf'd9 
Her  townś  «ith  tnd%  irith  ileets  bar  hniwiin 

And  Pknty  nailiiig  on  bor  plaiaB  aioand; 
Thm  bleit  with  all  thateonuneroe  ooold  sappijrp 
America  regarda  with  jealooa  eye. 
And  caakaiM  heart,  the^Mi^  who  so  late 
Bad  matcIiM  ber  gaspiac  fnm  tbe  jawB  of  Fkte; 
Wbo  nów,  witb  wan  ror  ber  begon,  relas^d, 
Witik  grieroui  aggravatad  bortbena  tax'd9 
nar  traanma  waslad  by  a  buagry  brood 
Of  cunnonaft,  tbat  suck  ber  vital  blood ; 
"Wlw  nov  of  A<r  demanda  tbat  tribote  due. 
Bor  whom  alone  tb'  aYcnging  swoid  she  drew. 

Soaroe  bad  America  tbe  jaat  rBqiieft 
BaceiY^d,  wben  idndUn;  in  ber  fbitbleai  breast 
Reaentnient  glawi^  enirag'd  aedition  bnmsy 
Andy  lo  I  tbe  maadate  of  oar  ŁawB  abe  apwaa  1 
Her  eaeret  bate^  iaci^iable  of  shame 
Or  gratitode,  ineenaeB  to  a  flame, 
Beridea  oiir  power,  bida  mranaction  riae^ 
Insolla  onr  taoooar,  and  onr  lawa  deftea; 
Cer  all  ber  coasts  ia  beard  tb*  audadoua  nar, 
**  Rugiand  sball  mle  Ameriaa  no  morę  !*' 

Soon  aa  on  Britam'*  «hare  tb*  alarm  wat  beard« 
Stern  indignation  in  ber  look  appear*d ; 
Tel^  lotb  to  poBiib,  sbe  ber  scourge  wilbbeld 
fnm  ber  perlldioiii  aons  wbo  tbos  rebell*d : 
Nów  atong  witb  anguisb,  now  witb  ragę  aasaH^d, 
Tin  pity^  in  ber  aoal  at  last  preraiUd, 
]Mennin'd  not  to  draw  ber  penal  ateel 
TU  tur  FennaaoD  madę  ber  last  appeaL 

And  now  tbe  great  decinre  boor  drew  mgb, 
Sbe  on  ber  dariin^folno^  caat  ber  eye  ; 

tbe  aeising  an  armed  ^eMel,  fitted  in  Tbiladelpbia, 
to  take  tbese  illegal  caitela.  She  was  commanded 
by  a  gentleman,  wbom  tbe  mąjority  <$f  tbe  mer- 
diants  in  tbat  city  jom'd  to  oppoae  and  distreas. 
Tbej  employed  a  crew  of  niAans,  wbo  leized  bis 
aeasel  openly,  in  tbe  most  unwairanted  and  lawless 
manner.  and  bronght  ber  ap  in  triompb  to  tbe 
lown,  whcn  sbe  bad  oniy  fire  men  aboaid :  and  so 
isfeierate  was  tbdi;  batred  to  tbe  coomiander, 
tbat  be  was  dbliged  to  leare  tbe  country  precipi- 
tately,  as  being  in  danger  of  bis  life.*' 

nicare  cannot  be  a  stronger  oonfirmation  of  tbe 
tnith  of  tbe  abore  account,  tban  tbe  IbUowing  let- 
terof  Mr.  Pitt: 

Gopy  of  a  letter  fimn  Mr.  Secretary  PiU  to  tbe 
several  Goveniors  and  Gooncils  in  Nortb  America, 
reUttog  to  tbe  flag  of  tmce  trade. 

*•  Wtótehall,  August  24,  176a 
"Gentlemen, 
**  Tbe  oommandcTB  of  bis  majesty^s  forces  and 
fleets  in  Nortb  America  and  tbe  West  Indies  bave 
transmitted  certain  and  repeated  intelligenoes  of 
aa  iUegal  and  most  pernicious  trade  carried  on  by 
tbe  king^s  aabjects  in  Nortb  America  and  tbe  West 
ladies,  as  well  to  tbe  French  islands  as  to  tbe  Frencb 
settlenienta  on  tbe  contincDt  in  America,  and  par- 
ticnlariy  to  tbe  rirers  Mobile  and  Mississippi ;  by 
whicb  tbe  enemica,  to  tbe  great  reproacb  and  de- 
trinent  of  gorernment,  are  aupplied  witb  proyi- 
ńons  and  otber  necessariesj  wbereby  tbey  are 
pńncipaUy,  if  not  alone,  enabled  to  sustain  and 
pntract  tbis  long  and  espensire  war.  And  it  for- 
tber  appearing,  tbat  large  sums  of  bullion  ar« 


His  Toioe  like  thmider  will  nipport  ber  caote, 
Enftiroe  ber  dietates,  and  sostam  ber  laws ; 
Ricb  witb  ber  spoils,  bis  sanction  will  disraay. 
And'  bid  tb'  insorgentB  tremble  and  obey. 

He  oomes  l^-bot  wbere,  tb*  amazing  tbeme  ^ 
bit, 
Disoorer  laqgnage  or  ideas  fit  ?  [ger, 

Splay-lboted  woids,  tbat  hector,  bounee,  and  swag- 
The  sense  to  puzzle,  and  tbe  bimin  to  sŁagger  ? 
Our  pairioi  oomes !  witb  frenzy  fir*d,  the  Muse 
Witb  aOegoric  eye  bis  figurę  viewa  I 
Like  tbe  grim  portress  of  bell-gate  be  standa, 
Bellona^rscoui^  bangs  trembUng  in  his  hands ! 
Around  bim,  flercer  tban  tbe  rarenous  shark, 
'*  A  ery  of  heU-bounds*  nerer^ceasing  bark  !*' 
And  lo !  tb*  enormoos  giant  to  bedeek, 
A  golden  millatone  bangs  upon  his  neck ! 
On  bim  Ambitaon's  ▼uHure  darta  ber  daws, 
And  witb  voracioas  ragę  bis  lirer  gnaws, 
Our  pairioł  oomes ! — ^tbe  buckles  of  wbose  sboae 
Not  Cromwell^k  self  was  worthy  to  untoose. 
Repeat  his  name  in  thunder  to  tbe  skies ! 
Ye  bilb  foli  prostnte,  snd  ye  ralea  anse ! 
Itkrongh  Faction*8  wildemess  prepare  the  way ! 
Prepare,  ye  listening  senatea,  to  obey ! 
Tbe  idol  of  the  mob,  bebold  bim  stand, 
Tbe  alpba  and  omega  of  the  land  ( 

Metbinks  I  hear  tiie  belk>wing  demagogue 
I>umb-sounding  dedamations  disembc^e, 
Ezpressions  of  immeasorable  lengtb, 
Wbere  pompous  jargon  fllls  tbe  place  of  strengtb  ; 
Wbere  fulmmating,  rumbling  etoqaenee, 
Witb  lond  theatric  ragę,  bombaróathe  sense ; 
And  words,  deep  rankM  in  borrible  array, 
Esasperated  metapbors  conrey ! 

sent  by  tbe  king^s  subjects  to  tbe  abore  pYaces,  in 
retmn  wbereof  eommodities  are  taken,  wbich  in- 
terfere  witb  tbe  prodnct  of  the  Britisb  ooloniea 
themselres,  łn  open  contempt  of  tbe  autbority  of 
tbe  motber-country,  as  well  as  tbe  most  manifest 
prejudice  of  the  mannfectures  and  trade  of  Grea^ 
Britain :  in  order,  therefore,  to  put  tbe  most  speedy 
and  efiectual  stop  to  such  flagitioos  practices,  so 
utterly  sub^ersiTc  of  aU  laws,  and  so  higbly  repug- 
nant  to  tbe  weH-bemg  of  tbis  kindgdom : 

**  It  is  his  majesty's  express  will  and  pleasure^ 
tbat  you  do  foithwitb  make  tbe  sttictest  and  taost 
diligent  inquiry  into  tbe  state  of  tbis  dangeroua 
and  ignominious  trade;  and  tfaai  you  do  use  every 
means  in  your  power  to  detćct  and  discover  persona 
oonceraed  either  as  principals  or  accessaries  tbere- 
in  s  and  tbat  you  do  take  every  step  autfaorised  by 
law  to  bring  adl  such  beinous  offenders  to  the  most 
exemplary  and  condign  punishment:  and  yoa 
will,  as  soon  as  may  be,  and  from  time  to  time 
transmit  to  me,  for  the  king^s  information,  foft 
and  particular  accounts  of  the  progress  you  shaJI 
have  madę  in  the  ezecution  of  tbis  bis  majesty^a 
oommands,  to  the  whicb  the  king  ezpects  that  you 
pay  the  most  exact  obedieoce.  And  you  are  fnr- 
ther  to  use  your  utmost  endeavours  to  tracę  out 
and  inyestigate  tbe  yarious  artiflces  and  evasion8 
by  whicb  the  dealera  in  tbis  iniquitous  intercourSe 
find  means  to  cover  their  criminal  proceedings. 
and  to  elude  the  law;  in  order  that  from  such 
lights  due  and  timely  coosiderations  may  be  bad 
what  furtber  prorision  may  be  necessary  to  restrain 
an  eril  of  such  extensiTe  and  pernicious  conąe- 
quencest  I  am,  fcc./* 
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With  theM  amilUrie^  Anwu  op  at  krge, 
He  bids  enragM  Sedition  beat  the  charge ; 
From  Eoglaiid^  aanguine  hope  his  aid  withdiswsy 
And  lista  to  guide  in  Iii9urrection'8  causei 
And  lo !  where,  in  her  sacrilegious  haod, 
The  parricide  lifts  high  her  burning  brand  1 
Go»  while  she  yet  suspends  her  impious  aim, 
With  those  infemal  lungs  asouae  the  flame ! 
Thougb  England  merits  not  her  least  regard, 
Tby  friendly  Toice  gold  boses  shall  reward ! 
Arise,  embark !  prepare  thy  martial  car, 
To  lead  her  amiies  and  proYokc  the  war ! 
Rebellion  wakes,  impatient  of  delay, 
The  signal  her  l^ack  eońgns  to  ditplay  4. 
•<.••..••• •• •... 

To  thee,  whose  soul,  all  steadfast  and  serene, 
Beholds  the  tumults  that  distract  our  scenę ; 
And,  in  the  ealmer  seats  of  wiadom  plac*d, 
Bnjoys  the  sweets  of  sentiment  and  taste ; 
To  thee,  O  Marku  !  whom  no  factions  sway, 
Th'  impartial  Muse  devotes  her  honest  lay ! 
In  her  fond  breast  no  prostituted  aim, 
Nor  venal  hope,  assumes  fair  Friendahip^s  name: 
fiooner  ahall  CkarchUPt  feeble  meteor-ray, 
That  led  our  fóundering  denuŁgogiu  astmy, 
Barkling  to  grope  and  flounce  in  Errour^ą  night, 
Eclipee  great  Manrfie!d*t  strong  meridtan  light, 
Than  shall  the  change  of  fortunę,  time,  or  place, 
Thy  generotts  fnendship  in  my  heart  efiaoe ! 
O !  whether  wandering  from  thy  country  iar. 
And  plung^d  amid  the  murdering  scenes  of  war; 
Or  in  the  blest  retreat  of  Yirtue  laid, 
Where  Contemp ption  spreads  her  awf ul  shade  ; 
Jf  erer  to  forget  thee  I  liave  power, 
May  Heaven  deaert  me  at  my  latest  hour ! 

Still  Satire  bids  my  bosom  beat  to  arms. 
And  throb  with  inreaistible  alarms. 
Łike  some  fuli  river  charg'd  with  falling  show^ti, 
Sdll  o'er  my  breast  her  swelling  deluge  pours. 
But  Rest  and  Silence  now,  who  wait  beaide, 
With  their  stnmg  flood-gates  bar  th'  impetuous  tide. 
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UNCOMMON  SCARCITY  OF  ^ETRY 

w  TBB   GBNTLEMAM^i   MAGAZINB  FOK  nSCSMBBn   IJiStT, 

(1755.) 

BY  I.  W.   A  SAIŁOB. 

Ths  springs  of  Helicon  can  Winter  bind. 
And  chiU  the  fenrour  of  a  poefs  mind  ł 

4  Luca  Pitt  continued  at  Florence,  presuming 
upon  his  late  alliance,  and  the  promiaes  which 

Piętro  had  madę  him;  

But  amoDgst  all  the  changes  that  ensued  upon 
this  rerolution,  nothing  was  morę  remarkable  than 
the  caae  of  Luca  Pitt,  who  soon  began  to  expe- 
rience  the  difference  betwixt  prosperity  and  adver- 
sity,  betwiKt  living  in  authority  and  falling  into 
disgrace.  His  house,  which  used  to  be  crowded 
with  swanns  of  followers  and  dependants,  was 
now  as  unfreąucnted  as  a  desert ;  and  bis  fHends 
and  relations  were  not  only  afraid  of  being  seen 
with  him,  but  durst  not  even  salute  him  if  they 
met  him  in  the  street;  some  of  them  haying  been 
deprived  of  their  honours,  others  of  their  estates, 
and  all  of  them  threatened. 


What  thongh  tbe  low^riiig  śkiei  atiA  driTiog 
The  aceoes  of  Naturę  wid4$  around  deform, 
The  birds  no  loąger  aing,  nor  roses  blow. 
And  all  the  landscape  lies  conceal'd  in  anow  s 
Yet  rigid  Winter  atill  ift  known  to  apare 
The  brighter  beautiea  of  the  ]ovely  iair : 
Ye  lovely  fair,  your  aacred  iiąflueiice  bring. 
And  with  your  amiies  anticipate  the  Spring. 
Yet  what  avails  the  amiies  of  lorely  maids^ 
Or  vemal  auns  that  glad  the  flow'ry  gladea  ; 
The  wood*a  green  ibUage,  or  the  Yarying  aoene 
Of  fields  and  lawns,  ani  gliding  atreams  betwee^ 
What,  to  the  wreteh  whom  haider  fates  otdaiii, 
Through  tbe  long  year  to  ploagh  the  atonny  masi ! 
No  murmuring  atreams,  no  sound  of  distaot  ahee^ 
Or  song  of  birda  inYito  hia  eyes  to  sleep : 
By  toil  eihausted,  when  he  ainks  to  reat» 
Beneath  hia  snn-burnt  head  no  flow'rs  are  prert: 
Down  on  his  deck  hia  fainting  limba  are  laid. 
No  spreading  trees  dispenae  their  coding  ahadc* 
No  zephyrs  roand  his  aching  templea  play. 
No  fragrant  breezes  nofnons  heata  allay. 
The  rude  rough  wind  which  stem  JEtAim  aenda. 
DriYea  on  in  biaata,  and  while  it  oools,  ofienda. 
He  wakes,  but  hears  no  muaic  fh>m  tbe  gime; 
No  Yaried  landscape  courta  hia  eye  to  rore. 
0'er  the  wide  maan  he  looks  to  distant  aUes^^ 
Where  nought  but  waYes  on  rolling  warea  arise; 
The  bonndl^  Yiew  fatiguea  bia  aching  aight. 
Nor  yielda  hia  eye  one  object  of  delight. 
No  '*  female  face  diYine"  with  eheering  amilea» 
The  ling^ring  bonra  of  dang*roua  toil  bąpulefli 
Yet  distant  beanty  ofi  hia  geniua  firea. 
And  oft  with  loYe  of  sacred  song  inapires. 
EY'n  I,  the  least  of  all  tbe  toneful  train. 
On  the' rough  ocean  try  this  artleaa  atnun* 
Rouse  tben,  ye  barda,  who  happier  {ortmea  prore. 
And  tune  the  lyre  to  naturę  or  to  love. 
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Amidst  a  wood  of  oaks  with  canYsas  leaYe% 
Which  fbrm'd  a  floating  fbreat  on  tbe  wares, 
There  stood  a  tow'r,  wboae  yaat  atupendous  aiae 
Rear^d  its  huge  mast,  and  aeemM  to  gwe  tb&akie% 
From  which  a  bloody  pendant  stretchM  afar 
Its  comet-tail,  denouncing  ample  war; 
Two  yoiinger  giants  ■  of  inferior  height 
Diaplay'd  their  sportmg  atreamera  to  the  ! 


The  magnificent  palaces  which  be  had  begmi  to 
build  were  abandoned  by  the  workmen ;  the  aer- 
Yices  he  had  formeriy  done  to  any  one  were  re- 
quited  with  injuriea  and  abuse;  and  the  bofDOon 
he  had  conferred,  with  infamy  and  tannta.  Bfaay 
who  had  madę  him  Yaluable  preaent),  now  caoae 
to  demand  them  again,  aa  only  lent ;  and  others, 
who  befbre  used  to  flatter  and  extol  him  to  the 
skies,  in  these  circumstancea,  loaded  him  with 
contumely  and  reproachea  of  ingratitude  and  yio- 
lence ;  so  that  he  heartily  repented,  thoiigh  toa 
late,  that  he  had  not  foUowed  Nicolo  Sodcrai^ 
advice,  and  preferred  an  honourable  deatb  to  a 
life  of  ignominy  and  contempt.    Mach.  His:t  Flpr. 

>  Fore  and  mizen  nuwts* 
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Hie  base  below,  another  island  rosa. 
To  poar  Bntannia'*  thnnder  on  her  ibes : 
WiUi  balk  immeofle,  like  iBftna,  shesoryeys 
Abo¥e  the  rest,  the  lesser  Cyclades : 
Profuse  of  gold,  in  lustre  like  the  Sun, 
^endid  with  regal  lazury  she  shoue, 
Lsmh  in  wealth,  Iuxuriant  in  her  pfide» 
Behold  the  gilded  mass  ezulting  ride ! 
Her  curious  proir  di^ides  the  iilTer  wares, 
In  the  lalt  oose  her  radiant  ndei  ehe  lavesy 
From  stem  to  ttem,  her  wondrous  length  furrey, 
Bińiig  a  beanteous  Yenus  from  the  lea ; 
Her  Stern,  with  nayal  drapery  engrayM,    ^ 
Show*d  oiimic  warriors,  who  the  temp^  bra^^d  ; 
Whoae  ^isage  fierce  defled  the  iashing  soige, 
Of  Oallic  pride  the  emblematic  scourge. 
TYemendous  flgures,  lo !'  her  stem  displayi, 
Aod  holds  4  Pharos  *  of  distiognisfaM  blazej 
By  night  it  shines  a  star  of  brightest  form, 
To  point  her  way,  and  iight  her  through  the  stonn: 

'  Her  poop  Unthora. 


See  dread  eogagements  pictorM  to  the  life, 
See  admirals  maintain  the  glorious  stiife : 
Herę  breathing  images  in  painted  ire, 
Seem  for  their  oountry'8  freedon  to  espire; 
Victorioas  fleets  the  ilying  fleets  punue, 
Herę  strikes  a  ship,  and  tbere  esults  a  crew: 
A  frigate  here  blows  up  with  hideoas  glare. 
And  adds  finesh  terroun  to  the  bleeding  war. 
But  leasing  feigned  omaments,  behold ! 
Eight  hiąpdred  youtfas  of  heart  and  sinew  bold, 
Mount  up  her  shroud^  or  to  her  tops  ascend, 
Some  haid  her  braces,  some  her  foresail  bead ; 
Fuli  ninety  brazen  guns  her  port-holes  fili, 
Ready  with  nitrous  magazuies  to  kill, 
From  dread  embrazures  formidably  peep. 
And  seem  to  threaten  ruin  to  the  deep ; 
On  piTotB  fiz'd,  the  well-rengM  f»wivels  tie, 
Or  to  point  downward,  or  to  brare  the  sky  ; 
While  peteraroes  swell  with  infont  ragę, 
Prepar^d,  thongh  smali,  with  fury  to  engage. 
Thus  arm'd,  may  Bńtain  loag  her  state  ma]ntai% 
And  with  triumphant  nańes  rule  the  main. 
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Fzlix  ille,  ąuem,  serootum  longe  e  strepitu  et  popularibut 
undisj  interdum  molli  rus  accipii  umbra ! 

RAFIN. 

Silvestrem  teaui  musam  medhabor  avena. 
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LIFE  OF  CUNNINGHAM 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1  HB  only  account  we  have  of  Mn  Cuiminghaiii  q>peared  origtnally  io  the  London 
Magazme  for  17739  from  which  it  has  been  repeatedly  copied  without  acknowledg- 
ineDt. 

He  was  bont  io  1729»  m  Dublb,  where  his  iather  aiid  mothery  both  desoendants  of 
Scotch  parentSy  then  resided.  His  iather  was  a  wine-cooper,  and  beooming  enricbed 
by  a  prize  in  the  lottery»  commenoed  wine-merdianty  and  failed.  The  little  education 
car  author  received  was  from  a  Mr.  Ciarkę,  who  was  master  of  the  giammar-school  of 
the  dty  of  Drog^ieda ;  and  when  hb  fiither's  afiairs  became  embahassed,  he  was  re- 
caUed  to  Dublin,  where  he  prodaced  many  of  his  lesser  poems  at  a  very  early  age.  At 
seventeen  he  wrote  a  6rce,  entitled,  Love  in  a  Mist,  which  was  acted  for  several  nights 
at  Dublin  in  the  year  1747.  Garrick  b  said  to  have  been  indebted  to  this  farce  for  the 
iable  or  plot  of  hb  Lying  Yalet. 

The  success  of  hb  little  drania  procured  him  the  freedom  of  the  theatre,  to  which 
be  became  immoderately  attached,  and,  mistaking  inclination  for  ability,  commenced 
actor  without  one  easential  ąualification  either  natural  or  acąuired,  if  we  except  a  knack 
at  personating  the  mock  French  character,  in  which  he  b  said  to  haye  been  tolerable. 
Hb  possion  for  the  stage,  however»  predominated  so  stropgly,  that  widiont  any  intima- 
tion  of  hb  intentions,  he  left  hb  family  and  embarked  for  England,  where  he  obtained 
a  precarions  and  unprofitable  employment  in  various  conq)anies  of  stroUing  comedians. 
Freąuent  want  madę  him  at  length  sensible  of  hb  imprudence,  but  pride  prevented  hb 
return  to  hb  iiiends;  and  the  d^th  of  hb  father,  in  circumstances  of  dbtress,  probably 
recoDciled  him  to  a  way  of  life  which  he  could  not  now  exchangę  fof^  better.  About 
the  year  1 761  we  find  him  a  performer  at  Edinburgh,  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  LoTe, 
and  here  he  pnblbhed  hb  Elegy  on  a  Pile  of  Ruins,  whieh^  although  obviously  an 
initation  of  Gray'8  Elegy,  contaios  many  passages  concehred  in  the  tnie  spirit  of 
poetry,  and  obtained  considerable  reputation.  He  soon  afterwards  borrowed  fiTe  stanzas 
from  thb  Elegy,  and  placed  them  in  his  Elegiac  Ode  on  the  Death  of  hb  late  Mąjesty, 
an  instance  of  taking  freedom  with  ;;  recent  poem  for  which  it  b  not  easy  to  account. 
During  hb  theatrical  engagement  at  Edinburgh,  although  insignificant  as  an  actor,  he 
was  of  some  value  to  the  manager,  by  fiimishing  prologues  and  other  occasional 
addresses,  which  were  much  applauded, 

About  thb  time  he  received  an  inyitation  from  certain  booksellers  in  London,  who 
proposed  to  engage  him  in  such  works  of  literaturę  as  might  procure  him  a  morę  easy 
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and  bonourable  employment  than  fae  *had  bitbeito  foUowed.  He  repaired  aocordingKr 
to  the  metropoluy  but  was  disappointed  in  the  promised  undertaking  by  the  baukruptry 
of  tbe  principal  person  concemed  in  it,  and,  after  a  sbort  stay,  was  glad  to  return  to  bis 
fiiends  in  tbe  north. 

This  was  the  only  effort  be  ever  madę  to  emerge  from  the  abject  situation  in  wfaidi 
youtfaful  impnidence  had  origfaiaUy  płaoed  him.  But  with  this  state,  says  his  biogrqiber, 
fae  appeared  by  no  means  dissatisfied.  Competenoe  and  obscntity  were  all  he  desired. 
He  had  no  views  of  aihbition;  and  inddence  had  possessed  him  so  entirely,  tfaat 
he  never  madę  a  second  attempl.  In  a  letter  to  a  ńiend,  he  describes  himself  in  tfaew 
terms:  '^  Yoa  may  remember  my  last  expedition  to  London*  I  think  I  may  be  ooo- 
Tinced  by  it  that  I  am  not  ddculated  for  the  business  you  mention.  Thoogfa 
I  scribble  (but  a  little  neither)  to  amuse  nyselfi  the  moment  I  consider  it  aa  my  duty 
it  would  cease  to  be  an  amusement,  and  I  słiould  of  consequence  be  weaiy  oQ't.  I  am 
not  enterprizing:  and  toleiably  happy  in  my  present  situation/' 

In  1762  he  published  The  Contempbtist,  bnt  with  less  snccess  than  his  Elegy.  Tiai 
is  indeed  the  worst  of  all  his  productioosy  and  was  censured  with  mach  foiee  of 
ridicule  by  a  wiiter  in  the  Montlily  Review.  It  abounds  with  gUttering  and  absurd  eon* 
ceitSy  and  had  it  been  published  now,  migłit  have  beeo  mistaken  for  a  aatire  on  tbe 
maukish  namby<pamby  stuff  ifriiich  the^ntfaftr  of  The  Ba^iad  and  Blbeviad  ima  cfaaitBal 
with  equal  justice  and  humour.  It  may  here  be  mentioned  that  łn  1765  he  pubhihed 
Fortune^  an  Apologue,  in  which  there  aie  some  poetical  beauties,  particalarfy 
the  description  of  a^arice,  but  not  much  consistcaacy  of  plan ;  and  in  the  ibilowkig 
year  coUected  his  poems  mto  a  Toliimey  which  waa  honouied  by  a  Muneroos  firt  rf 
•nbscribers. 

For  some  time,  he  was  a  performer  in  Mr.  Digges*!  company  ot  Edinbufgh,  and  00  tfatf 
gentleman's  quitting  Scotland,  retunied  to  Newcastle  updn  T^ne,  a  ^t  whiefa  had  becd 
hb  residence  for  many  years,  and  whfch  he  conaidered  as  hk  home.  Here  and  in  tiie 
neighbonring  towna  he  eahied  a  scanty  snbsistence^  Although  his  modę  of  liie  was  not 
of  die  leputable  kind,  his  błamdess  and  obliging  condnct  procored  him  many  fiieods, 
and  in  their  society  he  passed  his  days  without  any  eflbrt  to  improfe  Us  sifoatHML  Yet 
in  the  yerses  he  wrote  about  three  weeks  before  he  died,  it  i^ypears  tiiat  fae  was  not 
quite  so  cimtentcd  as  bu  biogn^hcr  has  repiesented. 

A  few  montbs  before  his  dcath,  being  incapaUe  of  any  theatrical  ezertion,  he  iras 

lemored  to  the  house  of  his  fiiend^  Mr.  Slack  of  Newcastle,   who    with  great 

kindness  received  him  nnder  bis  roof,  and  paid  etery  attention  to  him  which  his  stań 

reąuired.    Aft6^-«ngering  somę  time  under  a  nerrous  disorder,  doring  which  be  bumt 

all  his  papers,  he  died  on  the  ISth  of  September,  177S9  <nd  was  buried  in  St  Jolm's 

church  yard^  Newcastle.     On  a  tomfanstone  erected  to  his  memory  is  tfae  foDowiDg 

inscription: 

Here  He  the  reiiufls  oC 
JosN  CummiGBAii. 
Of  his  esceUenoe 
«  As  a  pastorał  poet, 

*  *  His  works  will  remain  a  nonaiiMiit 

For  ages  > 

After  this  temporary  tribute  6f«efteeiii 

Is  in  dust  fbrgotten. 

He  dted  in  Newcastle,  SepL  18,  17T3« 

AgedU. 
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Althougli  CumiBigliam  cannot  be  admitted  to  a  very  high  rank  amoog  poets,  he  may 
be  allowed  to  possess  a  ooDsiderabk  ahare  of  genius.  His  poems  have  a  peculiar  sweet- 
ness and  ekganoe;  his seatiments  are  generaUy  natmal,  and  hb  langnage  simple,  and 
appropriate  to  his  subjed,  esoept  lu  some  of  his  l<M]ger  pieoes,  where  he  accumulates 
€|Mthet8  tfaal  appear  to  be  laboofcdy  and  are  sometimes  uncouth  compounds,  either  ob- 
aolete  or  unaudiorized.  As  he  contemplated  Naturę  with  a  fond  and  minutę  attention, 
and  had  fiunifiatiaed  his  mind  to  rural  scenes  and  inrages,  his  pastorab  will  probaUy 
cootmue  to  be  his  most  favoured  eflbrts.  He  has  informed  us  that  Shenstone,  with 
wliose  oofieapondence  he  was  honoured,  encouraged  him  to  cultivate  this  species  of 
poetiy.  His  Łandacape  is  a  duster  of  beauties  which  eveiy  reader  must  feel^  but  such 
as  oidy  a  Tery  accurate  obsenrer  of  naturę  oould  have  grouped  with  equal  e£fect  His 
ftbks  are  ingemous^  and  his  lyiic  pieoes  weie  at  one  time  in  yerj  high  estimation,  and 
certainly  cannot  snffer  by  a  GonqMri8on  with  their  successors  on  the  stage  and  public 
gardens.  Hb  loi^e-verKS  and  hb  tiibutes  of  aliection  lyspeak  consideiable  ardour,  with 
aometimes  an  attedipt  at  omceits  to  which  he  seems  to  have  been  led  by  imitation.  If 
be  does  not  ottea  move  tlie  passions,  he  always  pleases  the  fimcy,  and  hb  works  haye 
lost  little  of  the  popubrity  with  which  they  were  originally  faTooied. 


c- 


CARD  FROM  THE  AUTHOR, 


TO 


DAVID  GARRICK,  ES§1. 


lVfilfOTENESS  of  situation,  and  some  other  circumstances^  haye  hitherto 
depriyed  the  aathor  of  that  happiness  he  might  receive  froin  seeing  Mr« 
Garrick. 

*Ti8  tbe  uniyersal  r^ard  his  character  commands,  occasions  this  address. 

It  may  be  thought  by  many,  (at  a  yisit  so  abrupt  as  this  is)  that  something 
highly  complimentary  should  be  said  on  the  part  of  the  intnider ;  but  accord** 
iDg  to  the  ideas  the  author  bas  conceiyed  of  Mr.  GanicV8  delicacy  and  good 
lense,  a  single  period  in  the  garb  of  flattery  woukł  certainly  oflfendliim. 

He  therefore  take»  his  leaye ; — and  after  haying  stept  (perhaps  a  litde  toa 
ferward)  to  oiler  his  tribute  of  esteem,  respectfnlly  retires. 


NEWCASTLE, 

Aug.  1771. 
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DA  Y: 

Ł  PAfTOKAb 

Carpe  diem.       Bor. 

MOBNIMO. 

Li  the  bam  the  tenant  cock, 
CloM  to  Partlet  perch*d  od  high. 

Brakły  cfowii  (the  ihephefd'a  dock  f ) 
Jocuod  that  the  moniing^s  ni^. 

Siriftly  lirom  the  momitam^s  bfow, 
ShadowB,  nunM  by  night,  retire: 

And  the  peeping  nm-betun,  qow» 
Paints  with  gold  the  village  spire. 

Philomel  fonafces  the  thorn, 

Plalnti^e  where  she  pratet  at  night ; 
And  the  lark,  to  meet  the  morn, 

Soan  beyond  the  shepherd'8  sight. 

From  the  low-roo^d  cottage  ridge, 
See  the  chatt*iing  swallow  spring ; 

Daitiog  through  the  one-arch'd  bridg^ 
Ooick  she  dipi  ber  dappled  wiog. 

Noir  the  pine-tree^t  waving  top 

GenUy  greets  the  morning  gale: 
Kidliogs,  now,  begin  to  crop 
m  the  dewy  dale. 


From  the  balmy  sweets,  oncloy^d, 
(RestlesB  till  her  task  be  dooe) 

Kow  the  bttfy  bee^s  employ'd 
Sipping  dew  before  the  San. 

TficUing  through  the  crevic'd  rock-, 
Where  the  limpid  streaip  disttlls, 

Sweet  refheshment  waits  the  flock 
When  'tis  Bun-drove  from  the  hillBk 

Colta,  for  the  pranis^d  com 
(Eiie  the  haryest  hopes  are  ripe) 

Aaxiou8,  hears  the  hantsman'8  hom, 
Roldly  tounding ,  drown  his  pipe. 


Sweet,— O  sweet,  the  warbling  tkrong^ 
On  the  white  embloi0om'd  spray  1 

Nature*8  uniTersal  song 
Echoes  to  the  rising  day. 


woon. 


Fsam)  on  the  glttt^ring  iłood, 
Now  the  noon-tide  radiance  gknci^ 

Dropping  o'er  its  infant  bud. 
Not  a  dew-diop^s  left  the  rosę. 

By  the  brook  the  shepherd  dhiet ; 

From  the  flerce  meridian  heat 
Shelter'd,  by  the  branching  pines^ 

Pendent  o'er  bis  graMy  seat. 

Now  the  flock  fbrsakea  Uie  glade, 
Where,  uncheckM,  the  sun-beams  fali ; 

Sore  to  find  a  pleasing  sbade 
By  the  iTy'd  abbey  waU. 

Echo  in  her  airy  round, 
0'er  the  river,  rock,  and  hill» 

Cannot  catch  a  smgle  sound, 
Saye  the  clack  c^yonder  milL 

Cattle  coart  the  zephyrs  bland, 
Where  the  streanilet  wanders.cool  j 

Ot  with  languid  silence  stand 
Midway  in  the  marshy  pooL 

But  firom  mountain,  dell^  or  stream, 
Not  a  fluttYing  zephyr  springs :       ^ 

Fearful  lest  the  noon-tide  beam 
Scorch  its  softy  its  silken  wiogs. 

Not  a  leaf  bas  leaTe  to  stir» 
Naturę  's  Inird— serene— uid  stiU ! 

duiet  e'en  the  shepherd'8  cur, 
Sleeping  On  the  hearth<clad  bill. 
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Languid  is  ihe  laadseape  nrand, 
Till  the  iresb  descending  shower, 

Grateful  to  the  thirety  grouiMl» 
Raises  ev'ry  faintiDg  flower. 


Now  the  hill — the  hedge^is  greeii, 
Now  the  warblers'  throats  in  tune ! 

Blithsome  is  the  verdant  sceae, 
Brighten'd  by  the  beaou  of  noon ! 
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0'at  the  heath  the  heifer  strays 
Free ;— {the  furrow^d  task  is  done) 

Now  the  viUage  windows  blaze, 
BurnishM  by  the  settiog  Sun. 

Now  he  hides  behind  the  hill, 
Sinking  {h>m  a  golden  sky : 

Can  the  peiicil'b  mimie  skill 
Copy  the  refulgent  dye  ? 

lYndging  as  the  plouj^mien  go, 
(To  the  smoking  hamlet  bound) 

Oiant-like  their  shadows  grow, 
Łengthen*d  o'er  the  level  gromid. 

Where  the  rising  ibrest  spreads* 
Shelter  for  the  lordly  dome ! 

To  their  higfa-built  ajr^  beds, 
See  the  rooks  retunung  home ! 

As  the  lark,  with  Tary'd  tune, 
Carols  to  the  eremng  loud ; 

Mark  the  mild  resplendent  Moon, 
Breaking  through  a  parted  cloud ! 

Now  the  hermit  Howlet  peeps 
From  the  barn,  or  twisted  brake: 

And  the  blue  mist  slowly  creeps, 
Curling  on  the  8ilver  lakę. 

As  the  trout  in  speckled  pride, 
Playful  from  its  bosom  springi; 

To  the  banka,  a  ruffled  tide 
Yerges  in  lucceasiTe  rings. 

Tripimig  through  the  silken  grass, 
0'er  the  path  divided  dale, 

Mark  the  ro8e-compleuon'd  lass, 
With  her  well-p^'d  milking  pail. 

linnets,  with  unnumber'd  notes. 
And  the  cuckoo  bird  with  two, 

Tuning  sweet  their  mellow  throats, 
Bid  the  setting  Sun  adieu. 


THE  CONTEMPLATIST: 

A  HIGBT  PI£C1. 

Nok  erat 

Cum  tacet  omius  ager,  pecudes,  pictSBąue  \'olucre8. 

Thb  queen  of  Contemplotion,  Kight, 

Begins  her  balmy  reign; 
Advancing  in  their  yaried  Ught 

Her  sihper-Tested  train. 


Tis  strange,  the  many  manhalPd  stars, 

Th/it  ride  yon  sacred  round, 
Should  keep,  among  their  rapid  can, 

A  silence  so  profound ! 

A  kind,  a  philoaophic  calm, 

The  cool  crtotion  wears ! 
And  what  efay  drank  of  dewy  bolm, 

The  genile  night  repaifs. 

Behind  their  leafy  curtains  hid, 
The  featber*d  race  how  still ! 

How  quiet  now  the  gamesome  kid, 
Tbat  gambol'd  round  the  hill ! 

The  sweets,  that,  bending  <yer  their  baaks, 

From  sultry  day  declin*d, 
Beriye  in  little  YeWet  ranks. 

And  scent  the  western  wind. 

The  Moon,  preceded  by  the  bieesa 

That  bade  the  clouds  retire, 
Appears  amongst  the  tufted  trees, 

A  phoenis  nest  on  fire. 

But  softr-^he  goldeą.g1ow  subaides ! 

Her  chariot  mounts  on  high ! 
And  now,  in  8ilver'd  pomp,  the  rides 

Pale  regent  of  the  sky  1 

Where  Time,  npon  the  wit;|ier*d  tree 

Hath  carT'd  the  morał  chair, 
I  sit,  firom  husy  paasions  free. 

And  breathe  the  placid  ain 

The  wHheHd  tree  was  once  in  prime; 

Its  branches  brav*d  the  sky! 
Hius,  at  the  touch  of  nithless  Time, 

Shall  youth  sind  Tigonr  die. 

I  'm  lifted  to  the  blue  espanse  ! 

It  glows  serenely  gay ! 
Come,  Science,  by  my  side,  advanoe^ 

We  'U  search  the  milky  way. 

Let  us  descend— the  daring  flight 

Fatigues  my  feeble  mind ; 
An^Science,  in  the  maże  of  light, 

Is  impotent  and  blind. 

What  are  tbose  wild,  those  wand'ńng  fires, 

Hiat  o'er  the  moorland  ran  ? 
Yapoura. How  like  the  vague  desires 

That  cheat  the  heart  of  man ! 

But  there  's  a  friendly  guide !— »-a  flame, 

That,  lambent  o*er  its  bed, 
Enlivens,  with  a  gladsome  beam, 

The  hermjfs  oner  shed* 

Among  tbe  maset  shades  of  night, 

It  glances  finom  afar ! 
And  darts  aloog  the  dnsk ;  so  bright, 

It  seems  a  8iiver  star ! 

In  co^erts,  (where  tbe  few  freqnent) 

If  Yirtue  deigns  to  dwell, 
Tis  thus,  the  little  lamp,  Ćbntent, 

Gives  lustre  to  her  ceń. 


How  tmooth  tbat  rapid  river  slides 

Piogfessive  to  the  deep ! 
The  poppiGB,  pendent  o*er  its  sides, 

Iiave  chann'd  the  waves  to  sleept 

Plea8are'8  intosicated  sons  1 

Ye  indolent !  ye  gay ! 
Bi^ect— for  as  the  rirer  rans» 

life  wings  its  trackicss  way. 


THE  THRUSH  AND  PIE. 

The  tomb !        the  conseerated  dome ! 

The  tempie  rais'd  to  Peace  ! 
The  port,  that  to  ita  friendly  home 

Compds  the  human  race  ! 

Yon  village,  to  the  morał  mind, 

A  solemn  aspect  wearb ; 
Where  sleep  hath  lull'd  the  labour^d  hind, 

Aod  kilPd  his  daily  cares : 
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That  braoching  grove  of  dusky  green 
Cooceab  the  azure  sky ;  * 

Sow^e  wbere  a  starry  space  betireea 
Relieres  the  darken*d  eye. 

*01d  Erroar.  thus,  with  shades  impure, 
Throvs  sacred  Truth  behind : 

Yet  sometimes,  through  tbe  deep  obscure, 
She  bursts  upon  the  mind. 

Sleep  and  her  sister  Si  lence  reign» 
They  lock  the  shepherd'8  fold  ; 

Bnt  hark — I  hear  a  lamb  complain, 
Tis  lost  upoD  the  wold  !  * 

To  saTage  herds,  that  hunt  for  prey, 

An  unresłsUng  prize ! 
For  liaviug  trod  a  devious  way» 

The  little  rambler  dies. 

As  lackless  is  the  virgin's  lot, 
Whom  pleasure  once  misguidest 

Whea  harried  finom  the  halcyon  cot| 
Where  Innocence  presides— 

The  pasKions,  a  relentless  train ! 

To  tear  the  yictim  run : 
She  sec^ks  the  paths  of  peace  in  vaiiv 

Is  coQqiłer'd and  undone. ' 

How  bright  the  little  insects  blaze» 
Where  willows  shade  the  way: 

As  proud  as  if  their  painted  rays 
Gould  emulate  the  day ! 

Tis  thns,  the  pigmy  sons  of  Pbw*r 

AdTance  their  vain  paradę  ! 
Thns,  glitter  in  the  darkenM  hour. 

And  like  the  glow-worms  fade  ! 

The  aoft  serenity  of  niglit, 

Ungentie  clouds  deform ! 
Tbe  silirer  host  that  shone  so  bright, 

Is  hid  behind  a  storm ! 

The  angry  elements  engage ! 
An  oak  (an  ivied  bower !) 
,  I^mIs  the  rongh  wind*g  noisy  raga. 
And  shields  me  fiom  tbe  shower. 

Ule  rancoar,  tbas,  of  mshing  fate, 

I  Ve  leamt  to  render  Tain : 
For  whilst  Integrity  >s  her  seat, 

The  Boul  will  sit  sereoe. 

A  raveo,  from  some  greedy  rault, 
Amidst  that  cloister^d  gloom, 

Bids  me,  and  'tis  a  solemn  thought ! 
Reflect  opon  the  tomb. 
'   VOL,  XIV. 


Tis  but  the  church-yard  of  the  night ; 

An  emblematic  bed ! 
That  oifei^  to  tbe  mental  sight, 

The  temporary  dead. 

From  hence,  I  Ml  penetrate,  in  thought, 

The  grave*s  unmcasur'd  deep ; 
And  tutor'd,  hence,  be  timely  taught. 

To  meet  my  finał  sleep. 

*Ti8  peace (the  little  chaos  past  I) 

The  gracious  Moon  restor*d  ! 
A  breeze  succeeds  the  frightftil  blast» 

That  through  the  forest  roar'd  ! 

Tbe  nighttngale,  a  welcome  guest ! 

Renews  her  gentle  strains ; 
And  Hope,  (just  wand^ring  from  my  breast) 

Her  wonted  seat  regains. 

Yes— — ^when  yon  lucid  órb  is  dark, 

And  darting  from  on  high  ; 
My  soul,  a  morę  celestial  spark, 

Shall  keep  her  native  sky. 

Fann*d  by  the  light— the  lenient  breeze. 

My  limbs  refresbrnent  find ; 
And  morał  rhapsodies,  like  these, 

Give  yigour  to  the  mind.  ^ 


* 


THRUSH  AND  PIE: 

ATAŁB. 

Cokcbai'd  within  an  hawthom  bush. 
We  Ye  told,  that  an  experienc*d  Thnish 
Instnicted,  in  the  pńme  of  spring, 
Many  a  neighbouring  btrd  to  siiw. 
She  carołlM,  and  her  Tarious  sonfb 
Gave  lessons  to  tbe  list*ning  throag : 
But  (the  entangling  boughs  between) 
Twas  her  delight  to  teach  unseen. 

At  length,  the  little  wond^ring  race 
Would  see  their  fav'rite  foce  to  face ; 
They  thought  it  hard  to  be  deny'd. 
And  begg^d  that  she  'd  no  longer  hide. 
(yer-modest,  worth*8  peculiar  foult, 
Another  shade  the  tut^ress  songhtj 
And  loth  to  be  too  much  admir^d, 
In  secret  from  the  bush  retir*d. 

An  impudent,  presuming  Pie^ 
Malicioiie,  ignorant,  and  sly, 
Stole  to  the  matron^s  vacant  seat, 
And  in  her  arrogance  elate,  * 

RushM  forward — ^with— "  My  fńends,  you  see 
The  mistress  of  the  choir  in  me : 


<<» 
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Herc,  be  your  dtre  derbtioii  paid, 
I  atn  the  songstress  of  t^e  shade." 

A  Linnet,  that  sat  lisfning  nigh. 
Madę  the  impostor  thtis  reply : 
'*  I  fancy,  friend,  that  Tiilgar  throats 
Werę  never  form'd  for  warbling  notes : 
But  if  these  lessons  came  from  you, 
Repeat  tbetn  in  the  public  view ; 
That  your  assertions  may  be  elear, 
Let  us  behold  as  well  as  hear." 

The-  leDgth*Ding  song,  the  soffning  str&ln, 
Chif  chatfring  Pie  attempts  in  vain, 
For  to  the  fooPs  etemal  shame, 
Ali  she  could  compass  was  a  scream. 

The  birds,  enrag'd»  around  her  ńy. 
Nor  shelter  nor  defence  łs  nigh. 

The  caitiff  wrctch,  distress'd — ^forlom ! 
On  every  side  is  peckM  and  tbm ; 
Tilł  for  her  yile,  atrocious  Hcs, 
Under  their  angry  beaks  she  dies. 

Such  be  his  faie,  vhose  scoundrel  claim 
Obtrndes  upon  a  neighbonr^s  famę. 

Friend  E n  ',  the  tale  apply, 

You  are — yourself — the  chatt*ring  Pie : 
Repent,  and  witb  a^  couscious  blush, 
Go  make  atooetnent  to  the  Throsh  *. 


CUNNINGHAM'S  POEMŚ. 


PALEMON: 

A  PASTORAŁ. 


pAŁEMoM,  seated  by  his  faT*rite  maid, 
The  sylvan  scenes,  with  ecstasy,  survcy'd  ; 
Nothing  conld  make  tl{e  ibnd  A1exis  gay. 
For  Daphne  had  been  absent  half  the  day : 
Dar^d  by  Palemon  for  a  pastoralprize, 
Reluctanty  in  his  tum,  Alexis  tries. 

PALBMON. 

This  breeze  by  the  riTer  how  charming  and  soft! 

How  smooth  the  grass  carpet !  how  green ! 
Sweet,  sweet  sings  the  lark !  as  he  carots  aloft. 

His  musie  en1ivens  Uie  scenę ! 
A  thousand  fresh  flow'ret8  unusually  gay 

The  fields  and  the  forests  adom ; 
I  pluck'd  me  some  roses,  the  chiidren  of  May, 

And  coold  not  find  one  with  a  thom. 

AUSXI8. 

TtiK  skies  are  qnite  clouded,  too  bold  is  the  breeze, 

Duli  yapoims  desccnd  on  the  plain ; 
The  Terdure  's  all  blasted  that  coyer^d  yon  trees, 

The  birds  cannot  compass  a  strain : 
In  search  for  a  chaplet  my  templcs  to  błod, 

AU  day  as  I  sllently  m^e, 
I  can't  find  a  ik>w'ret  (not  one  to  my  mind) 

In  meadow,  in  garden,  or  gtwe. 

PALKMOK. 

I  ne^er  saw  the  hedge  in  snch  exce1Ient  bloom, 

The  lambkins  so  wantonly  gay; 
My  cows  seem  to  breathe  a  morę  pleasing  perfume, 

And  brighter  than  common  the  day : 

■  A  Y— shire  bookseller,  who  pirated  an  edition 
of  the  Pleasing  Tnstructor. 

*  The  compiler,  and  reputed  aathoress  of  the 
original  essays  in  that  book. 


If  any  duli  shepherd  sbould  łboltshly  ask, 
So  rich  why  the  landscapen  appear  ? 

To  give  a  right  answer,  how  easy  my  task  I  , 
Because  my  sweet  Phillida*s  here. 

AŁEStS. 

The  stream  that  so  muddy  mores  slowly  along^ 

Once  roll'd  in  a  beautiftil  tide  ; 
It  seem'd  o'er  the  pebb-es  to  murmur  a  son;, 

But  Daphne  sat  th«hi  by  my  side. 
See,  see  the  l<^'d  maid,  o'er  the  meadows  she  liio, 

Quite  alter'd  aiready  the  scenę ! 
How  limpid  the  stream  is  !  how  gay  theblnedues! 

The  hills  and  the  hedgcs  how  green ! 


HAWTHOKN  BOWBR. 

Palswok,  in  the  hawthom  bower, 

With  fond  impatience  lay ; 
He  cotmted  eyery  anxious  hour 

That  stretch^  the  todions  day. 
The  fx>sy  dawn.  Pastora  nani*d. 

And  Yow^d  that  she  'd  be  kind ; 
But,  ah !  the  setting  Sun  proclaim*d 

That  women*s  tou^  are — wind. 

The  fickle  ser,  the  boy  defy*d ; 

And  swore,  in  terms  pcofane, 
That  Beauty  in  ber  brightest  pride 

Might  sue  to  him  in  vain. 
When  Delia  from  the  neighb*ring  glade 

Appear^d  in  all  her  charms, 
Each  angry  vow  Palemon  madę 

Was  lost  in  Delia'8  arms. 

The  lovers  had  not  long  rec1in'd 

Beibre  Pastora  came :    ' 
"  Inoonstancy,"  ahe  ery^d,  **  I  find 

In  every  heart  's  the  same ; 
For  young  Aleiris  sighM  and  prest, 

With  such  bewitching.power, 
I  quite  forgot  the  wishing  gaest 

lliat  waited  in  the  bower. 


TBH 

AhT  AND  CATERPtŁUn, 

^  A  VABU. 

As  an  Ant,  of  his  talents  superiorly  yain. 
Was  trotting,  with  coosequeiice,  orer  the  piata, 
A  Worin,  in  his  progress  remarkably  slow, 
Cry'd *'  Biesa  your  good  worship  whererer  yoa 

ko; 
I  hope  your  great  mtghtiiiess  won^  take  it  iii, 
I  pay  my  respects  with  an  bearty  good-will" 
WiCli  a  look  of  contempt  and  imperlinent  pńde, 
"  Begone,  you  Tile  reptile,"  his  wUtkip  repłicd; 
''  Go — go  and  lament  your  coDtemptfiile  state, 
But  first look  at  mc  '  ■ soe  my  limbs  bo* 

completej 


PHILLrS...POMONA...MAY-EVE. 


435 


t  fiiide  ftll  my  motions  with  freedom  and  ease, 
Ituu  backward  and  forward,  and  turn  when  I  please; 
Of  Naturę  (jcrown  wcaiy)  you  shocking  essay  ! 
I  ipam  you  thua  from  me— —crawl  out  of  my 
way," 

The  reptile  insulted,  and  vext  to  the  soul, 
Crept  oowards,  and  bid  himself  cloee  in  hie  hole ; 
But  Naturę,  detennin'd  to  end  his  dirtress, 
Soon  seat  him  abroad  in  a  butterfly*s  dress. 

Cre  long  the  proud  Ant,  as  repassing  the  road, 
(Fatłgn'd  firom  the  hanrest,  and  tuggiug  his  ioad) 
The  beau  on  a  ▼iolet  bank  he  beheld, 
Whose  Testure,  in  glory,  a  moDarch*s  etcellM ; 
His  pluroage  expanded— 'twas  rare  to  behold 
So  loveIy  a  mizture  of  purple  and  gold. 

The  Ant,  quite  amax*d  at  a  figurę  so  gay, 
Bow'd  Iow  with  respect,  and  was  trudging  away. 

*•  Stop,  fnend,»*  says  the  Butterfly "  dont  be 

flurpri8*d, 
I  once  wat  tbc  reptile  you  spumM  and  despisM ; 
But  now  I  can  mount,  in  the  sun-beams  I  play, 
While  jrow  must,  for  ever,  dmdge  on  in  your  way." 

HOtAŁ. 

A  wretch,  though  to  day  he  *s  o*erloadcd  with  sorrow, 
May  soar  aboTe  thosc  that  oppress'd  him— to 
morrow. 


PffILLIS: 

A  FASTOBAŁ  BAŁŁADw 


I  lAiD, — on  the  banks  by  the  stream, 

I  »ve  pip'd  for  the  shepherds  too  long : 
Oh  grant  me,  ye  Mnscs,  a  therae, 

Where  glory  may  brightcn  my  song ! 
But  Pan  *  bade  me  stiek  to  my  strain, 

Nor  lessons  too  lofty  rehearse ; 
Ambition  befits  not  a  swain, 

And  Phillis  love8  pastorał  verse. 

The  rosę,  though  a  beautiful  red, 

Looks  faded  to  Phillis'8  bloom ; 
And  the  bfceze  from  the  bean-flower  bed 

Tb  her  breath  's  but  a  feeble  perfumei 
TUe  dew-drop  so  limpid  and  gay, 

That  loose  on  the  violet  lies, 
Though  brighteo*d  by  Phcebu8's  ray, 

Wants  lustre,  compar>d  to  her  eyes. 

A  lily  T  pluck'd  in  fuli  pride, 

Its  freshnesn  with  her's  to  compare  ; 
And  foołishly  thought  (tUl  I  try'd) 

The  flow'ret  was  equa11y  fair. 
IIow,  Corydon,  could  you  mistake  ? 

Your  faułt  be  with  sorrow  confest, 
You  said  the  white  swans  on  the  lakę 

For  softnesB  might  rival  her  breast. 

Whilethus  I  went  on  in  her  praise, 

My  Phyllis  paBs'd  sporti^e  along : 
Ye  poets,  I  coret  no  bays, 

She  smil'd— a  reward  for  my  song ! 

i 

<  The  author  mtends  the  ehancter  of  Pan  for 
the  late  Mr.  Shenstone»  who  favoured  him  with  a 
l^tter  or  two,  adnńng  him  to  próceed  in  the  pas- 
torał manner. 


I  find  the  god  Pan  's  in  tfae  ńght, 
No  famę  's  like  the  iair-ones*  applause! 

And  Cupid  must  croWn  with  delight 
The  shepberd  that  singi  in  his  cause. 


POMONA: 

A  PASTORAŁ. 
ON  TSa  CIDER  BIŁŁ  BEING  PASSSD. 

From  orchards  of  ample  ertent, 
Pomona  's  compeird  to  depart ; 

And  thus,  as  in  anguish  she  went, 
The  goddess  unburthen*d  her  beart: 

"  To  flourish  where  Uberty  reigns. 
Was  all  my  fond  wishes  requirM  ; 

And  here  I  agreed  with  the  swains 
To  liTe  till  their  freedom  erpir^d. 

**  Of  late  you  have  number*d  my  trees^ 
And  threaten'd  to  limit  my  storę : 

Alas — ^from  such  maxims  as  these, 
I  fear  that  your  freedom  's  no  morę. 

«  My  flight  will  be  faUl  to  May : ' 
For  how  can  her  gardens  be  fine; 

The  blossoms  are  doom'd  to  decay, 

(The  blossoms,  I  mean,  that  were  minę.) 

"  Rich  Autumn  rememben  me  well : 
My  Iruitage  was  fair  to  behold ; 

My  pears — how  I  ripen*d  their  swell ! 
My  pippins ! — ^were  pippins  of  gold ! 

**  Let  Ceres  drudge  on  with  her  ploughs ! 

She  droope  as  she  fiirrows  the  soil ; 
A  nectar  I  shake  from  my  boughSy 

A  nectar  that  softens  my  toil. 

"  When  Bacchus  began  to  repine, 
With  patience  I  borę  his  abuse; 

He  said  that  I  p1under'd  the  vine, 
He  said  that  I  pitfer'd  his  juicćb 

"  I  iRiow  the  proud  drunkard  denies 
That  trees  of  my  culture  should  grow : 

But  let  not  the  traitor  adyise ; 
He  comes  from  the  climes  of  your  fo«. 

**  Alas !  in  yonr  silence  I  read 
The  sentence  I  'm  doom'd  to  deplore : 

'Tis  plain  the  great  Pan  has  decreed, 
My  orchard  shall  flonrish  no  morek'* 

The  goddes^  ilew  off  m  despair ; 

As  all  her  sweet  honours  declin*d : 
And  Plenty  and  Pleasure  declare, , 

They  'U  loiter  no  looger  behind. 


MAY^MFS: 

OR,  KATE  OF  ABERDBBN. 

Thb  silver  Moon'8  enamoar'd  beam 
Steals  softly  through  the  night. 

To  wanton  with  the  winding  stream^ 
And  kiss  reflected  light 
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To  beds  of  sUte  go,  balmy  Sleep, 
('Tis  wfaere  you've  seldom  been) 

May^s  vigU  while  Łhe  shepherds  keep 
Witb  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

Upou  the  green  the  Yirgins  wait, 

Id  rosy  cbaplets  gay, 
711  >  Morn  unbar  ber  golden  gate, 

And  giTe  the  promis'd  May. 
Metbioks  I  hear  the  maids  declare, 

The  promisM  May,  when  seen, 
Not  half  8o  fragrant,  half  so  fair, 

Ab  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

Strike  up  the  t&bor^s  boldest  notes. 

We  'U  rouse  the  nodding  grove ; 
The  nested  birds  shall  raise  their  throats, 

And  hail  the  maid  I  love: 
And  see — ^the  matin  lark  mistakcs, 

He  quiŁs  the  tufted  green : 
Fond  bird !  'tis  not  the  morning  breaks, 

Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 

Now  Hghtsome  o'er  the  level  mead, 

Where  midnight  Fairies  rQve, 
like  them,  the  jocund  dance  we  'U  lestd, 

Or  tanę  the  reed  to  loye : 
For  see  the  rosy  May  draws  nigh; 

She  claiilis  a  virgin  queen ; 
And  bark,  the  happy  shepherds  ery, 

'Tis  Kate  of  Aberdeen. 


JCITTY  FELL. 


Tm  coartly  bard,  in  ver8e  sublime, 

May  praise  the  toasted  belle ; 
A  country  maid  (in  careless  rbyme) 

1  sing— my  Kitty  FeU ! 

When  larks  (brsake  the  flow'ry  plain, 

And  Loye^s  sweet  numbers  swcll,  ^ 

My  pipę  sball  join  the  morning  strain, 
In  praise  ofKttyFelL 

Where  woodbines  twist  tbeir  fragrant  shade. 

And  uoontide  beams  rcpel, 
1 11  rest  me  on  the  tufted  mead. 

And  sing  of  Kitty  Feli. 

When  moon-beams  danc«  among  the  boughs 

That  lodge  sweet  Philomd, 
1  *U  pour  with  her  my  tuneful  tows. 

And  pant  for  Kitty  FeU. 

The  pale-faced  pedant  bums  his  books ; 

The  sagę  forńjces  his  cel! : 
The  soldier  smooths  his  martlal  looks. 

And  sighs  for  Kitty  FeU. 

Werę  mioe,  ye  great,  ynur  enryM  lot, 

In  głlded  courts  to  dwell ; 
I  M  lea^e  them  for  a  lonely  cot 

With  Lo^e  and  KiUy  FeU. 


THYRSI& 


Thb  pendent  forest  seem*d  to  nod, 

In  drowsy  feiters  bound ; 
And  fairy  elves  in  circles  trod 

The  daisy-painted  ground : 
When  Thyrsis  sought  the  cooscious  grove, 

Of  slighted  Tows  to  tell, 
And  thus  (to  soothe  neglected  love) 

IavokM  sad  Philomel : 

"  The  stara  thetr  siWer  radiance  shed, 

And  sileuce  charms  the  plain  j 
But  where  's  my  Philomela  fled. 

To  sing  her  love-lom  strain  i 
Hitber,  ah,  gentle  bird,  in  hastę 

Direct  thy  hoT^ring  wing : 
The  verDal  green  *8  a  dreary  waste, 

Tiil  you  Toocfasafe  to  sing. 

"  So  thrilling  sweet  thy  numbers  flow, 

(Thy  warbling  song  distrest !) 
The  tear  that  tells  the  1oTer's  woe 

Falls  cold  upon  my  breast. 
To  hear  sad  Philomel  complain. 

Will  soften  my  despalr; 
Then  quickly  swell  the  meltin^  strain. 

And  soothe  a  loTer^s 


» 


« 


« 


Give  up  all  hopes,  unbappy  swain," 

A  lisfning  sagę  reply*d. 

For  what  can  constancy  obtain, 

From  unrelenting  pride  ?" 
The  sbepherd  dnxip'd~4he  tyrant  Death 

Had  seiz'd  his  trembling  framę ; 
He  bow'd,  and  with  depaiting  breath 

Pronounc'd  Zaphira'8  name. 


CLARINDA. 


CŁAanmA^s  lips  I  fmdly  press*d, 
While  rapture  fiUM  each  Tein ; 

And  as  I  touch'd  her  downy  breaśt, 
Its  tenant  slept  serene. 

So  soft  a  calm,  in  such  a  part, 
BetrajTS  a  peaceful  mind ; 

Whiist  my  uneasy,  flutfring  heart, 
Would  scarcely  be  confin'd. 

A  stubbom  oak  the  sbepherd  sees, 
UnmoY'd,  when  storms  descend; 

Bat,  ah !  to  ev*ry  sporting  breeze, 
Tlie  myitle  bougb  must  bend. 


FANKY  OF  THE  DALE. 

Lit  the  declining  damask  rosę 
With  eBvious  grief  look  pale; 

The  summer  bloom  morę  freely  gkiws 
In  Fanny  of  the  Dale. 

Is  there  a  sweet  tbat  deeks  the  6eld, 
Or  scents  the  monuog  gale; 

Can  saeh  a  Temal  fragnuicis  yield» 
As  Fanny  of  the  Diale  } 


A  SONG...STANZAS...THE  APPROACH  OF  MAY. 


Hw  painted  belles,  at  oonrt  rerer^d, 
Look  lifeless,  coid,  and  stale : 

How  faiot  tbeir  beaaties,  when  compai^d 
With  Fanny  uf  tbe  Dale ! 

The  wiUows  bind  Piistora'8  browi, 

Her  fond  advances  ^1 : 
For  Damon  pays  kis  warmeat  towi 

To  Fanny  of  the  Dale. 

Hi^ht  honest  trutb,  at  last,  sncceed, 

And  artlesB  love  prevail  i 
Thiice  happy  con'd  he  tonę  his  reed, 

With  Fanny  of  the  Dale! 


A  SONG. 

SENT  TO  CHŁOS  WITH  A  R08B. 
TtlNB — TU^  ŁAS8  OF  PAT»'s  tf  ItŁ. 

Ytt,  erery  flower  that  blows, 

I  pass  nnheeded  by, 
mi  this  enchanting  rose 

Had  fix'd  my  wandVing  eye. 
Tt  scented  every  breeze, 

That  wanton'd  o*er  the  stream,  «, 

Or  Łrembled  tbroagh  the  trees. 

To  meet  the  morning  beam. 

Td  deck  that  beauteOds  nuud, 

Its  fragrance  i^n*t  excel, 
Prom  some  celestial  shade 

The  damask  charmer  fell: 
And  as  her  bal  my  sweets, 

On  Chloe*8  breast  she  poun, 
The  Queen  of  Bęauty  greets 

The  gentte  Queen  of  Flowers. 


STANZAS 


Olf  THE  F0RWARDNB8S  OP  SPRINO. 

tibt,  flores,  plenis 

Ecce  ferunt  nymphsB  całathis.  Virg. 

0'Ea  Nature^s  frcsh  bosom,  by  rerdare  nnbound, 
Bleak  Whiter  blooms  lorely  as  ^ring : 

Rich  flowVłts  (how  fragrant4)  rise  wantonly  ronnd, 
And  Summer*8  wing^d  choristers  sing ! 

To  greet  the  yonng  monarch  of  Britain's  blest  isle, 
The  gro^es  with  gay  blossoms  are  grac'd ! 

The  primrose  peeps  ft>rth  with  an  inoocent  smile, 
And  cowslips  crowd  forward  in  hastę. 

IKspatch,  gentle  Flora,  the  nymjfhs  of  your  train 
Tbrough  woodiands,  to  gather  each  sweet: 

Go-^it>b,  of  young  roses,  the  dew-spangled  plain. 
And  strew  the  gay  spoils  at  his  feet. 

Two  chaplets  of  laurel,  in  verdare  the  satne, 
For  George,  oh  ye  yirgins,  entwine !  [came, 

Prom  Conquest*8  own  temples  these  erer-greeus 
And  those  from  the  brows  of  the  Ninę ! 
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-  Wbat  honours,  ye  Britons !  (one  emblem  implies) 

What  glory  to  George  shall  bełong  ! 
What  Miltons,  (the  other)  what  Addisons  rise. 
To  make  him  immortal  in  song ! 

To  a  wreath  of  fresh.oak,  England'8  emblem  of 
power! 

Whose  honoars  with  time  shall  jncrease! 
Add  a  fiiir  oIive  sprig,  jnst  nnfoldinff  its  flower, 

Rich  token  of  concord  and  peaceT 

Nert  give  him  young  myrtles,  by  Beauty'8  bright 
CoUected — the  pride  of  the  graive !  [queen 

How  fragrant  tbeir  odour !  their  foliage  how  gi«en ! 
Sweet  promise  of  coąjugal  love! 

'  Let  GauPs  captire  lilies,  cropt  close  to  the  gronnd. 

Ab  trophies  of  conąuest  be  ty^d : 
The  Tirgins  all  ery,  "  There  *s  not  one  to  be  found  f 

Out-bioom'd  by  his  roees — ^they  dy'd.*' 

Ye  foes  of  Old  England,  snch  fate  shall  ye  sbare, 
With  George,  as  our  glories  adTance-*  [daspair, 

Through  envy  you*ll  sicken,— yon*U  dfO0{>— youll 
And  die^like  the  lilies  of  Fhmce. 


OM 

THE  APPROACH  OP  MAY. 

Thi  Tirgin,  when  soften^d  by  May, 

Attends  to  the  Tillager^s  vows; 
The  birds  sweetly  bill  on  the  spray. 

And  poplars  embraoe  with  their  bought; 
On  Ida  bright  Venus  may  reign, 

Ador*d  for  her  beauty  aboTe ! 
We  shepherds  that  dwell  on  the  plain, 

Hail  May  as  the  mother  of  Love. 

From  the  west  as  it  wantonly  blows, 

Fond  Zephyr  caresses  the  rine ; 
The  bee  steals  a  kiss  from  the  rofle, 

And  willows  and  woodbincs  entwine : 
The  pinks  by  the  riTuIet  side, 

That  border  the  vemal  ałcoTe, 
Bend  downward  to  kiss  the  soft  tide : 

For  May  is  the  nnDther  of  LoTe. 


May  tinges  the  butterfly'8  wing, 

He  flutters  in  bridal  array! 
And  if  the  wing'd  foresters  sing, 

Their  musie  is  taught  tbem  by  May. 
The  stock-dove,  recluse  with  her  matę, 

Conceals  her  fond  bliss  in  the  grove^ 
And  murmuriag  seems  to  repeat 

That  May  is  the  mother  ik  Lore^ 

The  goddcss  will  risit  you  soon, 

Ye  virgins  be  ^3ortive  and  gay: 
Get  your  pipes,  oh  ye  shepherds  !   in  tune> 

For  musie  most  welcome  the  May. 
Would  Ddmon  have  Phillis  prove  kind. 

And  all  his  keen  angaish  remoYe, , 
Let  him  tell  her  soft  Łales,  and  he  'U  find 

That  May  is  the  mother  of  Loveł 
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THE  riOLET 


Suxłter'd  from  the  blight,  ambition, 
Fatal  to  the  pride  of  rank, 

See  me  in  my  Iow  condition, 
Jjaugbing  on  the  tufted  bank# 

On  my  robes  (for  emnlation) 

No  Tariety  'a  imprest : 
Suited  to  an  humble  station,  * 

Minę  's  an  unembroider^d  \'e8t. 

Modest  thoiigh  the  maids  declare  mc^ 
May  iu  her  fantastic  train, 

When  Pastora  deigns  to  wear  me, 
Ha'n't  a  flow*ret  half  so  vain. 


THE  NARCISSUS, 

A>  pendent  o'er  the  limpid  stream 

I  bow^d  my  snowy  pride, 
And  languish*d  in  a  fruitlcss  flame^ 

For  what  the  Fates  deny'd  ; 
The  fair  Pastora  chanc*d  to  pas^ 

With  soch  an  angel  air, 
I  saw  her  in  the  wafry  glass. 

And  loY^d  the  riral  fair. 

Ye  Fates,  no  longer  let  me  pine^ 

A  self-admiring  sweet, 
Permit  me,  by  your  grace  diTine, 

To  kiss  the  fkir-one^s  feet : 
That  if  by  chance  tlie  gentle  maid 

My  fragrance  sbould  admire, 
I  may,— upon  her  bosom  laid, 

In  sister  sweeta  expire. 


THE  MILLER, 


ABAŁIJU). 


In  a  plain  pleasant  cottage,  oonven*(ently  neat, 
With  a  mili  and  some  meadows—afrechold  estate, 
A  well-meaning  miller  by  labour  supplies 
Those  bicssings,  that  grandeur  to  great  ones  denies : 
No  passions  to  plague  him,  uo  cares  to  torment, 
His  oonstant  companions  fiire  Health  and  Gontent; 
Their  lordships  in  lace  may  remark,  if  they  will, 
He  *s  honest,  though  daubM  with  the  dust  of  his 
miii, 

Ere  the  lark^  early  carols  salute  the  new  day, 
He  springs  from  his  cottage  as  jocund  as  May ; 
He  cheeriully  whistles,  regardless  of  care, 
Or  sings  the  last  ballad  he  bought  at  the  fair : 
While  courtiers  are  toil*d  in  the  cobwebf  of  state, 
Or  bribing  election^  in  hopes  to  be  great. 
No  fraud  or  ambition  his  bosom  e'er  fili, 
Contented  he  works,  if  there  's  grist  for  his  mili. 

On  Sunday,  bedeck'd  in  his  homespnn  aif  ay, 
At  cburch  hels  ^e  loudest  to  chant  or  to  pray ; 
He  sits  to  a  dUnner  of  plain  English  food, 
Though  simple  tbe  pudding,  his  appetite  's  good. 


At  night,  when  the  priesi  and  encisemań  are  gone, 
He  qiiaffs  at  the  alehouse  with  Roger  and  John, 
Then  reels  to  his  pillow,  and  dreams  of  no  ill ; 
No  monarch  morę  blest  than  the  man  ofthe  mtIL 


A  LANDSCAPE. 


Rura  mihi  et  irrigui  plmceant  in  TalUbns  amoe^ 

Yiij. 

Now  that  Sammer^s  ripen'd  bloom 

Frolics  where  the  Winter  frown*d, 
StretchM  upon  tbese  banks  of  broom. 

We  command  the  landscape  roand. 

Naturę  in  the  prospect  yields 

Humble  dales,  and  monntains  bold, 

Meadows,  woodlands,  heaths, — and  fieids 
Yellow*d  o'er  with  waving  gold. 

Goats  npon  that  frpwning  steep, 
Fearless,  with  their  kidłings  browse ! 

Herę  a  flock  of  soowy  sheep  t 
There  an  herd  of  motley  cows  ! 

On  the  nplands,  every  glade 

Brightens  in  Uie  blaze  of  day; 
0'er  the  yales,  the  sober  shade 

Softens  to  an  evening  grey. 

Where  the  rill,  by  slow  degrees^ 

Swells  into  a  crystal  poot, 
Shaggy  rocks  and  shelviQg  trees 

Shoot  to  keep  the  waters  cool. 

Shiver*d  by  a  thunder-stroke, 

From  the  mountain*s  misty  ridge, 
0'er  the  brook  a  ruinM  oak, 

Near  the  farm-house,  forms  a  bridge. 

On  her  breast  the  sunny  beam 

Glitten  in  meridian  pride; 
Yonder  as  the  virgin  stream 

Hastens  to  the  restless  tide : 

Where  the  ships  by  wanton  gales 

Wafted,  o'er  the  green  waves  rw^ 
Sweet  to  see  their  sweliing  sails 

Whiten'd  by  the  laughing  Sun ! 

High  npon  the  daisied  bill, 

Rising  finom  the  slope  of  trees^ 
How  the  wings  of  yonder  mili 

Labour  in  the  busy  breeze ! 

Cheerfut  as  a  Bammer's  mom, 

(Bouncing  from  ber  loaded  pad) 
Where  the  matd  presents  her  eonit 

Smirking,  to  the  miller's  lad. 

0'er  the  green  a  festal  throng 

Gambols,  in  fantastic  trim ! 
As  the  fuli  cart  mores  along, 

Hearken— ^^tis  their  harrest  hysn ! 

liraiets  on  the  erowded  sprays 

Cborus, — and  the  wood-larks  risc, 
Soaring  with  a  song  of  praise, 

l'iil  the  sweet  notos  reach  the  skisi, 


MELODY...DEUA...THE  SYCAMORE  SHADE. 
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TcMTents  in  estended  sheets 

Down  the  cliffii,  dividiDg,  break: 

TWixt  the  bilU  tbe  water  meeU> 
Setting  ID  a  siWer  lakę ! 

Trotn.  his  langnid  flocks,  the  sirain, 
By  the  sonbeams  sóre  opprest, 

Plunging  oa  the  wat*ry  plain, 

Płcwghs  it  wilh  hia  glowing  breast 

Where  the  mantling  willows  nodf 
Prom  tbe  g^reen  bank'8  slopy  side, 

Fatient»  with  bis  well-thrown  rod. 
Many  an  aogler  breaka  the  tide ! 

On  tbe  isles,  with  osters  drest. 

Many  a  fiiiir-pluai^d  halcyoo  breedai 

Many  a  vUd  bird  hides  ber  nest, 
GoYer^d  in  yon  crackling  reeds. 

Fork-taird  piattlen,  as  they  pass 
To  their  oertlings  in  the  rock, 

I>arting  on  the  liqu'd  gla^s, 

Seem  to  kiss  the  miniick'd  flock* 

Wbeie  the  stone  cross  lifts  its  head. 
Many  a  saint  and  pilgiim  boar, 

Vp  the  hill  was  wont  to  tread, 
Barefooty  in  tbe  days  of  yore.  . 

Onardian  of  a  sacred  well, 

Arch'd  beneath  yon  Teverend  shadei^ 
Whilome,  in  that  shatter^d  celi, 

Many  an  hermit  told  his  beads. 

Soltry  mists  surround  the  heath 
Where  the  gotbic  dome  appea^^ 

0'er  the  trembiing  grores  beneatl^ 
Totfring  with  a  load  of  years. 

Ttam  to  the  contrasted  scenę, 
Where,  beyond  tbese  hoary  piles, 

Gay,  upoo  the  rising  green. 
Mamy  an  attic  bnilding  smilesł 

Painted  garden»— grats— and  groTei^ 
Intenningling  shade  and  ligbtj 

Łengthen*d  Tistas,  greeu  alcoYes, 
Join  to  giTe  tbe  eye  delighŁ 

Hamleta — yillages,  and  spires, 
Scatter^d  on  tbe  landscape  lie, 

Till  the  distant  Tiew  retircs, 
Ctosing  in  an  azure  sky. 


MELODY. 


ŁasBTiOHE  as  coovey'd  by  spanowi, 

Love  and  Beauty  cro8s'd  tbe  plains, 
flighta  of  little  pointed  arrows 

hyre  dispatchM  among  the  swains : 
Bat  so  much  our  shepherds  dread  bim^ 

(Spoiler  of  their  peace  prolbund) 
SFłft  as  scuddittg  lawns  they  fled  him, 

Frigbtad,  tbotfgb  they  felt  oo  womid. 


Now  the  wanton  god  grown  slier. 

And  for  each  fond  mischicf  Iri^je, 
Comcs  diąguis^d  in  Pan's  attim, 

Tuning  sweet  an  oaten  pipę : 
Echo,  by  tbe  windlng  river, 

Doubles  his  dełasive  strains: 
While  the  boy  conceals  his  quiver, 

Fnmi  tbe  slow-retuming  swains. 

As  Palemon,  misuspecting, 

Prais'd  the  sly  musician^sart. 
Lorę,  his  light  disguise  rejecting, 

Lodg*d  an  arrow  in  bis  heart: 
Cupid  will  enforce  your  duty, 

Shepherds,  and  wonid  have  you  tangfat, 
Those  wbo  timid  fly  from  Beauty, 

May  by  Melody  be  caught. 


DELIA. 


APAFTORAŁ. 


Tbb  gentle  swan  with  gracefal  pridą 

Her  glossy  plumage  layes. 
And  failing  down  the  silrer  tide, 

Di^ides  the  wbisp*ring  wares:  . 
The  silver  tide,  that  wand*ring  fiowi^ 

Sweet  to  tbe  bird  must  be ! 
But  not  so  sweet — ^blithe  Cupid  knowi^ 

As  Delia  is  to  me. 

A  parent  bird,  in  plaiotire  mood. 

On  jronder  fniit-tree  sung. 
And  stłU  the  pendent  nest  she  Tiew^d, 

That  held  her  callow  yoong: 
Dear  to  tłie  mothar^s  flott^ring  heait. 

The  genial  brood  must  be ; 
But  not  so  dcar  (tbe  tbousaodth  pait !} 

As  Delia  is  to  me. 

Hie  roses  that  my  brow  surround 

Werę  natives  of  tbe  dale; 
Scarce  pluck'd,  and  in  a  garland  bono^^ 

Before  their  swcets  grew  pale ! 
My  vital  Uoom  wonId  tbus  be  froze, 

If  luckless  torn  from  thee ; 
For  what  the  root  is  to  the  rosę. 

My  Delia  is  to  me. 

Two  do?ies  I  fpund,  like  new-fklJ'n  snów, 

So  wbite  the  beauteons  pśir ! 
The  birds  to  Delia  1  '11  bestow, 

They  Ye  like  her  bosóm  ftur ! 
Wheo,  in  their  chaste  connubial  lo^e^ 

My  secret  wish  she  'U  see ; 
Such  mutual  bliss  as  turtles  prove» 

May  Delią  share  with  me. 


THE  SYCAMORE  SHADE. 

A  BAIŁAIW 

'Pornsa  day  as  I  sat  in  tbe  sycamore  shade^ 
Young  Damon  came  wbistling  along, 

I  trembled — I  blush'd — a  poor  innocent  maid  I 
And  my  htart  caper'd  tip  to  my  tongue : 
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'*  Silly  heart,"  1  CTy'd,  "  fie !  What  a  fluttcr  is  hcre ! 

Young  Damon  designs  you  no  ii  I ; 
The  shepherd  *8  so  civil,  you,*ve  nothing  to  fear, 

Then  prythee,  fond  urohin,  lie  stiiL'' 

Sly  Damon  drew  near,  and  knelt  down  at  my  feet. 

One  kiss  he  demaaded— No  morę! 
But  urg'd  the  soft  pressure  with  ardour  «o  sweet, 

1  could  not  begrudge  him  a  score ;    . 
My  lambkinsl  've  kis8'd,  and  no  ebangeererfonnd, 

Many  times  as  we  play^d  on  the  hili; 
^ut  Damon^s  dear  lips  madę  my  heart  gallop  round. 

Nor  would  the  found  urchin  He  still. 

When  the  Sun  blazes  flerce,  to  the  syóamore  shade 

For  shelter,  I  *m  surę  to  repair  j 
And,  yirgins,  in  faith  I  *m  no  longer  afraid, 

Although  the  dear  shepherd  be  there : 
At  ev'ry  fon4  kiss  that  wtth  ft-eedom  he  takes, 

My  heart  may  rebound  if  it  will ; 
There  's  something  so  sweet  in  the  bustle  it  makes, 

I  '11  die  ere  I  bid  it  lie  still. 


CUNNINGHAMS  POEMS. 


DAMON  AND  PHILLIS. 


A  PASTORAŁ  DtAŁOCUE. 

Donec  gratus  eram,  &c. 

31AM0N. 


Hor. 


To  the  church  then  let  's  hasten,  onr  tran^torti  to 

bind. 
And  Damon  will  always  proTc  faithful  and  kiod. 


PRIŁŁIS. 


To  the  church  then  !ct  's  haften,  oor 

bind, 
And  Phillis  will  always  prcnra  £utbful  and  kind. 


to 


THE  WARNING. 

YotTNG  Golin  once  courted  Myitilla  tbe  prade, 
If  he  sigh'd  or  look'd  tender,  she  cryM  be  was 

rude; 
Thongh  he  begg'd  with  deYOtion,  sonę  c^se  for  bis 

pain, 
The  shepherd  got  nothing  but  frowna  aiid*diadaio. 
Fatigu'd  with  ber  folly,  his  suit  he  g^ye  o'er. 
And  vow*d  that  no  female  sbonUI  fetter  him  noic. 


Whem  Phillis  was  faithful,  and  fond  as  she  's  fair, 
I  twisted  young  roses  in  wreaths  for  my  bair ; 
But  ah !  the  sad  willow  »s  a  shade  for  my  brows, 
For  Phillis  no  longer  remembers  ber  vows '. 
To  the  gToves  with  young  Colin  the  shepherdess  flies, 
While  Damon  disturbs  the  still  plains  with  his  sighs. 

PHILLIS* 

ftethink  you,  false  Damon,  beforc  you  upbraid, 
When  PhcBbe*8  fair  lambkin  had  yesterday  stray'd, 
Through  the  woodlands  you  wanderM,  poor  Phillis 

forgot ! 
And  drove  the^y  rambler  quite  home  to  ber  cot; 
A  swain  so  deceitful  no  damsel  can  prizc ; 
*Tis  Phcebe,  not  Phillis,  lays  claim  to  your  sighs. 

DAMON. 

Lłke  summer  's  fuli  season  young  Phcebe  is  kind, 
Her  manners  are  graceful,  untainted  ber  mind ! 
Tlie  sweets  of  contentment  ber  cottage  adom, 
She  *»  fair  as  the  rose-bud,  and  fresh  as  the  mom ! 
She  smłles  like  Pomona—These  smiles  1  'd  resigu, 
If  Phillis  were  faithful,  and  deign'd  to  be  minę. 

PHILLIS. 

On  the  tabor  young  Colin  so  prcttily  plays, 
He  sings  mc  sweet  sonnets,  and  writes  in  my  praise ! 
He  chose  me  his  tnie-love  last  Valentino-day, 
When  birds  sat  like  bridegrooms  all  pair*d  on  the 
spray ;  [mind, 

Yet  I  'd  drive  the  gay  shepherd  far,  far  from  my 
If  Damon,  tiie  rov€r,  were  constant  and  kind. 

DAMOK. 

Fine  folks,  my  sweet  Phillis,  may  revcl  and  rangę. 
But   fleeting  's  the    plcasure  that  's  founded  on 

changc 1 
In  the  villager's  collage  such  constancy  springs, 
That  peasants  with  pity  may  kx>k  down  on  kings. 


He  stroYC  with  all  caution  to'scapefiointhe  net. 
But  Chloe  soon  caught  him, — a  fiiush'd  coqaet ! 
She  glanc'd  to  his  glances,  she  sighM  to  hb  «gh^ 
And  flatter^d  his  hope — ^in  the  language  of  cycb 
Alas  for  poor  Colin  !  when  puŁ  to  the  tes^ 
Himself  and  his  passion  provM  boCh  bat  ber  jetf. 


By  the  critical  third  he  was  fiz'd  in  the 

By  Fanny — gay,  young,  una6ected,  and  Ikirj 

When  she  found  he  had  meńt,  ańd  lorę  took  his 

part, 
She  dally'd  no  longer — but  yielded  het  heait. 
With  joy  they  submitted  to  Hymen'8  decree. 
And  now  are  as  happy — as  haj^py  cao  be. 


As  the  rose-bud  of  beauty  soon  sickens  and  fedes, 
The  prude  and  coquet  are  two  aligfated  old  maid« ; 
Now  their'  sweets  are  ali  wasted,    too  late  tbqr 

repent. 
Fur  transports  untasted,  for  moments  misspent ! 
Ye  virgins,  take  waming,  improTe  by  my  pbn. 
And  fix  the  fund  yopth  when  you  prudently  cao. 


HOLIDAY  GOWN. 


In  holłday  gown,  and  my  new  fangled  hat, 

Last  Mooday  I  tript  to  the  fair ; 
I  held  up  my  bead,  and  I  *ll  tell  yon  f(>r'włiat, 

Brisk  Roger  I  guess*d  wou*d  be  there : 
He  woos  me  to  marry  wheneTer  we  meet, 

There  's  honey  surę  dwells  on  his  tongue ! 
He  hugs  me  so  ćlose,  and  be  kisses  so  sweet, 

I  M  wed — if  I  were  not  too  young. 

Fond  Sue,  I  'U  assure  you,  laid  hołd  on  the  boy, 

(The  vixen  wou'd  fein  be  his  bride) 
Some  token  she  claim*d,  either  ribbon  or  toy. 

And  swore  that  she  *d  not  be  deoy^d : 
A  top-knot  he  bougbt  ber,  and  gaiters  of  green, 

Pert  Susan  was  cruelly  stung ; 
I  hate  ber  so  much,  that,  to  kill  ber  with  ipkeo^ 

I  'd  wed— if  I  were  not  too  yoong. 
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He  wbisperM  mich  soft  pretty  thiDg;s  in  minę  ear ! 

Hę  liattei^d,  he  pix>mis'd,  and  swore ! 
Such  trinkets  he  gare  the,  such  lat^es  and  geer, 

Tbat,  trust  me, — my  pockets  ran  o*er: 
Some  hallads  he  bought  me,  the  best  he^couM  find, 

And  sweetly  their  barthen  be  sung ; 
Good  fatth !  be  's  eo  handsome,  so  witty,  and  kind, 

I  'd  wed«-if  I  were  not  too  yoong, 

Th«  Son  w«8  jnst  setting,  'twas  time  to  retire, 

(Our  eottage  was  diitant  a  mile) 
I  roae  to  be  gone — Roger  bow'd  like  a  'sąuire, 

And  handed  me  over  the  stile : 
Hit  annf  he  threw  roand  me — love  laugh'd  in  bis  eye, 

He  lad  me  the  meadows  among, 
Tfaece  prest  me  so  close,  I  agreed,  with  a  sigh» 

To  iffed-*>lbr  I  w«s  not  too  young. 


DAPHNE: 

A  SONG. 


No  longer,  Daphne,  I  admire 

The  graces  in  thine  eyes ; 
ContinuM  coyness  kiUs^desire, 

And  &mi8h*d  passion  di^ 
Three  tedious  yeara  I  've  sighM  in  vajn, 

Nor  oould  my  tows  prevail ; 
With  all  the  rigoon  of  disdain, 

Yon  seorn^d  my  amorous  tale. 

When  Celia  cry'd,  "  How  senseless  she, 

Tbai  bas  such  towb  refiisM ; 
Bad  Damon  giv'n  his  beart  to  me, 

It  had  been  kinder  us'd. 
The  man  's  a  ibol  tbat  pines  and  dies 

Because  a  woman  's  coy ; 
The  gentle  bliss  that  one  denies, 

A  thoosand  will  enjoy.** 

Soch  cbarming  words,  so  roid  of  art, 

Surprbing  rapłure  gave ; 
And  though  the  maid  subdu'd  my  beart, 

It  ceas*d  to  be  a  stare : 
A  wretch  oondemnM,  shall  Daphne  pTove  ^ 

While  blest  without  restramt, 
In  the  sweet  calendar  of  loye 

My  Celia  stands — #  saint, 


CORYDON: 

A  PASTOKAŁ. 
TO  THI  IfSMORY  OF  WILLIAM  SHBNSTOlfZ,  ISO. 

Coii«,  shepherds,  we  Ml  follow  the  hearse, 
We  Ml  see  our  ]ov'd  Corydon  laid : 

ThoDgh  sorrow  may  blemisb  the  vcrsc, 
Yet  let  a  sad  tribute  be  paid. 

They  calPd  him  the  pride  of  the  platn ; 

In  sooth  he  was  gentle  and  kind ! 
He  maTk'd  on  his  elegant  strain 

The  graces  that  glow*d  in  his  mind. 


On  purpose  he  planted  yon  trees, 
lliat^birds  in  the  oovert  might  dwell ; 

He  cultur'd  bis  tbyme  for  the  bees. 
But  never  wou'd  rifle  tiieir  celi. 

Ye  lambkins  that  play'd  at  his  feet, 
Go  bleat — and  your  master  bemoan  j 

His  musie  was  artless  and  sweet. 
His  manners  as  mild  as  your  own. 

No  Terdure  sball  corer  the  rale. 
No  blooro  on  tbe  blossoms  appear ; 

Tbe  sweets  of  the  forest  shall  fail, 
Aud  winter  discolour  the  year. 

No  birds  in  our  hedges  sball  sing» 
(Our  hedges  so  vocal  before) 

Since  be  that  should  welcomc  the  spring, 
Salutes  the  gay  season  no  morę. 

His  Phillis  was  fond  of  his  praise, 
And  poets  came  round  in  a  throng ; 

They  lłsten'd they  envy'd  his  lays,' 

But  which  of  them  eąuaPd  his  song  ? 

Ye  shepherds,  hencefbrward  be  mnte, 
For  lost  is  the  pastorał  strain ; 

So  give  me  my  Corydon's  flute. 
And  thus— let  me  break  it  in  twain. 


/ 


DAMON  AND  PHCEBE. 

* 

Wam  the  sweet  rosy  moming  firrt  peep^d  from 

the  skies, 
A  loud  singing  lark  bade  the  villagers  rise ; 
The  cowslips  were  li^ely-^the  pńmroses  ga/. 
And  shed  their  best  perfumes  to  weloome  the 

May: 

The  swains  and  their  sweethearts  all  rang'd  on  tlie 

green, 
Did  homage  to  Phcebe — and  haiPd  ber  their  queen» 

Young  l>imon  step*d  forward:    he  sung  in  ber 

praise, 
And  Ph«be  bestowM  him  a  garland  of  bays : 
"  May  this  wreath,"  said  the  fair-one,  "dear  lord 

of  my  %'ows, 
A  crown  for  tme  merit,  bloom  long  on  thy  brows  :** 
The  swains  »nd  their  sweethearts  that  danc'd  on 

tbe  green, 
Approv'd  the  fond  present  of  Phoebe  their  queen. 

'Mongst  lords  and  fine  ladies,  we  shepherds  aro 

told, 
The  dearest  affections  are  barterM  for  gold ; 
Tliat  discord  in  wedlock  is  often  their  lot, 
While  Cupid  and  Hymen  sbake  hands  in  a  cot : 
At  the  church  with  fair  Phoebe  sińce  Damon  has 

been, 
He  's  ricii  as  a  monarch— śhe  's  blest  as  a  queeiL 
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A  PASTORAŁ  HYMN  TO  JANUS. 

ON  THB  BIRTH  OF  T8I  QUBBN. 

Te  prima m  pia  thura  rogent~te  vota  salutent, 
te  colat  omnis  honoa.       Mart.  ad  Janum. 

To  Janus,  gentle  shepherds !  raise  a  shrine  s 

His  honours  be  di^ine  ! 
And  as  to  mighty  Pan  w!th  homage  bow : 

To  him,  the  virgin  troop  shall  tribute  bring; 

Let  him  be  haiPd  like  tbe  grecn-liveried  Spring, 
Spite  of  the  wintry  stonns  that  stain  his  biow. 

The  pride,  the  glowtng  pageantry  of  May, 
Glides  wantoiily  away : 

But  January,  in  his  rough-spun  Tefit, 
Boasts  the  fuli  blessings  that  can  never  fade^ 
He  that  gave  birth  to  the  illustrious  maid, 

Whose  beauties  make  the  British  monarch  bleiil 

Could  the  soft  Spring  with  all  her  sunny  8howen» 
The  froHc  nune  of  flowers ! 

Or  flaunting  Summer,  flush'd  in  ripen'd  pride, 
Could  they  produce  a  finish*d  sweet  so  rare : 
Or  from  his  golden  storei^  a  gift  so  fair, 

Say,  has  the  fertile  Autumn  e'er  8upply*d  ? 

Henceforward  let  the  hoary  month  be  gay 
As  the  white-bawthorD'd  May ! 

The  laughing  goddess  of  the  Spring  disown^d, 
Hbk  rosy  wreath  shall  on  his  brows  appear, 
Old  Janus,  as  he  ieads,  shall  fili  the  year. 

And  the  less  fruitful  Autumn  be  dethron'd. 

Abo%'e  the  other  months  supremely  blest, 
Glad  Janus  stands  coufest  I 

He  can  behold  with  retrospective  face 
The  mighty  blessings  of  the  year  gone  by : 
Where,  to  conuect  a  mooarch*8  nuptial  tie, 

Assembled  ev*ry  giory,  ev'ry  grace! 

When  he  looks  forward  on  the  flatfring  yesr, 
The  golden  hours  appear, 

As  in  the  saered  reign  of  Saturn,  fair : 

Britain  shall  prove  from  this  propitious  datę, 
Her  honours  perfect,  victories  complete, 

And  boast  the  brightest  hopes,  a  Bbitish  heib* 

The  above  little  poem  was  written  on  snppo- 
sition  that  her  miyesty^s  birth-day  was  really  in  tbe 
month  of  January. 


AN  INSCRIPTION 


ON  TUB  nOUSB  AT  MAV18-BANK,  NEAIl  EDIKBURCHy 
SrrUATEP  IN  A<GROV£« 

I^ABVA  domus !  nemerosa  quies ! 
Sis  tu,  quoque  nostris 
Hospitium,  laribus,  8ubsidiumque  diu ! 
Flora  tuas  omet  postes,  Pomoiuułue  mensas  \ 
Conferat  ut  varia8  fertilis  hortus  opes ! 
'£t  Tolucres  picts  cingentes  voce  canora, 
Eetia  sola  canent  qaai  sibi  tendit  amor ! 


IFloriferl  colles,.  dulces  mihi  ssepe  recessoB 
Dent,  atque  hospitibus  gaudia  plena  meis ! 
Concedatque  Deus  nunqaam,  rei  sero 
Seroque  terrenas  experiare  vices  ? 
Integra  rcddantur  quse  plnrima  sscnla  rodant 
Detur,  et  ut  seoio  polchrior  eniteaa. 


THE  IN8CRTPTIOII  IMITATBD. 

Pbacb  has  esplor^d  this  sylraji  scenę, 
She  oourts  your  calm  retreat, 

Ye  groyes  of  variegated  green, 
lliat  grace  my  genial  seat  f 

Herę,  in  the  lap  of  lenient  ease, 
(Remote  from  mad^ning  noiae) 

Let  me  delude  a  length  criF  days, 

.  In  dear  domestic  joys ! 

Long  may  tbe  parent  quee&  of  flow*n 

Her  fragrance  here  display ! 
Long  may  she  paint  my  mantUng  bow'n^ 

And  make  my  portals  gay ! ' 
Nor  you — my  yellow  gai^ens,  f«il 

To  swdl  Pomona'6  hoard  ! 
So  shall  the  plenteous,  rich  Kgala— 

Repleniflh,  long,  my  board ! 

Pour  throDgh  the  gioTes  yoar  carols  elear, 

Ye  birds,  por  boodage  dread : 
If  any  toils  entangle  here, 

Tis  those  which  Love  hath  spread. 
Where  the  green  hill  so  gradual  slants, 

Or  flowery  glade  eztend% 
Long  may  these  fair,  these  lav'rite  hannts 

PfDYe  social  to  my  friends ! 

May  you  presenre  perpetual  bloora. 

My  happy  halcyon  seat ! 
Or  if  fell  Time  denounce  thy  doom. 

Far  distant  be  its  datę ! 
And  when  he  makes,  with  iron  ragę, 

Thy  youthiiil  pride  bis  prey, 
Long  may  the  honours  of  thy  af  e 

Be  reTerenc'd  in  decay ! 


ANO  THE  R  INSCRIPTION 

ON  THE  SAMB  HOVSŁ 

Hanc  in  gremio  resonantis  sylrm 

Aqui8,  hortis,  aTiumque  garritu, 
Ceteri8que  ruris  honoribus, 
Undtque  renidentem  villiira. 

Non  magniticam non  superbam; 

At  qaalen  rides, 
Commodam,  mundam,  genialem 
Naturs  parem,  socians  artem. 

Sibi,  suisque 
Ad  vitam  placide, 

£t  tranquille  agendum 
Designayit,  iostruxitque. 
D.  LC 
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miTATED. 

Ik  the  deep  bosom  of  my  grovę 

A  sweet  recess  surrey ! 
Where  birds,  with  elegles  of  loyc. 
Make  voca1  every  spray. 
A  8y1van  spot,  with  woods — with  waters  crown^d, 
With  all  the  rural  honours  blooming  round ! 

Thifl  little,  but  commodioiu  seat 
(Where  Natare  weds  with  Art) 
A*nt  to  the  ets  superbly  great, 
lis  beaaties  charm  the  ubakt. 
Herę,  may  the  happy  founder  and  his  raee 
Pini  their  fuil  days  in  barmony  and  peace  ! 


CO  NT  EN  T. 

A  PASTOIAL. 


O^MR  mooriands  and  mountains,  rude,  barren,  and 

As  wilder^d  and  wearyM  I  roam»  [barCi 

A  gentle  young  shepherdess  sees  my  despair, 

Aod  leads  me— o' er  lawns — to  ber  hume: 
Yellow  8heaves  from  rich  Ceres  her  cottage  had 
crownMy 

Green  nishes  were  strewM  on  her  floor, 
Her  casement,   sweet  woodbines  orept  wantonly 

And  deck'd  tbe  sod  seats  at  her  door.      [rouud. 

We  sate  ourscWes  down  to  a  oooling  rcpast, 

Fresh  fruits !  and  she  cuird  me  the  best ; 
l!Vliile  thrown  from  my  gMard  by  some  glances  she 

Iit>ve  slily  stole  into  my  breast !  [cast, 

I  told  my  solt  wishes ;  she  sweetly  reply'd» 

( Ye  Tirgins,  ber  voice  was  di^ine  ! ) 
*'  Ptb  rich  ones  rejected»  and  great  ones  deny'd, 

Bttt  take  me,  fond  shepherd — Pm  tbin^'* 

Her  air  was  so  modest,  her  aspect  so  meek  ! 

So  simple,  yet  sweet,  were  her  charms ! 
I  kiss^d  the  ripe  roses  that  glow'd  on  ber  cheek. 

And  lock'd  the  dear  maid  m  my  arms. 
Now  jocund  together  we  tend  a  few  sheep. 

And  if.  by  yon  prattler,  the  stream, 
Beclin'd  on  her  bosom,  I  sink  into  sleep, 

Her  image  still  softens  my  dream. 

Together  we  rangę  o'er  the  slow  rising  bills,* 

Beligbted  with  pastorał  Yiews, 
Or  rest  od  the  rock  whenoe  the  streamlet  distils, 

And  point  out  new  themes  for  my  Musc. 
To  pomp  or  proud  titles  she  ne'er  did  aspire, 

The  damsei  's  of  humble  descent ; 
The  cottager,  Peace,  is  well  known  for  her  sire, 

And  shepherds  hare  nam'd  her  Comtent. 


CORYDON  AND  PHILIJS. 

A  PASTORAŁ. 

Her  sheep  bed  ia  dusters  crept  close  by  the  grove. 

To  hide  from  the  rigours  of  day ; 
And  Phttlis  kerself,  in  a  woodbine  aloove, 

Among  the  fresh  violets  lay : 
A  yoangling,  it  seems,  had  been  stole  firom  its  dam, 

(Twixt  Cupid  and  Hymen  a  plot) 
That  Corydon  nigbt,  as  he  searahM  for  bis  lamb, 

Arrlve  at  thia  cnli^  s|iot. 


As  through  the  gay  hedge  for  hislambkin  be  peeps, 

He  saw  the  sweet  maid  with  surprise ; 
"  Yę  gods,  if  so  kilUog,"  he  cry'd,    "  when  sb^ 
sleeps, 

I  'm  lost  when  she  opens  her  eyes ! 
To  tarry  much  longer  would  hazard  my  heart, 

I  Ul  onwards,  my  lambkin  to  tracę :" 
In:vain  honest  Corydon  stroje  to  depart, 

For  love  had  him  nail'd  to  the  place. 

"  Hush,  httsh*d  oe  thesebirds,  whatabawlingthey 
keep  !** 

He  cry'd,  "  you  're  too  loud  on  the  spray, 
Dont  you  see,  foolish  lark,  that  the  charmer  '• 
asleep? 

You  '11  wake  her  as  surę  as  'tis  day ; 
How  dare  thatibnd  butterfly  touch  the  sweet  maid ! 

Her  cheek  he  mistakes  for  tbe  rosę ; 
I  'd  pat  him,  to  death,  if  I  was  not  afraid 

My  boldness  would  break  her  repose." 


Young  Pbillis  look'd  up  with  a  languishing  amilCj 

'*  Kind  shepherd,'*  she  said,  "  you  mistake; 
I  laid  myself  down  just  to  rest  me  a  while. 

But  trust  me,  have  still  been  awake :" 
The  shepherd  took  courage,  advai]c'd  with  a  bow, 

He  placHl  himaelf  close  by  her  side, 
And  manag^d  the  matter,  I  cannot  tell  how, 

But  yesterday  madę  her  his  bride. 


'      AK 

ELEGY  ON  A  PILE  OF  RUINS. 

Aspice  murorum  moles,  prsruptaqae  saxa ! 

Janus  Yitalis. 
Omnia,  tempus  edax  depascitur,  omnia  carpit 

,  Seneca. 

In  the  fuli  prospect  yondcr  bill  commands, 
0*er  barren  heaths,  and  cultiyatcd  plains  ; 

The  ve8tige  of  an  ancient  abbey  stands, 
dose  by  a  ruin'd  castle^s  rude  remains. 

Hatf  buried,  there,  lie  many  a  brokcn  bnst. 
And  obelisk,  and  urn,  o*ertbrown  by  l^me; 

And  many  a  cherub,  there,  descends  in  dust 
From  the  rent  roof,  and  portico  sublime. 

The  riynlets,  oft  frighted  at  the  sound 

Of  fragments,  tombling  from  the  tow'n  en  higli, 

Plunge  to  their  source  in  secret  ca^es  profound, 
Leaving  their  banks  and  pebbly  bottoms  dry. 

Where  rev'rend  shrines  in  gothic  grandenr  stood, 
The  nettle,  or  the  noxious  night-shade  spreads ; 

.^nd  ashlings,  waftedTrom  tbe  neighb*ring  wood, 
Tbrough  the  wom  tarrets  wstc  their  trcmbling 
heads. 

There  Contemplation,  to  the  erowd  onkoown, 
Her  attitode  oompos'd,  aod  aspect  sweet ! 

Sits  musing  on  a  monumental  stone. 
And  points  to  the  memziito  at  her  foet 

Soon  as  sagę  er^ning  check'd  day's  simny  pride, 
I  lett  the  mantling  shade  in  morał  mood ; 

Aii'l  seated  by  the  małd's  8eque8ter'd  side, 
SighM,  as  the  mouldYiog  monuments  I  yiew^d. 
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Iiiexorabl5r  ealm,  with  ńlent  pace 

Herc  Time  has  pass^d — ^What  ruin  marks  his  way ! 
Tbis  pile,  oow  crumbling  o*er  i  ta  halIow'd  base, 

TurnM  not  his  step,  nor  could  his  couT^se  delay* 

Religion  rais*d  her  supplicating  eyes 
la  vain ;  and  Melody  her  song  sublime : 

In  Tain,  Philosopby)  with  maxims  wise, 
Would  touch  the  coM  unfeeling  heart  of  Time. 

Yet  the  hoar  tyrant,  though  not  mov'd  to  spare^ 
Relented  when  he  struck  its  iinish'd  pride ; 

And  partły  the  rude  ravage  to  repair, 
The  totf  ring  tow^  with  twisted  iTy  tyM. 

How  solemn  is  the  celi  o'ergp7wn  with  moss, 
That  terminates  the  view,  yon  cloister^d  way  \ 

In  the  crush'd  wali,  a  time-corroded  cross, 
Religion  like,  stands  mould'ring  in  dccay ! 

Where  the  mild  Sun,  through  saint-encypher'd  glaas, 
lUum^d  with  mellow  light  yon  dusky  isle, 

Many  rapt  honrs  might  Meditation  pass, 
Siow  moving  twixt  the  pillars  of  the  pile ! 

And  Piety,  with  mystic-meaning  beads, 
Bowing  to  saints  on  every  side  inurn'd, 

Trod  oft  the  solitary  path  that  leads 
Where  nowthe  sacred  altar  łies  o'ertum*d ! 

Through  the  grey  grove,  between  those  withYing 
treei, 

'Mongst  a  rude  group  of  monuments,  appears 
A  fnarble-imag'd  raatron  on  her  knees, 

Half  ^asted,  like  a  Niobe  in  tears : 

Low  1evelPd  in  the  dust  her  darling  's  laid  I 
Death  pitied  not  the  pride  of  youthful  bloom» 

Nor  could  matemal  piety  dissuade, 
Or  soften  the  fell  tyrant  of  the  tomb. 

The  relics  of  a  mitred  saint  may  rest, 

Where,  mould'ring  in  the  nicbe,  his  statuę  rtands) 

Now  nameless  as  the  crowd  that  kissM  his  yest, 
And  crav*d  the  benediction  of  his  hands. 

Nearthe  brown  arch,  redoubling  yonder  gloom, 
The  bones  of  an  illustrious  chieftain  He ; 

As  trac^d  among  the  firagments  of  his  tomb, 
The  trophies  of  a  broken  Famę  imply. 

Ah  1  what  avail8,  that  o'er  the  yassal  plain, 
His  rights  and  rich  dememes  extended  wide ! 

That  Honour  and  ber  knigfats  compo6'd  his  train, 
And  ChiTalry  ttood  marshal'd  by  his  side  f 

Though  to  the  douds  his  castle  seemM  to  climb, 
And  frown^d  defiance  on  the  desp^rate  foe ; 

Though  deem'd  invincible,the  conąueror,  Time, 
Leyeird  the  fabric,  as  the  founder,  low. 

Where  the  light  lyre  gare  many  »  soffning  sound, 
Ravens  and  rooks,  the  birda  of  discord,  dweli ; 

And  where  Society  sat  sweetly  crown'd, 
Etornal  Solitode  has  fix'd  her  celi. 

The  lizard,  and  the  lazy  lurking  bat, 
Inhabit  uow,  perhaps,  the  painted  room, 

Where  the  sagę  matron  and  ber  inaidens  sat, 
Sweet-singing  at  the  8ilver-wQrking  loom. 


The  traveller  's  bewilderM  on  a  waste ; 

And  the  rude  winds  incessant  seem  to  roar, 
Where,  in  his  groves  with  arching  arbeun  gTac'dl, 

Young  lovers  often  sigh'd  in  days  of  yore. 

His  aqueducts,  that  ted  the  limpid  tide 
To  pure  canals,  a  crystal  coo]  supply ! 

In  the  deep  dust  their  barren  beauties  bidę :    fdiy  \ 
Time'8  thirst,  unqnenchable,  has  drain'd  them 

Though  his  rich  hours  in  revelry  jrere  spent, 
With  Comus,  and  the  !aughter-loving  crew; 

And  the  sweet  brow  of  Beauty,  still  unbent, 
Bńghten'd  his  fleecy  moments  as  they  6ew: 

Flect  are  the  fleecy  moments !  fly  they  mnst; 

Not  to  be  stay'd  by  masąue  or  midnight  roar! 
Nor  shail  a  pulse  among  that  mould'ring  dust 

Beat  wanton  at  the  smilea  of  Beauty  morę ! 

Can  the  deep  statesman,  skiird  in  great  desigi^ 
Protract,  but  for  a  day,  j^recarious  breath? 

Or  the  tun'd  fullower  of  the  sacred  Ninę 
Soothe,  with  his  melody,  insatiate  Death ! 

No — though  the  pałace  bar  her  golden  gate, 
Or  monarctis  plant  ten  thousand  guardsaroood; 

Uuenring,  and  unseen,  the  shaft  of  Fate 
Strikes  the  devoted  victixh  to  the  ground ! 

What  then  avails  Ambition^s  wide-stretch'd  wio;, 
The  8cboo]man's  page,  or  pride  of  Beauty^  bknm? 

The  crape-clad  hermit,  and  the  rich-n>b*d  king, 
LeTeU'd,  lie  mix'd  promiscuous  in  the  tomb. 

The  Macedonian  monarch,  wise  and  good, 

Bade,  when  the  moming'6  rosy  reign  began, 
Courtiers  shoiild  cali,  as  round  his  coucfa  they  stood, 
Philip !  remember,  thou  'rt  no  morę  than  maii. 
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**  Though  glory  spread  thy  name  from  poleto.pole: 
Though  thou  art  merciful,  and  brare,  and  just; 

Philip,  refiect,  thou  'rt  posting  to  the  goal, 
Where  mortals  mix  in  undisting^ish'd  dust!'* 

So  Saladin,  for  arts  and  arms  renown'd, 
(Egypt  and  Syria's  wide  domains  siibduM) 

Retuming  with  imperial  trium^bs  crown *d, 
Sigh'd,  when  the  perishable  pomp  be  view'd: 

And  as  he  rode,  high  in  his  regal  car 
In  all  the  purple  pride  of  conquest  drest; 

Conspicuous,  o'er  the  trophies  gain'd  in  war, 
Plac'd,  pendent  on  a  spear,  his  burial  vesi: 

While  thus  the  herald  cry'd— "  This  son  of  Vow% 
This  Saladin,  to  whom  tbe  natlons  bow^d, 

May,  in  the  space  of  one  reTolTing  hour, 
Boast  of  no  other  spoil  but  yonder  shrood !" 

Search  where  Ambition  rag*d,  with  rigour  sfceel^d, 
Where  Slaughter,  like  the  rapid  lightnii^,  ran; 

And  say,  while  Memory  weeps  the  blood-stain*d 

field,  [man? 

Where  lies  the  chief,  and  where  the  cobioma 

Vain  then  are  pyramids,  and  motto^d  stanea. 
And  monumental  trophies  rais^d  on  high ! 

For  Time  ounfounds  them  with  the  crumbling  boiw% 
That  mix'd  in  hasty  graves  mmotic^d  Ue. 


SONG...SAPPH(yS  HYMN  TO  VENUS. 
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Eests  not  beneatb  the  tarf  the  peasanfs  bead, 
Soft  as  the  lord's  boieath  the  labour^d  toinb } 

Or  sleeps  one  colder,  in  his  close  clay  bed, 
Than  fotber  in  the  wide  vaulŁ's  dreary  womb  ? 

Hither,  let  Li]xnry  lead  ber  loose-robM  train ; 

Herę  flutter  Pride,  on  purple-painted  wings : 
And  from  the  mora!  prospect  leam — ^how  vaia 

Tbe  wiahf  that  sigbs  for  snblunary  thiogs ! 


A  SONG, 


Hi  that  LoTe  hath  never  try-^i 
Nor  bad  Cupid  for  his  guide, 
Cannot  hit  the  passage  right 
To  the  palące  of  delight. 

Wbat  are  bonours,  regal  wealtl^ 
Ftorid  youth,  and  rosy  health  ? 
Mnthout  Loye  bis  tribute  brings. 
Impotent,  unmeaning  things ! 

Gentle  shepherds,  pent^ert, 
Still  be  tender,  still  sincere ; 
iove  and  Time,  nnited,  do 
Wonders,  if  the  hoart  be  true. 


Thee,  goddess,  I  again  invoke, 
Tbese  mad  desires  reroove  ! 
Again  I  'ye  felt  the  furious  stroke- 
Of  inresistless  love : 
Bid  gentli  peace  to  Sappho's  breast  return, 
Or  make  the  yoath  she  lores  wHh  mutual  ardour 
bum. 


IMlTATIOifS  FROM  ANACUEON. 


SAPPWS  HYMN  TO  V£NUS 

IMITATlOi. 

HikiŁ !  (witb  etemal  beauty  blęst ! 
0>er  Heav'n  and  Earth  ador*d  I) 
Hail,  Yenus  I  His  thy  s1aye's  reąuest^ 
Her  peace  may  be  re8tor'd ; 
Break  tbe  fond  bonds,  remoye  the  rankling  smart. 
And  bid  tby  tyrant  son  from  Sai^bo's  soul  depart 

Onee  you  descended,  qQeen  of  loye, 

At  Sappho*8  l^ld  desire, 
From  tbe  high  roofis  of  sacred  Joye, 
Tby  eyer  glorious  sire ! 
I  saw  thy  dusky  pioionM  sparrows  bear 
Tby  ebariot,  rolling  Hght,  tbrongh  the  rejoadng  air« 

No  tmnńent  yisit  you  design'd, 

Tour  -wanton  birds  depart ; 
And  witb  a  look,  diyinely  kind, 
That  800th'd  my  flutfring  beart : 
**  Sappho,*'  say  you, "  wbat  sorrow  breaks  thy  rest  ? 
How  can  I  giTe  relief  to  thy  conflicting  breast^ 

•*  Is  there  a  youth  severely  coy, 

My  fay'rite  would  subdue  ?. 
Or  bas  sbe  lost  some  wand*ring  boy. 
To  pligbted  yows  untme  ? 
Spread  tby  soft  nets,  the  rambler  shall  return, 
Aiad  with  new  lighted  flames,  morę  fond,  more 
fiercely  bum. 

'*  Thy  proffisr^d  gifts  though,  be  deride, 

And  scora  thy  glowing  charms, 
Soon  sball  bis  eyery  art  be  try'd 
To  win  tbee  to  his  anns : 
Though  be  be  now  as  cold  as  yirgin  snów, 
The  yictim,  in  bis  tam,  shall  tike  rous'd  £tna  glow. " 


ODE  LYIIL  / 

As  I  woye.  witb  wanton  care, 
Fillets  for  a  yiTgin'8  hair, 
Culling  for  my  fond  design 
Wbat  the  6elds  had  fresh  and  fine  : 
Cupid,-*and  I  mark'd  bim  well, 
Hid  bim  in  a  cowslip  bełl ; 
While  he  plum'd  a  pointed  dart, 
Fated  to  inflame  the  beart. 

Oiowing  witb  mrlicious  joy, 
Sudden  I  sccur^d  the  boy ; 
And,  regardless  of  his  cries. 
Borę  the  little  frłgjited  prize 
Where  the  mighty  goblet  stood, 
Teeming  with  a  rosy  flood. 

"  Urchin,"  in  my  ragę  I  cry'd, 
"  Wbat  ayails  thy  sancy  pride  ? 
From  thy  busy  yengeance  free, 
Triumpb  now  belongs  to  me ! 
Thns — I  drown  thee  hu  my  cup ; 
Tbus — ^in  winę  I  drink  thee  up." 

Fatal  ¥ras  the  nectar^d  draught 
That  to  mnrder  Loye  I  quaff*d, 
O^er  my  boeom's  fond  domains 
Now  the  crael  tyrant  reigns : 
On  my  beart's  most  tender  strings, 
Striking  witb  bis  wanton  wings, 
Pm  for  £yer  doomM  to  proye 
AU  the  insolence  of  loyew 


ODE  IX 

THB  DOTS. 


"  Tblł  me,"  said  T,  *'  my  beauteous  Dove 
(If  an  ambassadress  from  Loye) 
Tell  me,  on  wbat  soft  errand  sent, 
Thy  gentle  flight  is  this  way  bent  ? 

"  Ambrosial  sweets  thy  pinions  shed 
As  in  the  quiyering  breeze  they  spread  !" 

"  A  message,"  says  tbe  Urd,  **  I  bear 
Prom  fond  Anacreon  to  the  (kir ; 
A  yirgin  of  celestial  grace ! 
Tbe  Yenus  of  the  human  race ! 

"  Me,  for  an  hymn,  or  amorous  ode, 
The  Paphian  Yenus  once  bestowM 
To  the  sweet  bard ;  for  whom  Pd  fly 
Unwearied  to  the  furthest  sky. 

**  Through  the  soft  air  he  bade  me  glide, 
(See,  to  my  wtng  his  billet  's  ty'd) 
And  told  me,  'twas  his  kind  decree, 
When  Lretum'd,  to  set  me  iiree. 

«  Twould  proye  me  but  a  simpie  bird 
To  take  Anacreon  at  his  word : 
Why  shoold  I  bidę  me  in  the  wood, 
Or  search  for  my  precarious  food. 
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Wben  I  've  my  master^s  l«aTe  to  sUnd 
Cooing  upon  his  frieadly  hand ; 
When  I  can  be  profuaely  fed 
With  crumbs  of  his  ambrosial  bread. 
And,  welooin'd  to  his  oectar  bowl,  • 

Sip  the  rich  drops  that  fire  the  aoul ; 
Tilly  in  faDtastic  rounds  I  spread 
My  flutteriug  pimous  o*er  his  head  ? 

"  Or  if  he  strike  the  trembtmg  wire, 
I  perch  upon  my  fav'rite  lyre ; 
Ti\i,  lullM  into  luKuriant  rest, 
Sleep  steals  upon  my  raptur'd  breast. 

"  Go,  stranger — to  your  basiness — go, 
IVe  told  you  all  you  wishM  to  know  : 
Go,  stranger, — ^and  I  think  yoa  'U  say, 
This  prattling  Dove  'a  an  arrant  Jay.' 


»f 


THE  DANCB. 

Haik  !  the  speaking  stringa  iDvite,' 
Musie  calls  us  to  ddight : 
Se^  the  maids  in  meaaurea  iiiovey 
Winding  like  the  maże  of  loTe» 
Aa  they  mingle,  madly  gay, 
Sporting  Hebe  leads  the  way. 

On  each  glowing  cheek  is  tpread 
Rosy  Cupid's  native  red ; 
And  from  ev'ry  sparkling  eye 
Pointed  darts  at  random  fly* 
Love,  and  active  Youtb,  advance 
Foremost  in  the  sprightly  daiice. 

As  the  magie  nambers  rise, 
Through  my  yeins  the  poison  flies ; 
KapŁurćs,  not  to  be  exprast» 
,  Revel  in  my  throbbing  breast 
Jocnnd  as  we  beat  the  ground, 
Love  and  Harmooy  go  round. 

£very  maid  (to  crown  hit  biiss) 
Gi^es  ber  youth  a  rosykiss  i 
Such  a  kiss  as  might  inspire 
Thrilling  raptares— soft  desire  . 
Such  Adonis  might  receive, 
Such  the  queen  of  beauty  gare, 
When  the  conquerM  goddess  strore 
(In  the  conscious  myrtle  grove) 
To  inflame  the  boy  with  1ove. 

Let  not  pride  our  sports  restrain, 
Banish  bence  the  pnide,  Disdain  ! 
Think~ye  virgins,  if  you  *re  coy, 
Think — ye  rob  yourselves  of  joy  ; 
£very  moment  you  refuse, 
So  much  ecstasy  you  lose : 
Think — ^bow  fast  thesemoments  fly: 
If  you  should  too  long  deny, 
Love  and  Beauty  both  will  die. 


ODE  XIV. 


Why  did  I  with  Love  engage  ! 
Why  pTOYoke  his  mighty  ragę ! 

Tnie  it  is,  the  wand'nng  child 
Met  me  with  an  aspect  mild. 
And  besought  me,  like  a  friend, 
At  his  geutle  sbrine  to  bend. 
True,  from  my  mistaken  pride, 
Due  dcyotion  was  deny'd, 
Till  (because  I  would  not  yield) 
Cupid  dar'd  me  to  the  field. 


J     Now  Tm  in  my  armonr  c1aiqf>'d^ 
Now  the  mighty  lance  is  grBap'dy 
But  an  AchUeian  spear 
Would  be  ineffectual  here, 
While  the  poi8on'd  arrows  ńy 
Hot,  as  ligbtniog  from  the  sky. 

Wounded,  through  the  wooiclf  I  nui) 
PoUow'd  sttU  by  Beanty^s  soo, 
Arrows  in  malignant  sbowen 
Still  the  angry  urchin  ponra ; 
Till,  exhausting  aU  his  storę, 
(When  the  quiver  yields  no  morę) 
See  the  god — a  living  dart, 
Shoots  Atifue//into  my  heart. 
k    Freedom  I  must,  now,  resign, 
Yictory,  oh  Love,  is  thine  ! 
What  can  outwaid  actJons  win 
When  the  battle  bums  witbin ! 


FiŁŁ  me  that  capacioui  cup. 
Fili  it,  to  the  margin  up ; 
From  my  Yeins  the  thirsty  day 
QuafEB  the  vital  strength  away. 

Let  a  wreath  my  temples  shietdi 
Tresh  from  the  enaroeird  field ; 
These  declining  roses  bow, 
Blasted  by  my  sultry  brow» 

FIow'ret8,  by  their  friendly  aid, 
From  the  sunbeams  (brm  a  shadet 
Let  me  from  my  heart  reąuire, 
(Glowing  with  iotense  desire) 
Is  there,  in  the  deepest  grove, 
Shelter  from  the  bbams  of  Love  ł 


ODE  XXXIIT. 

TO  THE  8WAIXOW, 

Soov  as  sum  mer  glads  the  sky, 
Hither,  gentle  bird,  you  Ay; 
And  with  golden  sunshine  blest, 
Build  your  pretty  plaster^d  nest. 

When  the  seasons  cease  to  smile, 
(Win2:M  for  Memphis  or  the  Nile) 
Oharming  bird,  you  disappear 
Till  the  kincł  succeeding  year. 

Like  the  Swallow,  Love,  departl 
Respite  for  a  while  my  heart. 

No,  be  '11  nerer  ]eave  his  nest, 
Tyrant  tenant  of  my  breast ! 
There  a  thousand  wishu  try 
On  their  callow  wings  to  Hy ; 
There  you  may  a  thousand  tell, 
Pertly  peeping  through  the  sheU : 
In  a  State  unflnishM,  rise 
Thousands  of  a  smaller  size. 

TiH  their  noisy  chirpiugs  cease, 
Kever  shall  my  heart  have  peace. 

FeatherM  ones  the  yonnglingB  feed, 
Till  maturę  they  're  fit  to  breed ; 
llien,  to  swell  the  crowded.  storę, 
They  produce  their  thousands  morę : 
Nor  can  mighty -numbers  count 
In  my  breast  their  vast  amount. 


THE  PrCTURE...THE  WITCH...REPUTATION. 
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THE  PICTURE: 


ATAŁB. 
ł 


A  POR-nurr,  at  m^  lord*8  ooinmand, 

Completed  by  a  curions  band: 

For  dabblen  in  the  nice  pfrtó 

His  lordsbip  set  the  piece  to  ▼iew, 

BiddinjT  their  connuisseurships  tell, 

Whether  the  workwaa  finish'd  well. 

"  Wby"— «ay8  the  loudeet,  «  on  my  word, 

Tls  not  a  likeness,  good  my  lord ; 

Nor,  to  be  piaio,  for  speak  I  must, 

Can  I  pronounce  one  feaŁure  just." 

Anotb«r  effort  straight  was  madę, 

Anothcr  portraiture  essayM ; 

The  judges  were  agam  besought, 

Each  to  deliver  what  be  tbought 

**  Worse  tban  the  flrrt^—tbe  critic«  bawi ; 

•*  O  what  a  montb  !  bow  monstrous  smali ! 

Look  at  the  cheeks— how  lank  and  thin  ! 

See,  what  a  most  prepost^rons  chin  ! " 

After  remonstrance  madę  in  vain, 

**  m,"  says  the  painter,  "  oncc  again, 

(If  my  good  lord  rouchsafes  to  sit) 

iry  for  a  morę  succ-essful  bit : 

If  yon  'II  to  morrow  deign  to  cali, 

We  'U  have  a  piece  to  please  you  alU" 

To  morrow  comes — a  picture  's  plac'd 

Before  tbose  sparious  sons  of  Taste 

In  their  opinions  al  I  agree, 

This  is  the  vilest  of  the  three. 

"  Know — to  confute  your  envioa8  pride^ 

(His  lordsbip  from  the  canvas6  cry'd) 

"  Know — tbat  it  is  my  real  face, 

Wbere  you  coald  no  resemblance  tracę  e 

I've  tr3r*d  you  by  a  locky  triclc. 

And  prov'd  your  gbwius  to  the  qułck« 

Void  of  all  judgment— jiMtice — sense» 

Out— ye  p^retending  ▼krlcts— hence."   - 

The  connoitiseura  depart  in  hastę, 
I)espis'd— detected-^and  disgrac^d. 


THE  WITCH: 


A  TaŁE. 


A  writm,  that  from  ber  cbon  chair 

C^mld  hurl  destniction  throagh  the  air, 

Or,  at  her  all-commanding  will. 

Make  the  tumoltnous  ocean  still : 

Once,  by  an  incantation  fell, 

(As  the  recording  Dritids  tell) 

PlnckM  the  round  Moon,  whose  radiant  light 

SWer^d  the  sobcr  noon  of  night, 

From  the  domaifi  she  held  abov^ 

Down  to  a  dark,  infernal  grovek 

"  Give  me,"  the  godd«*ss  cry*d,  "a  cause, 
Why  yon  disturb  my  sacred  laws  } 
hick  at  my  traiu,— yon  wand'ring  host ! 
See  bow  the  trembling  stars  are  lost  I 
Throagh  the  celestial  regions  wide, 
Why  do  they  runge  without  a  guide  ! 
Chąoty  from  mir  confosion,  may 
Hope  for  his  old  detested  sway." 

"  I  'm,"  says  the  Witch,  «*sevcrcly  crost, 
Know  tbat  my  fav»ritc  sqiiirrel  's  lost : 


Search— for  l»  11  have  creation  tom, 
If  he  's  not  ibnnd  before  the  mom." 

Soon  aa  the  impious  charge  was  gtT'n«- 
From  the  tremendous  stores  of  Heaven, 

Jove  with  a  bolt revengeful ! red ! 

Stnick  the  detested  monster  dead. 

If  there  are  slaves  to  pity  blind, 
With  power  enongh  to  plague  mankind» 
That  for  their  own  nefarious  endt 
Tread  upon  Freedom  and  ber  friends, 
Let  'em  beware  the  Witcb*s  fate  ! 
When  their  presumption  's  at  the  height, 
Jove  will  his  angry  powers  assume, 
And  the  cars'd  miscreants  meet  their  doom. 


HEPUTATTON: 

AN  AŁŁEGOar. 


To  travel  far  as  the  wide  world  ertends, 
Seeking  for  objects  that  de8erv'd  their  care, 

Yirtue  set  forth,  with  two  selected  friends. 
Talent  reflnM,  and  Reputation  fair. 

As  they  went  on,  in  their  intended  round, 

Talent  first  spoke,  "  My  gentle  comrades,  say, 

Where  each  of  you  may  probably  be  found, 
Sbould  accident  dmóe  us  on  the  way. 

"  If  tom  (she  added)  from  my  lov'd  allieS, 
.    A  friendly  patronage  I  hope  to  find, 
filierę  the  fine  arts  ffom  cultivation  rise. 
And  the  sweet  Muse  hath  barmonizM  mankind.*' 

Says  Yirtue,  "  Did  Sincerity  appear, 
Or  meek-ey'd  Charity  among  the  grcat ; 

Ck>t«]d  I  find  courtiers  fh>m  corruption  elear, 
'Tis  among  these  I  'd  seek  for  my  retreat 

'*  Gould  I  find  patriota,  for  the  public  weal 
Assidnous,  and  without  their  selfish  views  ; 

Gould  1  find  priests  of  undissembled  zeal, 
'Tis  among  thoae  my  residence  I  'd  choose. 

"  In  glitfring  domes  let  Łmniry  reside  j 
I      I  must  be  found  in  some  8QquesterM  celi. 
Far  from  the  paths  of  Ayarioe  or  Pridc, 
Wbere  homebred  Happiness  delights  to  dwelL" 

"  Ye  may  be  trac'd,  my  gentle  friends,  'tis  true. 
But  who,"  says  Reputation,  "  can  exp1ore 

My  8lipp*ry  steps  ? Keep,  keep  me  in  your  view, 

(f  Pm  once  hst,  you  *U  neverjind  nu  morę.  »» 


THE  ROSĘ  AND  BUTTBRPLY: 

A  WAMLŁ. 

At  day^s  carly  dawń  a  gay  Butterfly  spied 
A  budding  young  Rosę,  and  he  wisVd  ber  his  britle : 
She  b]ush'd  when  she  beard  him  his  passion  declare.  * 
And  tenderly  told  him— he  necd  not  despair. 

Their  faith  was  soon  plighted,  as  lovers  will  do, 
He  swore  to  be  constant,  she  vow'd  to  be  true. 

It  bad  not  been  pradent  to  deal  with  delay, 
The  bloom  of  a  rosę  passes  quickly  away. 
And  the  pride  of  a  butterfly  dtes  in  a  day. 
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When  wedded,  away  th^  wing^d  gentleman  hieą, 
From  floiw'ret  tx>  ilow'ret  he  wantoniy  flies; 
Kor  did  he  reyisit  his  bride,  till  the  Sun 
Had  less  than  one-foorth  of  his  joumey  to  run^ 
Tbe  Rosę  thus  reproach'd  him — *<  Already  so  oold  I 
How  feignM,  O  you  false  one,  the  pasision  yoa  told ! 
Tis  an  age  sińce  you  left  me :"  sbe  meant  a  few 

hours; 
But  such  we  '11  suppose  the  fond  language  of  domen: 
"  I  saw  when  you  gave  the  base  vioIet  a  kiss : 
How — ^how  could  you  stoop  to  a  meanness  like  this  ? 
Shall  a  Iow,  little  wretch,  whom  ^be  Roses  despise, 
Find  farour,  O  LoYe*!  in  my  Butterfly'8  eyes  ? 
On  a  tulip,  quite  tawdry,  I  saw  your  fond  rape, 
Nor  yet  couM  the  pitiful  primrose  escape : 
Duli  dafibdils  too  were  with  ardour  address'd, 
Aild  poppies,  ill-scented,  you  kindly  caress^d.'' 
Hie  coxcomb  was  piquM,  and  replyM  with  a  sneer, 
*'  That  you  're  first  to  complain,  I  commend  you, 

my  dear ! 
But  know,  from  your  conduct  my  maxims  I  drew, 
And  if  I  'm  iuconstant,  I  copy  from  you. 
I  saw  the  boy  Zephirus  rifle  your  charms, 
I  saw  how  you  simperM  and  smilM  in  his  arms ; 
The  honey-bee  kissM  yoa,  you  cannot  disown, 
You  favour'd  bcsides — O  dishonour ! — a  drone ; 
Yet  worse — 'tis  a  crime  that  you  must  not  deny, 
Your  sweets  were  madę  common,false  Rosę,  to  a  fly." 

MOAAŁ. 

This  law,  long  ago,  did  Love's  proridence  make, 
That  ey^ry  co({uet  should  be  curs*d  with  a  rake. 


THE  SHEEP  AND  THE  BRAMBLE-BUSH : 

A  FABŁB. 

A  TH1CK-TW19TBD  brake,  in  the  time  of  a  storm, 

Seem'd  kindly  to  cover  a  sheep : 
So  snug,  for  «  while,  he  lay  shelter'd  and  warm, 

It  ąuietly  80oth'd  him  asleep. 

The  clouds  are  now  8catter'd — ^the  winds  are  at 
Tbe  sheep  to  bis  pasture  inclinM :  [peace ; 

But,  ah  t  the  fell  thicket  lays  hołd  of  his  fleece. 
His  ooat  is  left  forfeit  behind. 

My  firiend,  who  the  thicket  of  law  nevcr  try'd, 

Consider  befbre  you  get  in; 
Though  judgment  and  sentence  are  passM  on  your 

By  Jove,  you  Ml  be  fleecM  to  the  skin.         [sid^. 


THE  FOK  AND  THE  CAT. 

«      A  PABLE. 

Ths  Fok  and  the  Cat,  as  they  trayeird  one  day, 

With  morał  discourses  cut  shorter  the  way : 

"  T5s  great,"  says  the  Fox,  •*  to  make  justice  onr 

guide!" 
*<  How  godlike  is  mercy !"  Grimalkin  replyM. 

Whilst  thus  they  proceeded, — a  wolf  iProm  the 
Impatient  of  bunger,  and  thirsting  for  blood,  [wood, 
RushM  fbrtb — as  he  saw  the  duli  shepherd  asleep, 
And  seiz^d  for  his  supper  an  Innocent  sheep. 
"  In  vain,  wretched  yictim,  for  mercy  you  bleat, 
When  mutton  's  at  band,"  says  the  wolf,  "  X  must 
eatl" 


Grimalkin  's  astom8h'd, — tbe  Vot  stood  agtot. 
To  see  tbe  fell  beast  at  his  bloody  repast 
"  What  a  wretch,**  says  the  Cat,— « t»  tbe  Tilest 

of  bnites : 
Does  he  feed  upon  flesh,  when  there  's  hefbage 

' and  Ttwts  ?" 

Cries  the  Fos — "  While  our  oaks  ghre  ns  acoras  ^ 

good, 
What  a  tyrant  is  this,  to  spili  innocent  blood  !*' 
Weil,  onward  they  mareb'd,  and  they  mon]iz'd 

still, 
Uli  they  came  where  some  pouHiy  pick*d  diaiFby 

amill; 
Sly  Renard  surreyM  them  with  glottonons  eyei^ 
And  madę  (spite  of  morals)  a  puHet  his  prize 

Amouse  too,  that  chanc^d  from  lier  oorert  to 
The  greedy  Orimalkin  seonr^d  as  ber  prey.  [itray, 

A  spider  that  sat  in  her  web  on  the  wali, 
Perceiv'd  the  poor  yictims,  and  pit7'd  their  fkll ; 
She  cry*d — *'  Of  such  murders  how  gujltless  am  I  !* 
So  ran  to  regale  on  a  new  taken  fly* 

MOtAŁ. 

The  fanlts  of  our  ncigbbours  with  froedom  we  blame. 
But  tax  not  ourselres,  though  we  practise  the  saate. 


HYMEN. 

Whem  Chloe,  with  a  blush,  ooiDply*4 
To  be  the  fond  Nicander's  bride. 
His  wild  imagination  ran 
On  raptures  nerer  known  by  man. 
How  high  the  tides  of  fancy  swell, 
£xpre8sion  must  despair  to  tell. 

A  painter  caU'd,^-^Nicander  crici» 
Descending  from  the  radiant  skies, 
"  Draw  me  a  bright,  a  beauteous  bof^ 
The  herald  of  oonnubial  joy ! 
Draw  him  with  all  peculiar  care. 
Make  him  beyond  Adonis  iair ; 
Give  to  his  cheeks  a  roseate  hue, 
iM  him  haye  eyes  of  heay*nly  blaę, 
Lips  soft'ning  in  nectarious  dew ; 
A  lustre  o*er  his  eharms  display. 
Morę  glurioos  than  the  beams  of  day. 
£xpect,  sir,  if  you  can  succeed, 
A  premium  for  a  prinoe  indeed." 

His  tałents  straight  tbe  painter  try'd» 
And  ere  the  nuptial  knot  was  ty'd, 
A  pioture  in  the  uoblest  taste 
Bełbre  the  łbnd  Nicander  plac'd. 

The  lover  thus  arrałgn*d  his  skill, 
"  Your  execotiou  's  monstroos  ill ! 
A  difierent  form  my  fancy  madę; 
You  're  quite  a  bungicr  at  the  trade. 
Where  is  the  robe*s  lnxuriant  flow  ? 
Where  is  the  cheek'8  celestial  glow  ?. 
Where  are  the  looks  so  fond  and  free ! 
'Tis  not  an  Hymen,  sir,  for  me." 

The  painter  bowM — ^with  this  reply, 
'*  My  colours  an't».your  honour,  dry; 
When  time  bas  mellowM  ey'ry  tint, 
Twilł  please  you — or  the  deuce  is  in  *t: 
I  '11  watch  the  happy  ohange,  and  thea 
Attend  you  with  my  piece  again.*' 

In  a  fcw  mcHitbs  the  painter  came 
With  a  performance— (null  the  same :) 


FORTUNE. 
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*•  Takc  it  away,*— the  huslMind  cry*d, 
"  I  liave  r»>peated  cause  to  chide : 
Sir,  you  should  all  eKcesses  shun ; 
Hiis  is  a  |ńcture  overH<Mie ! 
There  *s  too  much  ardour  in  that  eye, 
The  tinctare  on  the  cheeks  too  high ! 
The  robes  have  a  lasci^ioiis  play, 
The  attitnde  's  too  loosely  gay. 
Fnend,  on  the  whole,  this  piece,  for  me, 
U  too  luxuriaot — fer  too  free." 

The  paiDter  thus~-*<  The  faults  yon  find 
Are  fbnn'd  in  your  capricioos  mind  j 
To  passion  a  devoted  8lave, 
The  fint  directions,  sir,  you  gaire ; 
Pbssession  has  repelPd  the  flame. 
Nor  left  a  sentiment  the  same. 

"  My  picture  is  designM  to  prove 
The  chauges  of  precarious  1ove. 

"  On  the  next  sŁair-case  rais*d  on  high, 
Regard  it  with  a  curious  eye ; 
As  to  the  first  stcps  yon  proceed, 
lis  an  accomplish*d  piece  indeed ! 
Bot  as  you  mount  some  paces  higher, 
Is  there  a  grace  that  don't  expire  ?" 

So  Tarious  b  the  human  mind, 
Soch  are  the  frailties  of  mankind, 
What  at  a  distance  charrtiM  onr  eyes, 
Afier  attainment — droops— and  dies. 
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FORTUN£: 

AN    APOŁOGDE. 

*  FABUŁA  NAERAIIJIU 

JoTB  and  his  senatora,  in  sagę  debatę 
For  man's  felicity,  were  settling  laws, 

When  a  rude  roar,  that  shook  the  sacred  gate^ 
Tum'd  their  attention  to  inquire  the  caase. 

A  1ong-ear*d  wretcb,  the  loudest  of  his  race, 
In  the  rongh  gamiture  of  gnef  array'd, 

Came  brawling  to  the  high  imperial  place, 
**  Let  me  havc  justice,  Jupiter !" — ^he  bray'd. 

'*  I  am  an  ass,  of  innocence  aUow'd 
Hie  type,  yet  Fortune  persecntes  me  stitl; 

While  foses,  wolves,  and  all  the  murdYing  crowd, 
Beneath  her  patronage  can  rob  and  kiłl. 

'*  The  pamper*d  horse  (he  nerer  totl'd  so  hard !) 
Favour  and  friendship  from  his  owner  finds ; 

For  endless  diligence, — (a  roogh  reward!) 
I  'm  cudgei'd  by  a  race  of  paltry  hinds. 

'*  On  wretched  pTOvendcr  compelPd  to  feed  ! 

The  rugged  pavement  ev'ry  night  my  bed! 
For  me,  damę  Fortune  never  yet  decreed 

The  gracious  comforts  of  a  well-thatch^d  shed. 

**  Roogh  and  unseemly  *»  my  irreverent  hide ! 

Wbere  can  I  vistt,  thus  uncouthly  drest  ? 
That  ontside  elegance  the  damę  deny'd, 

For  whłch  her  fav'rite»are  too  oft  caress^d. 

«  To  fluiTying  virtne,  sacred  Jove»  be  kind  ! 

From  Foitune*8  tyradny  pronounce  me  free  ! 
8be  's  a  deceiver  if  she  says  she  's  blind, 

Sbe  sees,  propitk>usly  tees  all — but  me." 
YOL.  XIV. 


The  plaintifTcould  articulate  no  morę ; 

His  bosom  heav'd  a  most  tremendous  groan ! 
The  race  of  long-ear^d  wretches  joinM  the  roar, 

TillJoye seem'd  Łott'ring on  his high-built throne. 

The  monarch,  with  an  all-commanding  sound, 
(DeepenM  like  thunder  through  the  rounds  of 
space) 

Gave  order — **  That  damę  Fortune  should  be  found. 
To  answer,  as  she  might,  the  plaintifTs  case.v 

Soldiers  and  citizens,  a  aeemly  train ! 

And  lawyers  and  physicians,  sougbt  ber  celi : 
With  many  a  schoolman— bot  their  search  was  vain ; 

Few  can  the  residence  of  Fortune  telL 

Where  the  wretch  Avarice  was  wont  to  hide 
His  gold,  his  emeralds,  and  rubics  rare; 

Twas  rumour*d  that  damę  Fortune  did  reside^ 
And  Joye^s  ambassadors  were  posted  there. 

Meagre  and  wan,  in  tatter'd  garments  drest, 
A  feeble  porter  at  the  gate  they  found  : 

Doubled  with  wretchedness — with  age  distrest. 
And  on  his  wrinkled  forehead  Famine  frowu'd. 

**  Mortals  avaunt,*'  (the  trembling  spectre  cries) 
"  £ie  you  invade  those  sacred  haunts,  beware ! 

To  guard  lord  Ararice  from  rude  surprise, 
I  am  the  centineł — my  name  is  Care. 

"  Doubts,  Disappointments,  Anarchyjof  Mind, 
These  are  the  soldiers  thal  surround  his  hall: 

And  ev*ry  fury  that  can  lash  mankind. 

Ragę,  Rancour,  and  Revenge  attcnd  his  cali. 

"  Foitune'8  gone  forth,  you  seek  a  wand'ring  damę, 
A  settled  residence  the  harlot  scoms : 

Curse  ofi  such  yisitants,  she  never  caine, 
But  with  a  ćruel  band  she  scatter'd  thoms ! 

"  To  the  green  vale,  yon  sbelfring  hills  surround. 
Go  foiward,  you  *\\  arrive  at  Wisdom^s  cdi : 

Wottld  you  be  taught  where  Fortune  may  be  found. 
Nonę  can  direct  your  amuous  search  so  well." 

FoFward  they  went,  o'cr  many  a  dreary  spot : 
(Rough  was  the  road,  as  if  uutrod  before) 

mi  firom  the  casement  of  a  low-roofM  cot 

Wisdom  perceiT*d  them,  and  unbarr*d  her  door. 

Wisdom  (she  knew  of  Fortune  but  the  name) 
Gave  to  their  que8tions  a  serene  repły : 

«  Hither,**  she  said,  « if  e*er  that  goddeas  came, 
I  saw  her  not— she  passM  unnotłC*d  by. 

*'  Abroad  with  Coiitemplation  oft  I  roam. 
And  leave  to  Poverty  my  humble  celi : 

She  *8  my  domestic,  neyer  stirs  from  home, 
If  Fortune  has  been  here,  His  she  can  tell. 

*'  The  matron  eyes  us  from  yon  mantling  shade, 
And  see  her  sober  footsteps  this  way  l^nt ! 

Mark  by  ber  side  a  iittle  rose-lippM  maid, 
*Tis my  young daughter,  and  her  name*s Cootent* 

.As  Poyerty  adyancM  with  lentent  grace,       [here: 
"  Fortune,**  she  cry*d,  "  hath  neyer  yet  beoD 
But  Hope,  a  gentle  neighbour  of  this  place, 
Tells  me,  her  highnjBss  may,  in  time^  appear! 
G  g 
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**  Felicity,  no  doubt,  adorns  their  lot, 

On  whom  hes  golden  bounty  beams  divine ! 

Yet  thongh  she  neve|-  reach  our  nistic  cot, 
Patience  will  visit  us — we  sha*n*t  repine/* 

After  a  rast  (but  onaTailing)  roimd, 
The  messengerii,  retiirning  in  despair. 

On  an  high  hill  a  £aiiy  mansion  found, 

And  hop'd  the  goddees,  Fortune,  might  be  there* 

The  dome,  so  glitt*nng,  it  amazM  the  sight, 
(Twas  adamant,  with  gems  encrusted  o*er) 

Had  not  a  casement  to  admit  the  light, 
Nor  could  Jove*s  deputies  desery  the  door. 

But  eager  to  conclude  a  tedious  chase, 
V  And  anxious  to  return  from  whence  they  oame, 
Thrice  they  invok*d  the  Genius  of  the  place, 
Thrice  utterM,  awfully,  Jove*s  sacred  name. 

As  Echo  from  the  hill  annouoc*d  high  Joyą 
lUusion  and  her  fairy  dome  withdrew : 

(Like  the  light  mists  by  early  sunbeams  drove} 
And  Fortune  stood  revea]*d  to  public  view. 

Oft  for  that  happiness  high  courts  deDy*dy 
To  this  receptacle  damę  Fortune  ran : 

When  harass*d,  it  was  berę  she  U8*d  to  hide, 
From  the  wild  suits  of  discontented  man. 

Prostrate,  the  delegates  their  charge  declare, 
(Happy  the  courtier  that  salutes  her  feet!) 

Fortune  receiv*d  them  with  a  flatt*ring  air, 
And  join*d  them  tJU  tbey  reach*d  Jove's  judginmŁ 
seat. 

Men  of  all  ranka  at  that  iJlustrioas  place     [kecn : 
Werę  gather'd;  though  from  diff^rent  motiyes 

Many — to  see  damę  Fortune'8  radiant  face. 
Many — ^by  radiant  Fortune  to  be  seen. 

Jove  smilM,  as  on  a  fisY^rite  lie  estecms, 
He  gave  her,  near  his  own,  a  golden  seat : 

Fair  Fortune  *»  an  adventurer,  it  seems, 
The  dcities  themsebes  are  glad  to  greet. 

"  DaughtcT,'*  says  Jupiter,  "  yon  're  sore  acca8'd ! 

Clamour  incessantly  reviles  your  naroe ! 
If  by  the  rancour  of  that  wretch  abusM, 

Be  confident,  and  Wndicate  your  famę. 

**  'f  hough  pester*d  daily  with  complaints  from  man, 
Through  this  conviction  I  record  them  not-^ 

Let  my  kind  providence  do  all  it  can, 
Nonę  uf  that  species  cver  lik'd  his  lot. 

f  But  the  poor  quadmped  that  now  appeals ! 

Can  wanton  croelty  the  weak  pursne  ! 
Large  is  the  catałogue  of  woes  he  feels, 

And  all  his  wretchedness  he  lays  to  yoa." 

**  Ask  him,  high  Jupiter,*'  replyM  the  datne, 
**  In  what  he  has  exceU'd  his  long-ear^d  ciass  > 

U  Fortune  (a  divinity)  to  blame 
That  she  descends  not  to  regard-— — an  ass  ł** 

Faitic  enter'd  in  her  rolls  the  sagę  reply ; 

The  damę,  defendant,  M'a8di!-^harg'd  with  grace! 
f*  Co"— (to  the  plaintifi)  said  tłie  sirc,  "  and  try 

By  mcrit  t9  surmount  your  low-boni  race. 


"  Leam  from  the  lion  to  be  just  and  braTe, 
Take  from  tłie  elephant  instructioo  wise  ; 

With  gracious  breeding  like  the  faorse  bebaTe^ 
Nor  the  sagacity  of  liouads  despisc. 

"  These  useful  gualities  with  care  imbibe^ 
For  which  some  quadrupeds  are  jnstly  pciz'd 

Attain  tbose  talcnts  that  adom  each  tribe. 
And  you  ^tt  no  looger  be  a  wvetcfa  des{iiB*d." 


A  MAK  TO  MY  MIM). 

(waOTE  AT  THS  REaUKST  OP  A  ŁADY.) 

SiKCE  wedloek  's  in  Yogue,  and  stale  virgins  des|^'d. 
To  all  batchelors  greeting,  these  lines  are  prerois'd; 
I  'm  a  maid  that  would  marry,  but  where  shall  1  find 
(I  wish  not  for  fortunę)  a  man  to  my  raind  ? 

Not  the  fair-weatber  fop«  fond  of  fashioo  and  laoe ; 
Not  the  'squire  that  can  wake  to  no  joys  but  tbe 

chase; 
Not  the  free-thinkmg  rake,  whom  no  norals  can  bind : 
Neither  this — that — nor  t'  other  's  the  maa  to  my 

mind. 

Notthemby-fac'd  sot,  tbattopes  world  witbootendl, 
Not  the  drone,  who  can't  relish  his  bottle  and  friend; 
Not  the  fool,  that  's  too  ted ;  nor  the  chnrl  that'i 

unkind: 
Neither  this — that — nor  t'  other  's  the  man  to  oiy 

mind. 

Not  the  wrctch  with  ful]  bags,  without  breedjng  or 

merit  j 
Not  the  tlash,  that  's  all  fury  without  any  sprrit; 
Not  the  fme  master  Fńbble,  the  soom  of  raankind ; 
Neither  this — that— nor  t'  other  's  the  man  to  my 

mind. 

But  the  youth  in  whum  merit  and  sense  may  coupiFe^ 
Whom  the  brave  must  esteem,  and  the  fair  sfaould 

admire ; 
Jn  whose  heart  loYe  and  truth  are  with  boBoar 

combin'd : 
This — this — and  no  other  's  the  man  U>  my  mind. 


WITH  A  PRESENT. 


Let  not  the  band  of  Amity  be  nice ! 

Nor  the  poor  tribnte  from  the  heart  disclalmj 
A  tride  shall  become  a  pledge  of  price, 

If  Friendship  stamps  it  with  her  sacred  name. 

The  little  roae  that  laughs  upoo  its  stem. 

One  of  the  sweets  with  wbich  the  gardem  teem, 

In  Yalue  soars  aboYe  an  eastcm  gem, 
If  tęnder^d  as  the  token  of  esteem. 

Had  I  Tast  hoards  of  massy  wealth  to  send, 
Such  as  your -merits  might  demand->tbeir  dne! 

Then  should  the  goWen  tribute  of  your  fiiepd 
Uival  the  treasures  <a  the  ńch  Pcm. 


FANCY...LOVE  AND  CHAStTrY...AMPHITRION. 
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FANCY: 

A  80KO  IK  A  PAirrOMIMB  IinTKTAIllinNT. 

Fanct  leads  the  fetter*d  senses 
Captive8  to  her  fond  control ; 

Merit  may  haye  rich  pretences. 
But  'tis  Fancy  fires  the  soal. 

Far  beyond  the  bounds  of  meaning 

Fancy  Ities,  a  ftiry  queen  ! 
Fancy,  wit  and  worth  disdaining, 

Giyes  the  prize  to  Harleąuiu. 


If  the  yirgin  's  false,  łbigive  her, 
Fancy  was  yoar  only  fDc : 

Cttpid  claims  the  dart  aod  qn!ver, 
Bwt  tis  Fancy  twangs  the  bow. 


LOFE  AND  CHASTITY: 

A  CANTATA. 

RBCITATtfB* 

FaoM  the  hixh  moant',  whence  sacred  gro7es  depend, 

Diana  and  oer  virgin  troop  desoeud ; 

And  while  the  buskin'd  maids  with  active  care 

The  business  of  the  daily  chase  prepare, 

A  faTOurite  nymph  steps  forwąrd  from  the  throng. 

And  thua,  exulting,  swells  the  jovial  song. 

AIl. 

Jolly  Health  springs  aloft  at  the  loud  sounding  hom, 

Unlock'd  from  soft  Slumber^s  cmbrace ; 
And  Joy  smgs  an  hymn  to  salute  the  sweet  Moiii, 

That  smiles  on  the  nymphs  of  the  chase : 
The  ragę  of  fell  Cupid  no  bosom  profanes, 

No  rancour  disttirbs  our  delight. 
Mi  the  day  with  fresh  Tigour  we  sweep o'er theplains. 

And  aleep  with  contentment  all  night 

Bscrr. 

Their  clamonr  rouse  the  slighted  god  of  Loye : 
He  flies,  rodignant,  to  the  sacred  grore : 
Immortal  myrtles  wreath  hu  golden  hair. 
His  rosy  wings  perfume  the  wanton  air ; 
Twoquiyersfill'd  with  darts  his  fell  designs  declare. 
A  crimson  bhish  o'er8pread  lHana's  face, 
A  irowu  succeeds — she  stops  the  springing  chase, 
And  tbus  forbids  the  boy  the  consecrated  place. 

AIl. 

Fond  disturber  of  the  heart, 
From  these  sacred  shades  depart : 
Herę  's  a  blooming  troop  disdains 
LoTe,  and  his  fantastic  chains. 
Sistera  of  the  siWer  bow, 
Pure  and  chaste  as  yirgin  snów, 
Melt  liot  at  thy  feeble  fires, 
Wanton  god  of  wild  desiies ! 

iBcrr. 

Ragę  and  rerenge  dhnde  Łoye's  litlle  breast, 
Whiitt  thtts  the  angry  goddess  he  addrest : 


■  Mount  Latmos. 


AR* 


Virgin  snów  does  oft  rcmain 
'  Long  unouflted  on  the  plain, 
Ti  U  the  florious  god  of  day 
Smiles,  and  wastes  \ts  pride  away. 
What  is  SoFs  meridian  iire 
To  the  darts  of  strong  desire ! 
Love  can  light  a  raging  flame 
Hottcr  than  his  noontide  beam. 

HEcrr. 

Now,  through  the  forest*s  brown-cmbower'd  ways« 
With  careless  steps  the  youilg  Endymion  strays : 


His  form  erect  l—loose  flow 
His  glowiog  cbeeks  like  yo 
His  giraceful  liipbs  with  e 
His  eyes — bis  ev'ry  fcaturi 
Around  the  lisfnins  wooda 


!ovely  hair, 
•iil  Hebe^s  fair ! 
nd  Yigout  moye, 
►nn'd  for  love : 
entivc  hung. 


Whilst  tbus,  inyoking  sicep,  the  shepberd  sung: 

AIR. 

Where  the  pebbied  streamlet  glides, 

Near  the  wood-nymph's  rustic  groi^ 
If  the  god  of  sleep  rcsides. 

Ot  in  Pan's  sequester'd  cot : 
Hither  if  he  Ml  lightly  tread, 

Follow'd  by  a  gentle  dream, 
We  'U  enjoy  this  grassy  bed. 

On  the  bank  beside  the  stream. 

RECIT. 

As  on  the  painted  turf  the  shepberd  lies, 
Sleep's  downy  curtain  shades  his  loyely  eyes  ; 
And  now  a  sporting  breeze  his  basom  shows, 
As  marble  smooth,  and  wbite  as  Alpineanows: 
The  goddess  gaz'd,  in  magie  softness  bound; 
Her  silrer  bow  falls  useless  to  the  ground  I 
Love  laugh'd,  and,  surę  of  conqnest,  wing'd  a  Art 
Unerring,  to  her  undefended  heart. 
She  feels  in  ey^y  vcin  the  iiEital  fire. 
And  thus  persuades  her  Tirgma  to  retiie: 

AIS. 

Ye  tender  malds  be  timely  wise  ! 

Loye's  wanton  fury  shun  ! 
In  fligbt  alone  your  safety  lies, 

The  daring  are  undone  ! 

Do  blue-ey'd  doyes,  serenely  mild, 

With  Yultures  fell  engage! 
Do  larobs  proyoke  the  lion  wild, 

Or  tempt  the  tiger'fl  ragę! 

No^  00,  like  fawns,  ye  virgins  fly. 

To  secrct  cells  remoye; 
Nor  dare  tbe  doubtful  combat  try 

Twixt  Chasticy  and  Loye. 


AMPHITRION. 

ftECrrATIVE. 

AMFHrrRiON  and  his  bride,  a  godlike  pair ! 
He  braye  as  Mars,  and  she  as  Yenus  fair ; 
On  thrones  of  gold  in  purple  triumph  plac^d,     ' 
With  matchless  splendour  held  the  nuptial  feast: 
Whilst  the  high  roof  with  loud  applauses  raogw  * 
EprapturM,  thus,  the  happy  bero  sung: 
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IIK, 


Was  mighty  Jove  descending, 

In  all  his  wrath  dirine, 
Earag*d  at  my  pretending 

To  cali  this  charmer  minę ; 
His  shaftfl  of  boltcd  thunder 

With  boldoess  1  'd  deńde ; 
Not  Iieav'n  itself  can  sunder 

The  hearts  that  love  has  ty*d, 

RBcrr. 

The  tbunderer  heard, — he  look'd  with  rengeance 

down, 
Till  Beauty'B  glance  disaraiM  his  avful  irown. 
The  magie  impulse  of  Alcmene*s  eyes 
Compeird  the  coDquer'd  god  to  quit  his  skies; 
He  fełgn'd  the  husband^s  form,  possessM  hercharms, 
And  punish*d  ms  presumption  in  usa  arms. 

AIR, 

He  desen^es  snblimest  pleasure, 
W  ho  rereals  it  not,  when  won : 

Bcauty  's  like  the  mi8er's  treastire; 
Boast  it— «nd  the  fbol  's  undone  \ 

Leam  by  this,  unguaided  lover, 
When  your  secret  sighs  prevail, 

Not  to  let  your  tongne  discoYer 
Raptures  that  you  should  oonceal, 


ANACREON, 
CDI  zix.    iMrrATBa 


Ołd  Eartb,  when  m  a  tippling  Tein, 
Drinks  torrents  of  ambrosial  rain, 
Which  the  tali  trees,  by  beat  opprest. 
Drink  from  ber  kind  matemal  breast: 

Lest  angry  Ocean  should  be  dry, 
The  river-gods  their  stores  supply  i 
11)C  monaroh  of  the  glgwing  day 
Drinks  large  potations  from  the  sea : 

And  the  pale  empress  of  the  night 
Drinks  from  his  orb  propitious  llgbt : 
AU — all  tbiogs  drink — abstemious  sagę  1 
Why  should  not  we  our  thirst  assuage  ? 


NEWCASTLE  BEEIL 

Wbkm  Famę  brougbt  the  news  of  Great  Britain'8 
supcess, 
And  told  at  Olympus  each  GaIHc  deieat ; 
Glad  Mars  sant  by  Mercury  ordere  cxpress. 
To  summoa  the  deities  all  to  a  treat : 
Blithe  Comus  was  płac^d 
To  guide  the  gay  feast, 
And  (reely  deciar'd  there  was  choice  of  good  cheer; 
Yet  row'd}  to  hij  thinking, 
For  exquisite  drinking, 
Their  nectar  was  nothing  to  Newcastle  beer. 

The  great  god  of  war,  to  encoprąge  the  fun. 
And  humour  the  taste  of  bis  wbimsical  guest, 

jBent  a  pnessage  that  moment  to  Moor's '  ibr  a  tiin 
Of  stingo,  the  stoutest,  the  brightest>  and  best: 

9  3^00^*8,  at  the  sij^  of  the  ^un^  Newcastle, 


No  god»— they  all  swore, 

Regard  so  before, 
With  liąuor  so  lively,  so  potent,  and  deari 

And  each  dei6ed  feilow 

Got  jovial]y  mellow, 
In  honour,  braTe  boys,  of  our  Newcastle  beer. 

Apollo  perceiring  bis  talents  refine, 

Repents  he  drank  Helicou  wate^ao  loog: 
He  bow'd,  being  ask^d  by  the  musical  Nine^ 
And  gave  the  gay  board  an  eitPiiypffe  song: 
But  ere  he  began, 
He  t068'd  off  his  can : 
There  's  nought  like  good  liąnor  the  frncy  ta 
claar : 
Tben  sang  with  great  ment» 
The  flaTOur  and  spirit. 
His  godship  had  foond  in  our  Newcastle  beer. 

Twas  stingo  like  this  raade  Alcides  so  bold, 

ft  brac*d  up  his  nerres,  and  enlire^^d  his  pow*n; 
And  his  mystical  club,  tbat  did  wonders  of  dd. 
Was  nothing,  my  Ifids,  but  such  liąuor  as  oois. 

The  horrible  crew 

That  Hercules  alew» 
Werę  Foverty — Calumny— Troiiblfr— and  Fcar: 

Snch  a  club  would  you  bonów. 

To  drire  away  lorrow, 
Apply  lor  a  jonim  of  Newcastle  beer. 

Ye  youngsters,  so  difiident,  languid,  and  pale^ 

Whom  love,  like  the  cholic,  ao  rndely  infeals ; 
Take  a  cordial  of  this,  'twiU  probatum  prevail« 
And  dri^e  the  cur  Cupid  away  from  jrooT  brństsi 

Duli  whining  despise, 

Grow  rosy  and  wtse, 
Nor  longer  the  jest  of  good  fellows  appear; 

Bid  adieu  to  your  folly, 

Get  drunk  aiid  be  jolly, 
And  smoke  o^er  ą  tankard  of  Newcastle  beer, 

Ye  fanctful  folk,  for  whom  physic  presciibcs, 

Whom  bolus  and  potion  hare  harass^d  to  dealh! 
Ye  wretchea,  whom  Ław  and  ber  iH-looking  tribes 
Have  bunted  about  till  you  Ye  qttite  out  of 
breath! 
Herę  's  shelter  and  eaae. 
No  cravłng  ibr  fees, 
No  danger, — no  doctor, — no  bailiff  is  near ! 
Your  spirits  tiiis  raises, 
It  cures  your  diseasea, 
There  's  freedom  and  health  in  our  Newcastle  lieer« 


THE  TOAST: 

ACATCir. 


GiTB  THB  TaA9i^-«iiy  good  felkyw,  be  jovia]  and  gsy, 
And  let  the  brisk  moments  pass  jocund  away ! 
HcRB  's  THS  Kmci — takc  your  bumpers,  my  brare 

British  souls, 
Who  gpards  your  ftir  freedom  should  crown  your 

fyU  bowls, 
Lbt  nim  lite— >long  and  hiq>py,  see  Lewis  bnuglit 

down, 
And  taste  all  the  comiigrtSi  no  cares  of  a  crowii 


THREE^PART  CATCH...ON  SIR  W- 
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A  THREE-PART  CATCff, 

Tis  IN  TiEw^the  rieh  blessing  kind  Naturę  be- 

stow'd, 
To  ooiM|uer  our  soitowb,  or  lighten  the  load) 
A  mtŁ  FŁASK ! — the  rich  nectar  this  bottle  contains 
In  a  flood  of  fr^h  rapture  shall  roli  througb  uur 

veiii9. 
Iąt  TT  BUBD— and  carousing  Łhis  liąuor  divine, 
Siiąg  an  hymn  to  the  god  tbat  fint  caltar*d  the  yine. 


ON 


SIR  W- 


'VS  BIRTM'DAY. 


IXiBs  troe  Felieity  on  Grandear  wait  ? 

Delights  Bhe  in  the  pageantry  of  show  } 
Say,  can  the  glitt'ring  gewgaws  of  the  great 

An  hoor  of  iabom  hai^ineas  bestow  ? 

He  that  is  jost,  benerotent,  bumane, 
In  coofctoos  rectitude  sapremely  blert, 

Cyer  tbe  glad  hearts  of  multitudes  shall  reign, 
Thougb  the  gay  star  ne^er  blaz*d  upoo  his 
breast 

Ye  happy  cbiidren  of  the  hoary  Korth, 
Hajt  the  giad  day  that  saw  your  patron  bom ; 

Whose  pnvate  Tiitues,  and  whose  public  wortb, 
Might  the  ńch  seats  of  royalty  adorn. 


STANZAS 


IPOCKN  AT  A  PŁAT  AT  THB  THEATRB  IN  SUNDOtŁAND, 

foa  THB  BBNBrrr  or  tbb  cobsicans. 

Wno  can  behold  with  an  nnpitjring  eye 
Tbe  glorious  few  («rith  patriotic  fire) 

IKstrett — inyaded-— and  resoWd  to  die, 
Or  keep  thetr  independent  rights  entire  ? 

Shackled  themseWes,  the  seirile  Oaols  woold 
bind, 

Ib  their  ignóble  fetten,  half  mankind. 

The  gentle  bomage  tbat,  to  ni ght,  yon  *ve  paid 
To  Freedom,  and  ber  erer  sacred  laws, 

The  humbłe  off*ring  at  her  altar  madę, 
Prore  that  your  hearts  beat  nobly  in  her  eaoM. 

All-grecioits  Freedom,  O  vooehBaf8  to  smiłe, 

Througb  futurę  ages,  on  this  favounte  isle ! 

Par  may  the  boughs  of  Liberty  espand, 
For  erer  cnltuHd  by  the  bnive  and  free  ! 

For  ever  blasted  be  that  impious  hand, 
That  lops  oue  branch  from  this  illustrious  tree  ! 

Britons ! — ^^is  yonr*s  to  make  her  verdure  Łhrive, 

And  keep  the  roots  of  liberty  alive. 

O  may  ber  rich,  her  ripening  fruits  of  gold, 
Britannia,  bkwm  pe^petually  for  thee  1 

May  you  ne'er  want  a  dragon,  as  we  're  told 
Defendad,  onoe,  tbe  fam^d  Hesperian  troe ! 

A  dragon  fix'd,  for  your  imperial  sake, 

VJth  anxious  eyes,  eternally  awake. 


THE  RESPITE. 

A  IMSTOBAŁ. 

Ah,  what  18  't  to  me  that  the  grassbopper  sings ! 

Or  what,  that  the  meadows  are  fair ! 
That  (like  little  flow'retB,  if  mounted  on  wings) 

Tbe  butterflies  flanot  it  in  air ! 
Ye  birds,  I  Ml  no  longer  atteod  to  a  lay ; 

Your  haunts  in  the  forest  resign  ! 
Shall  yon,  with  your  true  loves,  be  happy  all  day, 

Whilst  I  am  dirided  from  minę  ? 

Where  woodbines  and  willows  inclinM  to  uoite. 

We  twisted  a  blooming  alcove ; 
And  oft  bas  my  Damon,  with  smiles  of  delight, 

Declar'd  it  the  mantle  of  Łove. 
The  roses  that  crept  to  our  mutual  recess, 

And  rested  among  the  sweet  boughs, 
Are  iaded — ^they  droop— 4iid  they  cannot  do  less. 

For  Damon  is  false  to  his  rows. 

This  oak  bas  for  ages  tbe  tempest  defy'd, 

We  cali  it— tbe  king  of  tbe  grove ; 
He  swore,  a  light  breeze  should  its  centrę  dlvide, 

When  he  was  not  true  to  his  loire : 
Come,  come,  gentle  Zephyr,  in  justice  descend. 

His  falsehood  you  're  bound  to  display; 
This  oak  and  its  honours  you  Ml  easily  rend. 

For  Damon  bas  left  me— —a  day. 

The  shepherd  rushM  forth  from  behind  the  thtck 

Prepar^d  to  make  Phillida  blest,  [tree. 

And,  dasping  the  maid,  from  an  heart  fuli  of  glee, 

The  cause  of  his  absence  confest : 
High  raptures,  'twas  told  bim  by  masters  in  lovc, 

Too  often  repeated,  would  cloy ;  [proTC, 

And  respites ^be  found  were  the  means  ta  im* 

And  lengthen  the  moments  of  joy. 


Att 

IRREGULAR  ODE  ON  MUSIC. 

Ceasb,  gentle  sounds,  nor  kill  me  quite, 
With  such  exee8B  of  sweet  delight ! 
Each  trembling  notę  invades  my  heart. 
And  thrills  througb  every  ¥ital  part; 

A  soft — a  pleasing  pain 

Pursues  my  heated  blood  througb  ey^ry  vein; 

Wbat-«what  does  the  encbantment  mean  ? 
Ah !  give  the  chąrming  magie  o'er. 
My  beating  heart  can  bear  no  morę. 

Now  wild  with  fierce  desire, 
My  breast  is  all  oo  fire ! 

In  softenM  raptures,  now,  I  die ! 
Can  empty  sonnd  such  joys  impartl 
Can  musie  thus  transport  the  heart, 

With  melting  ecstasy ! 
O  art  divine !  exalted  blessing ! 
£ach  celestial  charm  expressing ! 

Kindest  gift  the  gods  bestow ! 

Sweetest  good  that  mortals  know  ! 

When  seated  in  the  verdant  shade 
(Like  tuneful  Thyrsii)  Ocpheus  playM; 
The  distant  trecs  forsake  the  wood, 
Tbe  lł8t*Ding  beasts  neglect  their  fbod. 


454 


CUNKINOHAM'$  POEIifS. 


To  hemr  the  heav'ii!y  Krand ; 

The  Dryads  leave  the  mountains, 

The  Naiads  qutt  the  fountains. 
And  in  a  sprig^htly  chonis  dance  arooiid. 

To  raise  the  stately  walls  of  ancient  Troy, 
Sweet  Phcebus  did  his  tuDeful  harp  employ ; 

See  what  soft  harmony  can  do ! 

The  moving  rocks  the  sound  pursue, 

Till  in  a  largc  collected  mass  they  grew : 
Had  Thyrsis  liv*d  in  these  remoter  days. 
His  were  the  chaplet  of  immortal  bays ! 
'Apollo's  harp  unknown ! 

The  shepherd  had  remain^d  of  so^g 
The  deity  alone. 


FaoM 
A  TRUANT  TO  HiS  FRIENDS. 

Ti8  not  in  cells,  or  a  sequester*d  cot, 
The  mind  and  morals  properły  ezpand ; 

Let  youth  step  forward  to  a  busier  spot> 
Łed  by  IMscretion'!  cool,  conducting  hand. 

To  leam  some  lessons  from  the  schools  of  man, 
>(ForgiTe  me !)  I  forsook  my  darling  home; 

Not  from  a  light,  an  undigested  plan, 
Nor  from  a  youthful  appetite  to  roam. 

In  your  affections^let  resentment  fly  !) 
Restore  me  to  my  long-aociistomM  place  } 

ReceiYe  me  with  a  kind,  fbrgiving  eye. 
And  prefti  me  in  the  parenfs  fond  embrace. 


TO 

THE  AUTHOR  OF  POĘM& 

WftITTBN  BY  KOBODT  '. 

Ai)VAMCB  to  famę— advance  re^ealM! 

Let  oonsciouB  worth  be  bold : 
Why  have  you  lain  so  long  conceal'd. 

And  hid  Peruvian  gold  ? 

Dan  Phoebus  dId  with  joy  discem 
Your  geniiu  broaght  to  light : 

And  many  a  Somcbody  should  leain, 
From  Nobody  to  write. 


Att« 


A  BIRTH-DAY  ODE: 

rSEPOEMSD  AT  THE  CA8TŁS  OP  OUBŁIK. 
RBCrTATIYB. 

Habk— how  the  soul  of  musie  reigm, 

As  when  the  first  grneat  birth  of  Naturę  sprang^ 

When  Chaos  burst  his  massy  chains, 
Twas  thus  the  cherubs  Buog : 

>  J.  RobertWD,  an  tctot  belongiog  to  the  York 
company. 


Hail — ^hail,  from  thi^  auspicioos  nom 

Shall  British  glories  rise  ' 
Now  are  the  reighty  treasures  born, 
That  shall  Britannia^s  famę  adom. 

And  liii  her  to  the  skies. 


BBcrr. 

Let  Gef)r|re*8  mighty  banners  si>read. 

His  lofty  clarions  roar ; 
Till  warlike  Echo  fills  with  dread 

The  hositile  Gallic  shore. 

AUU 

Mark — ^how  his  name  with  terraur  fiUs  i 
The  magie  śound  Rebellioo  kills. 
And  brightens  all  the  northem  hills, 

Where  pallid  treasoos  dwell  { 
The  monster  shall  no  morę  arise, 
Upon  the  grouod  she  panting  lieB ! 
Bcmeath  his,  William^s,  fiwi  she  diei, 

And  now,  she  sinks  to  Heli. 

BBCIT. 

Hastę— let  Ieme's  harp  be  newly  strung. 
And  after  mighty  George  be  William  suDp 

AIIU 

Talk  no  morę  of  Grecian  glory, 

William  stands  the  first  in  story : 
He,  with  British  ardour  glows  ! 

See — ^the  pride  of  Gallia  fading  ! 

See — ^thc  youthful  warrior  leading 
BńtonSy  vengeful,  to  their  foes ! 

BECIT. 

Fair  is  the  olire-branch  Hibemia  boasts. 
Nor  shall  the  din  of  war  disturb  her  coasts ; 
While  Stanhope  smiles,  her  boob  are  bleat, 
In  oatiTe  loyal^r  coofisst  I 

AM. 

See-^-O  see,  tbrice  happy  itle! 

See  what  gracious  George  beBtow*d ; 
Twiee  *  havo  you  seen  a  Stanhope  smik^ 

These  are  gifts  beoome  a  god  I 

How  the  gratefnl  island  glows  ! 

Stanhope*s  name  shall  be  rerer^d ; 
Whilst  by  subjects,  and  by  foes, 

Sacred  George  is  lov'd  and  feBr'd. 

CHOBUS. 

lilea  Peraiant  to  the  rising  Son^ 

R^pectful  homage  pay ; 
At  George*8  birth  our  joys  begas : 

Salute  the  glorious  day ! 


THE  BROKEN  CHINA. 

Sooif  as  the  San  began  to  peep^ 
And  gild  the  moming  skies, 

Young  Chloe  finom  disorder*d  shejf 
UnYeil*d  her  radiant  eyes. 


*  Earl  of  Chesteifieid,  and  eaii  of  HarriogUo, 
I  both  BuccesfiiYely  lords  lieateiiant  of  Ireland. 


TO  MR. 


v,..ON  THE  LATE  ABSENCE  OF  MAY. 
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A  guatdian  Syłph»  fhe  wsnton  sprite 

'fhat  waited  on  ber  still^ 
Had  teas'd  her  all  the  tedious  night 

Wifcfa  Tisionary  ilL 

**  Some  shock  of  Fate  is  sxue\y  nigh/' 
BscIaimM  tbe  tim'n>aB  roatd : 

**  What  do  these  horrid  dreams  imply  ? 
My  Cupid  cao*t  be  dead  !*' 

She  caird  her  Cnpid  by  hit  name, 

la  dread  of  some  misbap ; 
Wagging  his  taił,  her  Ciipid  came. 

And  jamp'd  into  her  łap. 

And  noir  the  best  of  britde  ware 
Her  tnmptuous  table  grac'd : 

The  genUe  einblems  of  the  fair, 
Jn  beauteons  order  plac*d! 

The  kettle  boiPd,  and  all  prepar^d 

To  give  the  momiog  treat, 
When  Dick,  the  country  beau,  appear'd. 

And,  bowing,  took  his  seat 

Weli-— chatting  on,  of  that  and  thisy 
The  maid  revers'd  her  cup  $ 

And,  tempted  by  the  forfeit  klat, 
Tbe  bumpkin  turoM  it  up. 

With  transport  he  demands  tbe  prize ; 

Right  fairly  it  was  won  ! 
With  many  a  firown  the  fiair  denies: 

Food  baits  to  draw  him  on ! 

A  man  mnat  prove  himsetf  polite, 

In  such  a  case  as  this  ; 
So  Richard  8trives  with  all  his  might 

To  force  tbe  forfeit  kiss. 

But  as  be  strove — O  dire  to  tell ! 

(And  yet  with  grief  I  must) 
Tbe  table  turu*d— -the  china  fell» 

A  heap  of  painted  dust ! 

"  O  fatal  porport  of  my  dream !" 

Tbe  faJT  afflieted  cry'd, 
"  Occasioa'd  (I  confess  my  shame) 

By  childishnesB  and  pride  ! 

"  For  in  a  kiss,  OJr  two,  or  three. 
No  mischief  could  be  ibund ! 

Then  had  I  been  morę  frank  and  free. 
My  china  had  becD  sound." 


TO  MR. 


Ye9,  Colin,  'tis  granted,  yoa  flutter  in  lace, 

You  whisper  aod  dance  with  the  fair ; 
But  merit  advances,  'tas  your*s  to  give  place ; 

Stand  off,  and  at  distance  revere : 
Nor  tease  the  sweet  maid  with  your  jargon  of 
chat, 

By  her  side  as  you  saonter  along ; 
Your  taste— yonr  compleidon — ^yourthis — and  your 
that, 

Nor  lisp  oot  the  eod  of  your  song. 


For  folly  and  fashion  you  barier  good  sense, 

(If  sense  ever  fell  to  your  share) 
'Tis  enough  you  could  pert  petit  maUre  commence, 

Laugh — ^loiter — and  lie  with  an  air. 
No  end  you  can  answer,  affections  you  *ve  nonę. 

Madę  only  for  prattle  and  play ; 
Like  a  butterfly,  ba8k'd  for  a  while  in  the  Sun, 

You  Ml  die  undłstinguish'd  away. 


ON 

THE  LATE  ABSENCE  OF  MAY. 
(warmN  w  the  year  n71,) 

The  rooks  in  the  neighbonring  grove 

For  shelter  ery  all  the  long  day; 
Their  huts  ia  the  branches  above 

Are  coverM  no  longer  by  May : 
The  birds  that  so  cheerfully  sung, 

Are  silent,  or  plaintive  each  tonc ! 
And,  as  they  cbirp,  Iow,  to  their  young, 

They  want  of  their  goddess  bemoan. 

No  daisies,  on  carpets  of  green, 

0'er  Nature'8  cold  bosom  are  spread  ! 
Not  a  sweet>briar  sprig  can  be  seen. 

To  ftnish  this  wrcath  for  my  head : 
Some  flow*ret8,  indeed,  may  be  foiuid, 

But  these  neither  blooming  nor  gay  ; 
Tbe  fairest  still  sleep  in  the  ground. 

And  wait  for  the  coming  of  May. 

December,  perhaps,  bas  purloin*d 

Her  rich,  though  fantastical  geer ; 
Włth  Envy  tbe  Montbs  may  haye  join*d. 

And  jostled  ber  out  of  tbe  year : 
Some  shepherds,  'tis  true,  may  repine, 

To  see  their  lov*d  gardens  undres8*d  ; 
But  I — whilst  my  Phillida^s  minę, 

Sball  aiways  have  May  in  my  breast. 


AN  EUlJOGIUM  ON  MASONRW 

SPOKE  BT  MR.  DIUCS,  AT  SDIiniUlŁGH. 

Sat,  can  the  garter,  or  the  star  of  state, 
That  on  the  yain,  or  on  tbe  vicious  wait, 
Such  en^blems,  with  soch  emphasis  impart, 
As  an  insignium  near  tbe  Mason^s  heart  ? 

Hail  sacred  Masonry,  of  source  divine,  > 

Unerring  mistress  of  the  faultless  linę, 
Whosc  plumb  of  Truth,  with  neyer-feiling  sway, 
Makes  the  join'd  parts  of  Symmetry  obey  ! 

Hail  to  the  Craft,  at  wbose  serene  command 
The  gentle  Arts  in  glad  obedience  stand  : 
Wbose  magie  stroke  bids  fell  Confusion  cease, 
And  to  the  finish'd  Orders  yield  its  phice ; 
Who  calls  Creation  from  the  womb  of  Earth, 
And  gives  imperial  cities  glorious  birth. 

To  works  of  art  her  merit  *s  not  confin*d, 
She  regulates  the  morals,  sąuares  the  mind  ; 
Corrects  with  care  the  tempest-working  soul. 
And  points  tlie  tide  of  passions  where  to  roli ; 
On  Virtue's  tablets  marks  each  sacred  nile, 
And  forms  her  lodge  an  universa]  school ; 
Where  Nature*s  mystic  laws  unfolded  stand. 
And  Sense  and  Science,  joiu'd,  go  band  in  hand. 
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O !  may  her  social  rules  łiutructive  spread, 
Till  Truth  erect  hcr  long-oieglected  head ; 
Ti II,  through  deceitful  Night  sbe  dart  her  ray, 
And  beam,  fu  ii  glorious,  in  the  blaze  of  day ! 
TiU  trian  by  virt.uous  inaxinis  learn  to  ixiove; 
Till  all  the  peopled  world  her  laws  approve. 
And  tbc  whole  human  race  be.  bound  in  brother^s 
love. 


PROLOGUES  AND  EP1L0GUE& 


A  PBOŁOGUB, 

SPOR  AT  TBB  OPENIKO  OP  TBS  TBBATRE  AT  TOEK,  APTBt 
rr  WAS  EŁEGAKTLY  ENŁARGBO. 

Oncb  oq  a  time  his  earthły  rounds  patrolling, 
( Your  heathen  gods  were  always  fond  of  strolling) 
Jovc  rambled  near  the  cot  of  kind  Philemoni 
When  night,  attended  by  a  tempest,  came  on ; 
And  as  the  rain  fell  pattering,  hel  ter  skelter, 
The  deity  implor^d  the  hind  for  shelter. 

Philemon  placM  his  godship  close  beside  him, 
Whilc  goody  Baucis  madę  the  fire  that  dry'd  him; 
With  morę  beneYolence  than  one  that  *s  richer, 
He  spread  the  boaid,  be  fill'd  the  friendly  pitcher; 
And,  ibnd  to  giye  his  guest  a  meal  of  pleaaare, 
Suog  a  rough  song,  in  his  rude  country  measure. 

JoTe  was  so  p1eas*d  with  these  good-natur^d  sallies, 
P^ilemon^s  cot  he  conjur'd  to  a  palące. 

Taste,  like  great  Jupiter,  came  here  to  try  us, 
(Oft  from  the  boses  we  perceiv'd  ber  spy  us) 
Whether  she  lik'd  us  and  onr  warm  endea^ours, 
Whether  she  fbund  that  we  deseryM  her  faTOurs, 
I  know  not :  bnt  *tis  certain  she  commanded 
Onr  humble  theatre  should  be  expanded. 

The  orders  she  pronouncM  were  scarcely  ended, 
Bat,  like  Philemon*s  house,  the  stage  estóideds 
And  thus  the  friendly  goddess  bids  me  greet  ye; 
'Tis  in  that  circle  [poitUing  to  tkt  boxe$\  she  designs 

to  meet  ye : 
Pedanta  would  fix  her  reiidence  with  heathens, 
Sut  she  prefers  old  York  to  Romę  or  Athens. 


A  PROŁOC^Ey 
IPOKE  AT  TBB  OPENINC  AN  EŁBGANT  ŁTITLE  THBATM 

AT  wiirrBY. 

Feom  Shakspcare— Jonson— CongPeve — Rowe— 

and  othen — 
The  laurePd  list,  the  tnie  PamaMian  broŁhers  J 
Hither  we  're  sent,  by  their  supremę  dircction. 
To  oourt  your  favour,  and  to  claim  protection. 

Our  hopes  are  flatteHd  with  the  fair^s  compliance; 
Beauty  and  Wit  were  always  in  alliance  ! 
Their  mutual  sway  refbrms  f  iie  rude  creation. 
And  Taate  's  determin'd  by  their  approbation. 

The  tragic  Muse  presents  a  stately  mirrur, 
Where  Vice  8urvcys  her  ugly  form  with  terrour: 
And  as  the  fieod  departs — abash*d— discarded— 
Imperial  Yirtoę  's  with  the  palm  rewarded. 
The  comic  glass,  from  modem  groups  coHected, 
Shows  ibps  and  fbols  of  every  clas»---diss€K;ted : 
It  marks  the  fair  coquet's  unfaithful  dealings, 
And  proves  that  baughty  prudes  may  have  their 
failings. 


For  faults  that  flow  from  liabit  morę  than  natmc. 
We  11  blend,  with  honest  mirth,  some  wbolesoose 

satire. 
Now  for  our  bark — ^the  vessel  's  tigfat  and  aUe ! 
New  built! — new  rigg'd! — [Pmntmg  to  the  seene*1 

with  canrass — mast — and  cable ! 
Let  her  not  sink,— or  be  unkindly  stranded, 
Before  the  morał  freight  be  fairly  landed  ! 
For  thoogh  with  heartand  band  we  heavetogetber, 
*Tis  your  kind  plaudit  must  command  the  weatlier : 
Nor  halcyon  sean, — nor  gentle  gales  attend  us, 
Till  this  fair  circle  with  their  smiles  befrieod  ot. 


A  PROŁOOUB, 

OK  OPENIKO  THE  THEATRE  AT  WHrTBY  TBE  E3ISl'r!(C 

SEASON. 

0'be  the  wild  waves,  nnwilling  morę  to  roam. 
And  by  his  kind  affections  calVd  for  borne ; 
When  the  bold  youth  that  ev'ry  climate  tries 
Twixttheblu«bo8oms — 'twixt  the  seas  and  skies— 
When  he  beholds  his  native  Albion  nnr. 
And  the  glad  gale  give8  wings  to  his  career^ 
What  glowing  ecstasies,  by  Fancy  drest, 
What  filial  sentiments  expand  his  breaat  * 
In  the  fuli  happineas  he  forma  on  sfaore, 
Dmibts — dangera— and  fatfgues  are  feit  uo  more. 

Such  are  the  joys  that  (u  our  bosoms  bom  \ 
Such  the  glad  hopes  that  glow  at  our  return ! 
With  snch  warm  ardoui%  yoa  behoid  us  meet. 
To  lay,  once  morę,  our  labonrs  at  your  feet 

(Not  withoat  hopes  your  patrooage  wiU  last) 
We  bend  with  gratitude  for  ftivours  past. 
That  our  light  bark  defy^d  the  ragę  of  wiotcr, 
Rode  eY'ry  gale — nor  startMl  eVn  a  splmter; 
We  bow  to  Beauty— (twas  tbose  amiles  aecni^d  ker) 
And  thank  onr  patrons  who  ao  kindly  moor*d  ber. 
Still — still— extend  your  gentle  cares  to  aare  ho; 
That  she  may  anchor  long  in  Wliitby'i— fiipoor. 


A  PROŁOGUB, 

SPOKE  m  TBB  CHAaACTEE  OF  A  SAlŁOft,  OH  CVnĘXK 
TBE  MSW  TBBMItB  AT  MOtm  8HIBŁDS. 

H01.ŁO !  my  masters,  where  d'ye  mean  toatov  os* 
We  Ye  coma  to  see  what  pastlme  ye  can  show  as; 
Sal,  step  aloft — you  shan^t  be  long  without  me, 
I  Ml  walk  their  ąuarter  deck  and  look  about  me. 

Tom  and  Dick  Topsail  are  abore — I  hear  'ero, 
Tell  'em  to  keep  a  birth,  and.  Sal— sit  near  'em: 
SaPs  a  smart  lass — I  M  hołd  a  butt  of  stiogo 
In  three  weeks*  time  8he*d  leam  the  playhonse  linpo: 
She  loires  your  plays,  she  undentands  their  roeaning, 
She  calis  'em — morał  auŁss  madę  entertainiog: 
Your  Sbakspeare  books,  sbe  knows  'em  to  a  tittle; 
And  I,  mysclf  (at  sea)  have  read — a  little. 

At  London,  sirs,  when  Sal  and  I  were  coaiiing, 
I  towM  her  •▼'ry  night  a  playbo«ise  sporting: 
Mass  !  I  could  like  'em  and  their  whole  *parBtas^ 
But  for  their  fiddlers  and  their  damn'd  sooatas; 
GiTe  me  the  merry  suns  of  guts  aod  rosin, 
That  piay — ^od  8ave  tbe  King,  and  Nancy  Db«- 
son.  [Lootmg  ekut. 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES. 

Wdl        UMWgh  the  frigate  's  not  n  mach  be-  I  To  tonch  a  siiered  Mme,  and  aot  deAle  her. 
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doyzenM, 

Tis  snag  enough  !— Tls  chsTer  (br  the  size  on  't: 
And  they  can  treat  with  all  that  's  wortb  regarding 
On  boanl  the  Dniiy  Lane  or  Common  Garden. 

[Bellringł, 
ATaat  !^A  signal  for  the  lanch,  I  fancy : 
What  aay  you,  Sam,  and  Dick,  and  Doli,  and  Nancy', 
Siiioe  they  have  trimniM  the  pleasnre-barge  so 

tigbUy, 
ShaVtyoa,  and  I,  and  Sal,  come  see  tbem  nightly  ? 
The  .lolly  crew  will  do  their  best  endeavonr8, 
lliey  11  gnidge  no  labour  to  de8erve  yonr  favouTS. 
A  luckier  fate  they  swear  can  ne'er  behap  *em 
Than  to  bebold  you  pleas^d,  and  hear  you— clap  'em. 


AN  BPILOGUB, 

CFOKS  AT  MOawICH,  IN  TUB  CHAKACTEft  OP  MR8.  DSBOIAH 
WOODCOCK,  IN  LOTS  IN  A  VII,ŁA^.E. 

AiTsa  the  dangen  of  a  long  probation, 
When,  Sybil  like.  ehe  's  skUlM  in  penetration ; 
When  she  bas  conquer'd  eacb  unmly  paasioD, 
And  fides  abore  the  rocka  that  othen  dash  on ; 
When  deeply  mellowM  with  reseire  and  ńgour, 
When  decent  grafity  adorns  ber  6gure, 
Why  an  dd  maid,  I  wish  the  wise  would  tell  us, 
Should  be  the  standing  jest  of  flirts  and  fellows ! 

In  maxims  sagę  !  in  eloquence  how  clever ! 
Wittaottt  a  lubject  she  can  talk — for  ever ! 
Rich  in  old  sawi,  can  bring  A  eentence  pat  in. 
And  quote,  npon  occasion,  lawyer^t  latin. 

Set  up  that  toast,  that  calprit,  noius  contm^ 
Tia  done — and  she  's  deniolish'd  in  turrorum, 

If  an  old  maid  's  a  dragones^on  daty. 
To  gnard  the  golden  fmit  of  rip'ning  beanty ; 
Tis  right,  for  fear  the  giddy  8ex  should  wander, 
To  keep  them  in  restraint  by  decent  slander. 
When  slips  are  madę,  *ti8  easy  surę  to  find  'em ; 
We  can  detect  before  the  fair  designM  tbem. 

As  for  the  men,  wbose  satire  oft  hath  stung  ns, 
Many  there  are  that  may  be  rank'd  among  us. 
liAWy  with  long  suits  and  basy  mischiefs  laden, 
In  rancoar  fas  ezceeds  the  ancient  maiden. 
Tis  andeuy'd,  and  the  assertion  's  common, 
That  modem  Physic  is  a  merę  old  woman. 
The  pnny  ibp  that  simpers  o'er  his  tea  dish. 
And  Cfies, — "  Indeed — Miss  Deb'rah  's— qaite  old 
Of  doubtfnl  8ex,  of  Qndetermin*d  naturę,  [maidish!" 
In  all  respects  is  but  a  virgin  crełur. 

Jesting  apart,  and  morał  truths  adjusting  I 
There  's  nothiog  in  the  state  itself  disgusting ; 
Old  maids,  as  well  as  matrons  bound  in  marriage, 
Are  valu'd  from  propriety  of  carriage : 
If  gentłe  sense,  if  sweet  discretion  guide  'em, 
It  roatters  not  though  coscombs  may  deride  'em ; 
And  yirtue  *s  virtue,  be  she  maid  or  wedded, 
A  certain  truUi !  say-— -Deb'rah  Woodcock  said  it. 


A  PR0Ł06UB  TO  THB  MnSB  OF  OSSIAN  ; 

A  LH-TLB  PIBCa,  ADAPTBD  TO  THB  STAOB  BT  D.  E.  BAKBB, 
PaOM  THB  CBŁBBBATBO  POEM  OP  OSSIAN,  THB  SON  OP 
PINGAŁ. 

To  form  a  little  work  of  nerroiis  merit, 
To  gWe  the  sleepy  stage  a  nobler  spirit; 

'  To  the  gallery. 


This  was  the  plan  proposM  by  onr  compiler. 

Though  Caution  told  him — the  presumption  'n 
giaring ! 
Dauntless,  he  cry'd,  **  It  is  but  nobly  daring! 
Can  we  peruse  a  pathos  morę  than  Attic, 
Nor  wish  the  golden  measure  stampM  dramatic ! 
Herę  are  no  lines— in  measur^d  pace  that  trip  it. 
No  modem  scenes— 40  lifeless !  so  huipid  ! 
Wrought  by  a  Muse — (no  sacred  fire  deban^d  her) 
Tis  nerrous !  noble !  'tis  trae  northem  ardour ! 

"  Methinks  I  hear  the  Grecian  bards  esclaiming, 
Crhe  Grecian  bards  no  longer  worth  the  naming) 
In  song,  the  northem  trib^  so  far  surpass  us. 
One  of  their  Highland  hills  they  'U  cali  Pamassns ; 
And  from  the  sacied  roount  decrees  should  follow, 
That  Ossian  was  himself— the  true  Apollo.^' 

Spite  of  this  flash — this  high  poetic  fury, 
He  trembles  for  the  Tcrdict  of  bis  jury : 
As  from  his  text  he  ne^er  presum'd  to  wander. 
But  giyes  th^  natiTC  Ossian  to  your  candour. 
To  an  impartial  judgment  we  submit  bim, 
Gmdemn— or  rather  (if  yon  can)  kcąuit  him. 


AN 
SPIŁOGUE  TO  THB  MUSE  OF  OSSIAN. 

In  (bnd  romance  let  Fancy  reign  creatiire ! 
Yałour  among  the  northem  hilb  is  natiire; 
The  northem  hills,  'tis  pTov'd  by  Ossian's  story, 
Gkire  early  birth  to  Caledonian  glory ; 
Nor  could  the  stormy  clime,  with  all  its  rigour, 
Repel,  in  love  or  war,  the  hero's  rigour. 

When  bonour  cairdftbeyouthdisdainMtoponder, 
And  as  he  fboght,  the  fav'rite  maid  grew  fimder. 
The  brave,  by  beauty  were  rejected  ncver. 
For  girls  are  gracious  when  the  lads  are  clever. 

If  the  bold  youth  was  in  the  field  vindictive, 
The  bard,  at  home,  bad  ev'ry  power  descriptive ; 
He  swelPd  the  sacred  song,  enbancM  the  story, 
And  raisM  the  warrior  to  the  skies  of  glory. 

That  northem  lads  are  still  unoonquerM  fellows, 
The  fbes  of  Britain  to  their  cost  can  tell  us ; 
The  sway  of  northem  beauty,  if  disputed, 
Look  round,  ye  infidels,  and  stand  confutod : 
And  for  your  bards,  the  letter^d  world  have  known 

'em, 
They  're  sucb — the  sacred  Ossian  can*t  disowń  'em. 

To  prove  a  partial  judgment  does  not  wrong  you, 
And  that  your  usual  candour  reigns  among  you, 
Look  with  indulgence  on  this  crude  endearour. 
And  stamp  it  with  the  sanction  of  your  fayour. 


AN  EPIŁOODBy 

8P0KB  IN  THB  CHABACTEA  OP  LADT  TOWNŁBT,  IN  THE 
nOTOUD  HDSBAND. 

At  lady — let  me  recollect— whose  night  is  't  ? 
No  matter — at  a  circle  the  pdlitest ; 
Taste  summons  all  the  satire  she  is  able^ 
And  canyasses  my  conduct  to  the  table. 

*'  A  wife  reclaim'd,  and  by  an  husband's  rigour* 
A  wife  with  all  her  appetites  in  rigour ! 
Lard !  she  must  make  a  lamentable  figurę ! 

"  Wbere  waa  her  pride  ?  Of  eY'ry  spark  dirested ! 
To  mend,  because  a  prodish  husband  pr68B'd  it ! 
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Whdt !  to  prefer  his  duli  domestic  qaiet, 
To  the  dear  scenes  of  hunricane  aod  rioŁ ! 
Farties  di9c1aiiii'd,  the  happy  rout  rejected !     t 
Becaase  at  ten  she  's  by  her  spouse  expected  ! 
Oh,  hideoas!  )iow  immeDsely  out  of  naturę  '. 
Don»t  you,  my  deare,  despise  the  aenile  creature  ?" 

Pnidence,  although  the  company  be  good, 
Is  often  heard,  and  sometimes  undentood* 
Suppose,  to  justify  my  reformataon, 
She  M  give  the  circle  thia  concise  oration. 

**  Ye  giddy  group  of  fashionable  wivesy 
That  in  continued  riot  waste  yonr  Uve9 ; 
Did  ye  but  see  the  demona  that  desccod, 
The  carcs  conTulńre  that  oa  cards  attend ; 
The  midnight  spectres  that  surround  your  cbain, 
(Hagę  reddeos  berę — there  Avarice  despairs) 
You  'd  rush  for  sbulter  where  contentment  lie9» 
To  the  domestic  blessings  you  despise. 

"  Or  if  you  *ve  no  regard  to  morał  duty, 
(Tis  trite  but  tnie )— qwadriHe  will  murder  beaiity." 

Taste  is  abash'd,  (the  culprit)  I  *m  acquitted; 
Thcy  praise  the  character  they  lately  pity'd ; 
They  promise  to  reform— relinąiiish  play, 
So  break  the  tables  up  at— break  of  day. 


AN  EPIŁOGUB, 

SrOES  AT  SDWSUHGIi,  IN  THB  CRARACTBR  OF  ŁADY 

PAMCirUŁ. 

Favgy,  we  're  told,  of  parentage  Italie, 

And  Folly,  whose  orighial  is  Gallic, 

Set  up  to  sale  their  vast  misshapen  daughter, 

And  Britun,  by  a  large  subscription,  bought  her. 

The  fertile  soil  grew  fond  of  this  exotic, 
And  nurs^d  her,  till  her  pow'r  became  despotic  j 
Till  ev*ry  would-be  beauty  in  the  nation 
Did  homage  at  the  shrine  of  AfTectation. 
But  Common-Sense  will  certainly  dethrone  her, 
And  (like  the  fair-ones  of  this  place)  disown  her. 
If  she  attempts  the  dimpled  amile,  delightful ! 
The  dimpled  smile  of  Affectation  *s  frightful: 
Mark  but  her  bagatelles— her  whine — her  whim- 

per— 
Herloll— herlisp— hersauntcr,  stare— her  simper; 
AU  oufcrćs,  all — no  native  charm  about  her, 
And  Ridicule  would  soon  expire  withotit  her. 

Look  ibr  a  grace,  ańd  Affectation  hides  ii; 
If  Beauty  aims  an  arrow,  she  misguides  it : 
So  awkwardly  she  mends  unmeaning  faces. 
To  lusipidity  she  givc8 ^grimaces. 

Witbout  her  dear  coqttetisb  arts  to  aid  'em, 
Fine  ladies  would  be  j ust  as — Naturę  madę  'em, 
Such  sensible — sincere — domestic  creatures, 
The  jest  of  modem  beUes,  and  pelii  maiires. 

Sflife  with  good  sense,  this  circle  *s  not  in  danger, 
Bot  as  the  foreign.phaAtDm  's— here  a  straoger, 
I  gave  her  portrait,  that  the  fair  may  know  her. 
And  if  they  meet,  be  ready  to  forego  her ; 
For  trust  me,  ladies,  she  'd  deform  your  faces. 
And  with  a  single  glance  destroy  the  graces. 


AN  CUŁOGIUM  ON  CHARITY. 

3P0KZ  AT  AŁMWICK,  IK  NOftTHUUBERŁAND,  AT  A  CIIARir 
TABMt  BSKBFIT  ?JAY,  1765. 

Tó  bid  the  rancour  of  Hl-fortnne  cease. 
To  tell  Annety— I  give  thee  peaoe, 


To  quell  Advemty — or  tom  her  darts. 
To  stamp  fratemity  on  gen'rous  hearte  ; 
For  these  high  mottve8 — these  iliustrious  endi, 
Celestial  Charity  to  night  deseends. 

Soft  are  the  graces  that  adom  the  maid, 
Softer  than  dew-drops  to  the  sun-bumt  głade! 
She  's  gracłous  as  an  anpołłnted  stream. 
And  tender  as  a  fond  young  lorer^s  dream! 
Pity  and  Peace  precede  ber  as  she  flies. 
And  Mercy  beams  benignant  in  her  eycis! 
From  her  high  residence,  from  realms  aboTe, 
She  coraes,  sweet  harbinger  of  hearcnly  lcjve ! 

Her   sister*si  charms  are  morę  thaa  dooUy 
bright, 
From  the  kiud  cause  that  calPd  her  here  to  nigłtf. 
An  artless  grace  the  conscious  heart  bestows. 
And  on  the  gcnerous  cheek  a  tincture  glows, 
Morc  lo¥ely  than  the  bloom  that  paints  the  Tcnal 
rosę. 

The  lofty  pyramid  shall  cease  to  1ive  * 
Fleeting  the  praise  such  monuments  can  give ! 
But  Charity,  by  tyrant  Time  rever'd. 
Sweet  Charity,  amidst  his  rains  spar^d, 
Secures  her  Totańes  unblasted  famę. 
And  in  celestial  amiab  sares  their  name. 


AN  BPIUM9UB, 

DB8IGYIBD  TO  BB  8P0KB  AT  AŁHWICK,  ON  KBSICmiB  IBf 
PŁATBOUSB  TO  A  PABTT  DKTACBSD  FBOM  TBI  BBOK- 
BUBOH  THBATKB. 

To  Alnwick's  lofty  seat,  a  sylran  scenę ! 
To  rising  hilis  ftom  distanoe  doubly  greeo, 
'*  Go,**-— says  the  god  of  wit,  **  my  standani  bear, 
These  are  the  mansions  of  the  great  and  fair*, 
Tis  my  Olympns  now,  go  spread  my  baBueii 
there." 

Led  by  food  Hope,  the  pointed  path  we  trącej 
And  thank'd  our  patron  for  the  tlowery  place ; 
Here— we  behold  a  gently  waving  wood  ! 
There — ^we  can  gaae  upou  a  wand*riiig  flood  ! 
The  laodscape  smtles ! — the  fields  gay  ftagnase 

weari 
Soft  scenes  am  all  aroond — refreshfiil  air  I 
Slender  repast  iodeed,  and  but  cameleon  farę ! 

A  troop,  at  certain  times  compelUd  to  sbift, 
And  from  their  northera  moantains  tumM  adrift; 
By  tyrant  managers  a  while  con8ign'd. 
To  fatten  on  what  forage  they  can  find ; 
With  lawless  force  our  liberty  invades, 
And  fain  would  thmst  us  from  these  feT^ńte  diades; 
But  we  (sińce  Prejudice  erects  her  seale, 
And  pulb  and  petty  artifice  preraU) 
To  stronger  holds  with  cool  discretioo  ron, 
And  leave  the  conąuerors  to  be— undone. 

With  gratitude,  still  we  11  acknowledge  the  &• 
vours 
So  kindly  indulgM  to  our  simple  endearours ; 
To  the  great  and  the  fair  werest  thankfallydidKon, 
And  wish  we  could  say,  we  gave  place  to  our  betten. 


■  Tlie  countessof  Northumberiand,  who  banonred 
tlie  charity  with  her  presence. 

*  The  earl  and  coantess  of  Northumberiand^loni 
and  lady  WarkWorth,  3cc. 


PR0L06UES  AND  EPIŁOGUES. 


459 


4  PROŁ06US  TO  ŁOYB  AND  FAMB. 

STOKB  AT  SCAHBOROCGH. 

\^Eniering, 
Wmots  is  this  author? — Bid  thc  wrctch  appear, 
Let  him  come  in,  and  irait  for  judgment — here, 
This  awful  jury,  all  impatient,  wait ; 
Let  him  come  in,  I  say,  and  meet  his  fate ! 
Sbrange,  very  strangc,  if  such  a  piece  succeeds ! 
(Punish  the  culprit  for  his  vile  misdeeds) 
Know  ye  to  nif  ht,  that  his  presiimptuous  works 
Have  tQm'd  good  Christians  into — HeathenTarks? 
And  if  the  genius  anH  corrccted  soon, 
In  his  next  trip,  he  Ml  niount  us  to  the  Moon. 

Methinks  I  hear  him  say — '*  For  mcrcy*s  sake 
Hołd  yuur  rash  tongue— my  love  and  famę  's  at 

stake; 
When  you  behold  me-— diifident-— distrest ! 
Tis  cruelty  to  make  my  woes  a  jest : 
Weil— if  you  will — ^but  why  should  I  dtstnut? 
My  jadges  are  as  merciful  as  just ; 
I  know  tbem  well,  haye  oft  thcir  frieodship  tryM, 
And  their  protection  is  my  boast — my  pride." 

Hoping  to  please,  he  formM  this  bustling  plan; 
Hoping  to  please  !  'tis  all  the  moderos  can: 
Faith !  let  him  'scape,  let  Love  and  Famę  surmę, 
With  your  kind  sanction  kcep  his  scenes  alive ; 
Tky  to  approve  (applaud  we  will  cxempt) 
Kor  cnish  the  banlling  in  this  hard  attempt 
Could  he  write  up  to  an  illustrious  theme, 
There  'a  mark*d  npon  the  register  of  Famę 
A  subject— hut  beyond  the  warmest  lays ! 
Wonder  must  paint,  when  'tis  a  G— >Dby'8  praise. 


A  PROŁOGDB  TO  RUŁE  A  WIFE. 
WrOKMS  AT  BSIHBUBGH. 

^ts  an  odd  portrait  that  the  poet  drew ! 

A  strange  irregular  he  sets  in  v\ew ! 

'Mongst  us — thask  Hea^en— tbe  character  ^  un- 

known, 
(Barda  have  creative  faculties  we  owd) 
And  this  appears  a  picture  from  his  brajn, 
Tiłl  we  reflect  the  lady  livM  in  Spain. 

Should  we  the  portrait  with  the  8ex  oompairet 
Twould  add  new  houours  to  the  nortbem  £ur ; 
Their  merit,  by  the  foił,  conspicuouB  nade. 
And  tbey  seem'd  brighter  from  contrastkig  thade. 

Rude  were  the  rules  our  fathers  form'd  of  old, 
Hor  should  such  antiąuated  maxims  hołd ; 
Shall  subjęct  man  assert  superior  sway. 
And  dare  to  bid  the  aogel  sex  obey } 
Ot  if  permitted  to  partake  the  throae, 
Despotic,  cali  the  rcias  of  power  his  own  ? 
Porbid  it,  all  that  's  gracious— -that  's  pdite ! 
(The  fair  to  iiberty  have  equal  right) 
Nor  urge  the  teuet,  thougb  from  Fletohetli  sebool, 
That  every  husband  has  a  right  to  rula^ 

A  matrimonial  medium  may  be  hit, 
Where  neither  govems,  but  where  both  submit. 

The  nuptial  torch  with  decent  brightneas  bums, 
Where  małe  and  female  ooDdescend  by  tunis ; 
Change  then  thc  phrase,  the  hurrid  text  amead, 
And  let  the  word  obey^^— be  condesoend. 


A  PftOtOGtE, 

ON   IfeiririNO  THE   MERCHANT  OF  VCNtC£,  AT  THB  TIMIy 
THB  BU.Ł  HAS  PASSEO  POft  MATURALUINC  THE  JBWS. 

Twirr  the  sons  of  the  stage,  withoat  pensions  or 

placcs, 
,  And  the  ragabond  Jews,  are  some  slmilar  cases ; 
,  Since  time  out  of  mind,  or  they  're  wroiigM  much. 

by  slander, 
Both  lawless,  alike,  have  been  sentenc'd  to  wander  ;, 
Then  faith  *tis  fuli  time  we  appeal  to  tbe  iiation. 
To  be  join^d  in  this  bill  for  na-tu-ni-li-za-ti-on  ; 
Lard,  that  word  *s  so  unoouth  ! — tis  so  irksome  to 

spcak  it !  [take  it. 

But  »tis  Hebrew,  I  believe,  and  that  *s  taste,  as  I 

Well — ^now  to  the  point — I  *m  sent  here  with  com- 

mission, 
To  present  this  fair  circle  our  humble  petition : 
•  But,  conscious  what  hopes  we  should  have  of  suc*. 

ceeding, 
Without  (as  they  phrase  it)  suificientły  bleedhig ; 
<  And  cunvinc'd  we  'tc  no  funds,  nor  old  gold  we  can 

rake  up, 
like  our  good  fathen — ^Abraham,  Isaac,  and  Jacob  ; 
We  must  frankly  confess  we  have  nought  to  pre- 
sent ye. 
But  Shakspeare^s  old  sterling — pray  let  it  content  ye. 
This  Shylock,  the  Jew,  whom  we  meao  to  re- 

storę  ye, 
Was  naturalizM  oft  by  yonr  fathers  before  ye; 
Then  take  him  to  night  to  your  kindest  compaaiiion. 
For  to  cuuntenance  Jewt  is  tlie  pink  of  the  fiuhion* 


A  PROŁOGUE, 

FOR  BOMB  COUKTBT  LASS,  PBBFOBMniG  THE  BMSIL  OF  A< 
WIFB,  IN  THE  CHEItSTMAS  BOLIDAYS. 

In  days  of  jrore,  when  roimd  the  jorial  board, 
With  harmless  mirth,  and  socral  plcnt>'  stor^d, 
Our  parent  Britons  quii:frd  Uieir  mit-brown  ale^ 
And  carols  suog,  or  told  the  Christ inas  tale; 
InstrutBSt.  George,  o)d  EDgland's  champion  knight, 
With  hasty  steps,-  impatient  to  recite 
"  How  he  had  kill'd  the  dragon,  once  in  flght." 

From  eyYy  side — from  Troy — from  ancient 
Princes  pour  in  to  swell  the  motłey  piece ;  [Greece, 
And  while  their  deeds  of  prowess  they  rehearse, 
The  flowing  bowl  rewards  their  hobbiing  versc. 
I      Intent  to  raise  this  evening'8  coi^lial  mirth, 
like  theirs,  our  simple  stage-play  comes  to  birth* 
Our  want  of  art  we  candidly  confcM, 
But  give  you  Naturę  in  her  homespun  dress  ; 
No  heroes  here — no  martial  men  of  might ! 
A  cohler  is  the  champion  of  to  night ; 
His  strap,  morę  fam'd  Łban  George's  lance  of  uld. 
For  it  can  tamę  that  dragoness,  a  scold : 
Indulgcut,  then,  support  the  cobler*s  cause, 
Aad  tbough  he  may  n't  deserve  it,  smile  applaiise. 


A  PROLOG Ufi, 
OH  OFENINO  mS  ITBW  TSBATn  IN  NBWCASTŁB,  1 T64. 

If  to  correfl  the  follies  of  mankmd. 
To  mend  the  morab— to  enlarge  thc  mind. 
To  strip  the  self-deceiving  passions  bare, 
With  honett  mirth  to  kill  an  erening^s  cire^ 
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If  th«e  kind  motires  can  command  applause, 
For  thcse  the  motiey  stage  her  cartain  draws. 

Does  not  the  poet,  that  exists  by  praise, 
likc  to  be  told  that  he  bas  reachM  the  bays  ? 
Ib  not  the  wretch  (stilł  trembling  for  his  storę) 
PleasM  when  he  grasps  a  glitfring  thousand  morę  ? 
Cheere  not  the  mariner  propitious  seas  ? 
Łik<>s  not  the  lawyer  to  be  handling  fees } 
LJve«  not  the  lover  but  in  hopes  of  bliss  ? 
To  er^ry  que8tion  weMI  replyiwith — yes. 

Sappiofie  them  gratified — their  fuli  delight 
Tałls  short  of  ours  on  this  aaspicious  night; 
When  rich  in  happiness— in  hopes  elate, 
Taste  haa  receiv'd  us  to  our  fav'rite  seat. 

O  that  the  soul  of  action  were  but  ours. 
And  the  vast  energy  of  vocal  powers ! 
That  we  might  make  a  gratefiil  off*ring,  fit 
For  these  kind  judges  that  in  candour  sit 

Beibre  sach  judges,  we  confess  with  dread, 
These  new  dominions  we  presume  tp  tread ; 
Yet  if  yoo  stnile,  we  Ml  boldly  do  our  best. 
And  leaye  your  ĆaYours  to  supply  the  rest. 


AN  iNTRODucrroir, 

SPOKE  AT  THB  THEATRE  IN  SONDEIIMIH),  TO  A  PLAY  FEE- 
PORMED  THEEE  FOE  THE  BENEFIT  OFTUE  WIDOWSAMD 
OEPBAM8  OP  THAT  PŁACE. 

On  widowt— <Mrphans — ^left,  alas !  forlom, 
(From  the  rack*d  heart  its  every  comfort  tom) 
Humanity,  to  night,  oonfers  relief. 
And  softcns,  tbough  she  can*t  reinove  their  grief : 
Blasted  her  hopes,  her  expectation8  kiird, 
The  sons  of  Sympathy  (wkh  eorrow  chilPd) 
Bdłold  the  wietched  matron-^madły  weep, 
And  hear  her  ery — "  My  joys  are  in  the  deep.I" 
To  the  tremendous  Power  that  niles  mankind. 
Lord  of  the  seas — ^the  calm  and  boist'rous  wind, 
We  bow,  obedient,  and  with  awe  resign'd. 
His  ways,  inscrutable,  we  can't  explore. 
Ko — ^we  may  wonder,  but  we  must  adore* 
Happy,  for  ever,  be  the  generons  breast, 
That  feels  compassion  for  the  poor  distrest ; 
Happy  the  band  that  stups  the  suflFerer^s  tear ! 
SucH  hands  there  are,  and  such,  we  find,  are  here. 


AN  ELEGIA  C  ODE 

ON  THE 
DBATH  OF  RIB  ŁATB  MAJYBTY. 

Pallida  mos  equo  pulsat  pede  paupcram  tabemas, 
Begunique  turres.  Uorace. 

Ehołamd  !  thy  Genius,  yested  like  Despair, 
With  loud  distress  alarms  the  chalky  shore : 

**  Britops  1"  he  cries,  and  rends  his  hoary  hair, 
**  BritODS  1  your  much-loyM  monarch  is  no  morę ! ** 

.The  sea^gods  from  their  pearl-embroider'd  keds, 
Wbo  to  great  George  the  green  dominion  gave. 

No  kmger  lift  their  ooral-crowned  heads. 
But  diye  distreasM  be&eath  the  trembling  wave. 

Hark,  bow  the  winds,  ent  bounteous  to  his  will, 
That  borę  his  thund'ring  fleets  to  GaUia'8  shore, 

F»u8e,*-fbr  a  while,  pathctically  stiii, 
Tbeo  lei  their  sorrows  burst  in  pealy  roar. 


The  nymphs  that  in  the  sacred  grorcs  presidi*, 
Where  Britain*s  coiiqu'ring  oaks  etcmal  spring, 

In  their  embr0wn'd  retreats  their  sorrotrs  Iride, 
And  silent  mourn  the  vencrable  king. 

Tenants  of  libcrty,  on  6ritain's  plain, 

With  flocks  enrich'd,  a  yast  unnumber'd  storę ! 

Tis  gone,  the  mighty  George's  golden  reign ; 
Your  Pan,  your  great  protector  is  no  moret 

The  British  swains,  e*er  whiles  a  blithaome  throng^ 
No  morę  in  Laughter's  band,  to  reve1  seen ! 

No  morę  the  shepherd  tunes  his  cheerliil  song, 
Or  dances  sportfnl  on  the  dew-dressM  green. 

Beauty,  no  morę  the  toy  of  fashion  weaia, 
(So  late  by  Iove*s  designful  labour  drest;) 

But  from  her  brow  the  lustr^d  diamond  tcars, 
And  with  the  sable  C3^re8s  reils  her  breast. 

Religion,  1odg'd  high  on  her  ploua  pile, 
Laments  the  ^ding  state  of  ceowns  bdow  ; 

While  Melancholy  fills  the  yaulted  isle 
With  the  slow  musie  of  heart- wounding 


See  the  detestful  owi,  ill-omea'd,  rise ! 

Dragg*d,  by  Despair,  from  her  sequestrM  celi} 
And,  by  the  discord  of  shrill  shrieking  cries, 

Doubling  the  horrours  of  the  deep-ton'd  belL 

The  chorał  Muses  droop !  their  harps  onstrung, 
The  lutes  and  laurel  wreaths  neglected  fali ! 

Commerce — bestilPd  her  many-nation*d  tongoe^ 
Whilom  so  busy  in  her  busUing  hall  ■ ! 

Behold  the  Yirtues  rang'd,  a  sorrowtng  band  ! 

They  mourn  their  king  with  grief  dejected  eyo^ 
See  Art  and  sister  Science,  weeping  stand  ! 

For,  ah  !  their  patron,  their  defender  dies ; 

On  Conquest'8  cheek  see  how  the  roses  fail ! 

Grief  makes,  alas !  the  fairest  blosaoms  bow ! 
And  Hoiiour'8  fire  ethereal  bums  bat  pale, 

That  ent  beam*d  glorious  oo  our  George'B  braw. 

The  dreary  paths  of  nnrelenting  Fate, 

Must  mooarchs,  mixM  with  common  mortałs,try  ^ 

Is  there  no  reftige  for  the  good  and  gpneat  ? 
And  must  the  gracious  and  the  godlike  die  ? 

Must  giided  conrts  be  chang*d  for  Horroar'8caTe! 

And  Bcepter*d  kings,  who  keep  the  worid  in  tmt, 
Conquer'd  by  time,  and  the  unpityiiig  grave, 

Scarce  say'd  their  laurels  from  its  ri^rous  law! 

Search  where  fell  Camage  ragM  with  rigour  steerd, 
Where  Slaughter,  like  the  rapid  ligbtning.  ran; 

And  say,  when  you  Ve  bewept  the  blood-8tain*d  fidd, 
Which  is  the  monarch  ?  which  the  common  man? 

Tlie  Macedonian  monarch  *,  wise  and  good, 

Bade  (when  the  moming'8  rasy  reign  began] 
Courtiersshoold  cali,  as  round  his  couch  they  stood, 
Philip,  remember  thou  'rt  no  morę  than  maik 


(( 


■  The  hall  of  commerce,  the  Royal  Exchang& 

*  Philipi,  king  of  Macedon,  the  father  of  Aletao- 
der  the  Oróat,  appointed  the  pagc&of  his  chamber, 
to  rcmind  biiD  erery  moming,  that,  notwithstaiid- 
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"  Thoogh  glory  spread  thyname  from  pole  to  pole, 
Though  thou  art  merciłul^  and  brave,  and  just, 

Philipy  rcflect  thou  'rt  posting  to  the  goal^ 
Where  mortaJs  mix  in  andistingnishM  dtuL" 

MThat  then  ayails  Ambition^h  wide-rtretch'd  wing ! 

llie  schoolman^s  page,  or   pńde  of  beauty's 
bloooi! 
The  crape^lad  hennit,  and  the  ricb-Tob'd  king, 

Slingle  promiscuous  in  the  lerelling  tomb. 

60  Saladin  ^,  for  arts  and  arms  renownM, 
llie  Syrians  and  Egyptians  both  subdu'd; 

Retnrning,  with  imperial  triumpfas  orown^d, 
Sigh'd,  when  the  peńshable  pomp  he  TiewM. 

And  as  he  rode,  high  on  his  regal  car, 
In  ałl  the  purple  pride  of  Conquest  drest, 

Conspicuous  o'er  the  trophies  gain'd  in  war, 
Plac^d  0Q  a  pendant  spear  his  burial  vest 

While  thus  the  herald  cry*d,  *<  This  son  of  PowV, 

This  Saladin,  to  whom  the  nations  bowM, 
May,  in  the  space  of  a  revoiving  hour, 
*  BcMst  of  no  other  spoil  but  yonder  sbroud." 

Can  the  deep  statesman,  skiird  in  great  design, 
Sa?e,  ibr  the  smallest  space,  precarious  breath  ? 

Or  the  tun'd  foUower  of  the  sacred  Ninę, 
Sootbe,  with  his  m^ody,  the  tyrant  Deąth  ? 

No !  though  the  palące  bar  ber  golden  gate, 
Or  mooarchs  plant  ten  thonsand  guards  around, 

Unerring,  and  unaeen,  the  shaft  of  Fate 
Strikes  the  devoted  Tiotim  to  the  ground. 

If  in  the  tent  retirM,  or  battle*s  ragę, 

Britanma'8  sighs  shall  reach  great  Fred'rić*8  4  ear ; 
He  '11  drop  the  sword,  or  shut  the  sophic  page. 

And  pensive  pay  the  tributary  tear. 

llien  shall  the  monarch  weigh  tbe  morał  thought, 
{Ąi  he  laments  the  parent,  friend,  ally,) 

The  solemn  tnith,  by  sagę  Reflection  tanght, 
That,  spite  of  glory,  Fred*ric's  self  must  die. 

Crowns,  like  the  glpw-worm^s  scarce  di8tinguish*d 
llght. 

For  a  sbort  moment  glance  their  twinkling  fires, 
Bot  there  's  a  deathless  wreath,  divinely  bright, 

Whose  morę  than  diamond  lustre,  ne'er  eiq>ires. 

Soch  is  the  slarry  meed  that  Yirtue  ty'd  ' 

MHth  ber  own  hands  on  Oeorge's  gracious  brow ; 

SUmal  shall  its  golden  beams  ^ide, 
Though  the  bright  Sun  should  from  its  orbit  bow. 

Nor  'ts  the  sacred  gift  to  kings  confin^d, 
The  wretch,  to  fortunę,  friends,  and  famę  unknown, 

Shall,  if  sweet  piety  adom  his  mind, 
Mount  to  the  highest  step  of  Glory 's  throne. 

ing  his  glory  and  power,  he  was  no  morę  than  a 
merę  mortal  man. 

^  Saladin,  a  famous  eastem  emp»eix>r,  in  his 
trinmphant  return  from  the  most  remarkable  eon- 
qaęsts,  bad  a  shroud  carried  before  him,  while 
ptoclamation  was  madę,  That  the  victor,  after  all 
his  glory,  could  lay  real  claim  to  nothing  but  that 
wretched  linen  to  wrap  bis  body  iu  for  the  tomb. 

«  f  rederic,  king  of  Prussia. 


The  parent*s  face  Apelles*  pmdent  hides, 
While  Death  devours  the  darling  of  bis  agei 

Naturę  the  pencilM  stroke  of  art  derides, 
When  grief  distracts  with  agouizing  ragę. 

Then  let  the  Muse  ber  sablest  curtam  spread. 
By  Sorrow  taoght  her  ner^eless  pów*r  to  know  1 

When  nations  ery,  their  king,  their  parenfą  dead, 
The  rest  is  dumb,  unutterable  woe. 

Mercy,  co-partncr  of  great  George^s  throne, 
Through  the  embrighied  air  ascendant  flies^ 

Duteous,  the  peace-bestowing  maid  is  flown 
To  smooth  his  halcyon  progress  to  the  skies. 

But  sce  a  sacred  radiance  beams  around ! 
y    That  with  retuming  hope  a  people  cheers ! 
Behold  you  youth,  with  grace  imperial  cnmn'0, 
How  awfui !  yet  bow  lovely  in  bis  iears ! 

Mark  how  his  bosom  heares  the  filial  sigh ! 

He  droops  dlstressM  like  a  fair  fratt-chilPd  flower^ 
TiH  Glory,  from  her  radiant  sphere  on  high, 

Hails  him  to  hołd  tbe  reins  of  regal  Power. 


The  sainted  sire  to  realms  of  bliss  Temov*d, 
Like  the  famM   phenix  from  his   pyrę 
spring 

Anotber  George,  as  gracious,  as  belov'd, 
As  good,  and  glorious,  as  the  parent  king. 


shali 
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IMITATSDW 

Chłos,  my  most  tender  care, 
Always  coy,  and  always  fair, 
Should  unwish'd-ibr  languor  spread 
Cer  that  beauteous  white  and  red ; 
Should  these  locks,  tłiat  sweetly  play 
Down  these  shoulden,  feU  away. 
And  that  ]ovely  bloom,  that  glows 
Fairer  than  the  fiiirest  rosę, 
Should  it  fad^  and  leave  thy  face 
SpoiPd  of  every  killing  grace: 
Should  your  glass  the  charge  betray, 
Thns,  my  fair,  you  'd  weeping  say, 
"  Cniel  gods !  does  beauty  fade  ? 
Now  warm  desires  my  breast  invade ; 
And  why,  while  blooming  yooth  did  gbir. 
Was  this  heart  as  Gold  as  soow  V* 


SENT  TO  MISS  BELL  H- 

-wrrH  A  PAia  or  buckłu. 

nApFY  trifles,  can  ye  bear 
Sighs  of  fondncss  to  the  fahr; 
If  your  pointcd  tongues  can  tell, 
How  I  love  my  charming  Bell  ? 
Fondly  tfike  a  Iover's  part, 
Plead  the  anguish  of  my  heart 


*  Apelles  finding  it  impossible  to  espress  with  his 
pencil  the  distress  of  Agamemnon,  while  his  daT|gh- 
ter  Iphigenia  was  offered  as  a  sacrificei  painted  him 
with  a  Teil  spreąd  orer  his  face. 
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Go— ye  trifles— gtadljT  Ay* 
(Graototis  in  my  iiatr-0Qe'8  eye) 
Fly — your  envyM  bliss  to  fneet$ 
Fly,  and  kiss  the  charmer*s  feei» 

Happy  there,  with  waggish  play, 
Though  you  revel  day  by  day, 
like  the  donor^  eT*ry  night, 
(Robb'd  of  bis  supremę  deiigfat) 
To  sabdue  yom*  wanton  pride, 
U&eless,  you  'U  be  thrown  aside. 


CUNNINGHAM'S  POEMS. 


TO  CfaOE, 

OM  *  CBAItOB  Ot  mCONSTAlICr. 

HoW  oam  Cbkie  think  it  strange, 
Time  sbould  make  a  lorer  change  ł 

Tlmc  brings  all  thiogs  to  an  end, 
Courage  can*t  the  blow  defend* 
See,  ^e  proud  asptring  oak 
Falls  beneath  the  fatal  stroke: 
If  on  Beauty'8  cł^ek  be  preys, 
Straight  the  rosy  bloom  decays: 
Joy  puts  oat  his  lambent  fires, 
And  at  Time*s  appróach— ezpires. 

How  can  Chloe  think  it  strange, 
Time  sbould  make  a  iover  change  ? 


JNCANTATION. 

rEtFORMZD  AT  THB  THBATRB  IN  SUKDSRŁAKD,  Dt  ▲  KKW 

PAKTOM  IME. 

RSCrrATIYE. — HECATl. 

FaoM  the  dark,  tremendous  celi, 
Where  the  fiends  of  magie  dwełl, 
Now  the  Sun  hatfa  left  the  skies, 
Daughters  of  Enchantment,  rise. 

Anu 

[Tke  Witchft  ttppear, 
Welcome  from  the  sbadei  beneath  * 
Weleome  to  the  blasted  beath ! 
Where  the  spectre  and  the  sprite 
Glide  aloog  the  glooms  Of  night. 
Beldams! — with  attention  keen» 
Wait  the  wish  of  Harleąuin : 
Many  a  wonder  must  be  done 
For  my  first,  my  fav'rite  son. 

CHOBVs  OF  irrrcBss* 

Many  a  wonder  shall  be  done^ 
Hecate,  for  your  faY'rite  son. 


FORTUNE  TO  HARLEStUIN. 

m  A  PAMTOMIMI. 

From  my  faTour,  sense  rcjected, 
Fools  by  Fortune  are  protected : 
Fortune,  Harlequin,  hath  fbund  you, 
Happiness  will  hence  surround  you. 


Sbould  a  thousand  ilk  enclose  yoo, 
Quick  contrivance  this '  bcstuws  yon ! 
VaIour  makes  the  fair  adore  you ; 
This » ahall  drive  your  foes  befiwe  you. 

Oold  's  the  mighty  source  of  pleatorel 
Take  this  purse  of  magie  treasurc ; 
Go — for  wbite  my  glfts  befriend  you, 
Joy  aad  joltity  attend  you. 


JCROSTia 


€€ 


Pi 


lAT  tdl  me,**  says  Yenna,  one  day  to  t\» 
Graces,  ix^»^) 

(O-n  a  yisłt  they  came,  and  had  just  ta'en  thdr 
"  L-et  me  know  why  of  labę  I  can  ne»er  see  yw 
ftkces:  (ye- 

L-adieS)  notbing,  I  hope,  happcn'd  berę  to  afingtt 
Y-ouVe  hftd  compKment  cards  cVry  day  to  'wut 


n 


ye. 

> 

S-ays  Cupid,  who  gnessM  their  rcbellioitt  proąrf- 

ing,  [a-breediug.: 

"  U-uderhand,dear  namraa,  there  's  some  miscbef 

T-here  *8  a  fair-one  at  Lincoln,  so  finish*d  a  beanty, 

T-bat  your  loves  and  your  graces  all  swene  fnn 

their  duty."  [thus  pot  oa. 

"  O-n  my  Ufe,'»  says  damę  Venas,  "  ni  not  be 

N-ow  I  think  on  %  last  nłght,  some  one  call'd  bk 

Miss  Sutton.** 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR&  SLEIGH, 


of  STOCKTOK. 


M 


.UCH 


IotM,   mudi   hoDOur^d,    much  lamciAed 
Słeigh ! 
The  kindred  Yirtues  had  CKpir^d  with  thee, 
Werę  it  ordain'd  the  daughters  of  the  sky, 
Uke  the  fhiil  ofipring  of  the  Eartb,  could  die: 
Trembliag  tbey  stand  at  thy  too  early  doooi. 
And  min^ing  tears  to  consecrate  thy  tomik 


^^ 


ACROSTIC. 

W-H«aa  no  riperfd  snmmer  glows, 
I-n  the  łap  of  northem  snows ; 
D-eserts  gloomy,  cołd,  and  drear, 
(O-nly  let  the  nymph  be  there) 
W-reaths  of  budding  sweets  would  wear. 

M-ay  would  c^ery  fragrancc  bring, 
A-ll  the  Temal  bloom  of  spring : 
D-ryads,  deck'd  with  myrtles  green, 
D-anchig,  would  attend  their  queen: 
£-very  flower  that  Naturę  spreada, 
R-ising  where  the  charmer  treads ! 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LORD  GRANBY, 

For  private  loss  the  lenient  tear  may  flow. 
And  give  a  short,  (perhaps)  a  quick  relief; 

While  the  fuli  heart,  o'ercharg'd  with  public  w)e, 
Must  labour  through  a  k>ng,  protracted  jńcf. 


Ahat. 


*  A  Bword. 


DEATH  OF  MR,  H- 


Thif  sodden  stroke  ('twas  ]ike  the  ligfotning'8  blast) 
The  sons  of  Albion  can't  CDOUgh  dcplore; 

Think,  Britons,  thiok  on  aU  his  tńumphs  jpAst, 
And  wecp— j'our  wanrior  it— • — alas !  no  morę. 

Bligfat,  we  are  told,  respects  tke  coiiq'ror'8  tiee. 
And  through  tbe  laurel  grove  with  caution  flies : 

Yague — and  bow  vam  must  tbat  asaertion  be, 
CoYer^d  with  laureb  when  a  Graaby  dies  I 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  ME. 


OP  flUNDKRŁAliO. 

Go,  breath  of  Sorrow, — go  attending  sigbs, 
Acquaint  tlie  natWes  of  tbe  nortbem  sbore, 

The  man  they  lov*d«  tbe  man  Łhey  honour'd,  dies, 
And  Charity*s  first  steward — ^is  no  morę. 

Where  sball  tbe  poor  a  friendly  patron  flnd  ? 

Wbo  fihali  relterethem  from  their  loads  of  pain  ? 
Saf ,  baa  be  left  a  feeling  beart  bebind, 

So  gracions — good — so  tenderły  bumane  ? 

Ycs— there  sarvive8  Ms  darlnig  ofikpring — ^young,  , 
Yet  in  tbe  patbs  of  Virtuc,  steady — snre ! 

Twas  tbe  last  lesson  fmm  his  parent's  tongtie, 
"  Tbink,  (O  remcmber)  think  npoo  my  poor," 


A  PETmON 


TO  THB  WOltSHIPFUŁ  PKES  MASOUS,  SiBŁimSD  noit  THB 
STACE,  BY  A  ŁASY,  AT  A  COMBDY  COUNTEHAKCBD  BY 
TBAT  RATEBMnY. 

BsonTEBs! — tis  bold  to  intemipt  your  meatmg. 
But  from  tbe  female  world  I  wait  you— greeting : 

{Curtńtt* 
The  ladies  can  adrance  a  tbomiand  reasons, 
That  make  tbcm  bope  to  be  received  as  Masons  : 
To  keep  a  seorct, — ^not  one  bint  expressing. 
To  rein  tbe  tongue — O  busbands,  there'8  a  blessing  I 
As  Tirtne  seems  tb^  Ma8on'8  sole  foundation, 
Why  sboaid  tbe  ^r  be  barrM  from — installation  ? 
If  yoa  snppose  us  weak,  indeed  you  wrong  us ; 
Historians,  Sapphos  too,  yoa'Il  find  among  ns  \ 
Think — bratbers — think,  and  graciously  admit  ns; 
Ooubt  it  Dot,  sin,  we  'U  gioriously  acquit  us : 
How  to  be  wiser,  and  morę  caatious,  teacb  us, 
Indeed  His  time  tbat  your  instructioos  reach  us : 
The  faults  of  late,  and  every  foul  miscarriage, 
Committcd  in  tbe  spbere  of  modern  marriage, 
Werę  caus'd,  (if  I  Ve  a  grain  of  penctration) 
From  each  great  1ady*s  not  being  madę  a  Mason. 
Accept  ns,  then,  to  brotberbood  receive  us, 
Aod  Yirtue,  we're  GC»ivinc'd,  will  never  leave  ub. 


AN  ODE 

FOK  THB  BimU  DAY  OF  TUB  KINC  OF  PRUSSIĄ. 

Anna,  yinimqiie  cano.  Virg. 

BEcrr. 

MoiB  glorious  than  tbe  €omet's.hIaze, 
iliat  Łhropgb  tbe  stany  region  strąys : 
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From  Zambia  to  tbe  torrid  zonę, 
Tbe  migbty  name  of  Pru8sia's  known. 

A  IR. 

Be  banisbM  from  the  books  df  Famę, 

Ye  deeds  in  distant  ages  done; 
Lost  and  inglorions  is  the  name 
Of  Hannibal,  or  Pbilip*s  son : 
Could  Greeoe,  or  c(nqueriDg  Carthage  sing 
A  bero  great  as  Prussia's  king ! 

Wbere  restless  En^y  can't  exp]ore, 
Or  flatterM  Hope  presume  to  fly ; 

Fate  bade  vłctonou8  Fred'ric  soar. 
For  laurełs  that  can  nerer  dte. 
Could  Greece,  Jtc. 

His  rapid  bolts  tremendoos  break, 
Through  nations  arm^d  in  dread  array, 

Swift  as  the  Airious  blasts  tbat  shake 
The  bosom  of  tbe  frigfated  sea. 
Could  Greece,  &c. 

In  Yain,  to  abake  the  throne  of  Jove, 

With  impious  ragę,  tbe  giants  try'd  ; 
'Gainst  Fr»i'ric*8  forcc  tbe  nations  strove 
In  yain — ^thcir  haughty  legions  dy*d. 
Could  Greece,  &c. 

Whtle  Prudence  g^iides  bis  cbariot  wheelt, 
Through  Viitue's  sacred  paths  they  roli  4 
Immortal  Truth  bis  bosom  steels. 
And  gnards  bim  glorious  to  the  goaL 
Could  Greece,  &c 

The  Yengefiil  lance  Britannia  wields, 

In  consort  with  ber  brave  ally, 
Sayes  ber  fair  roses  in  tbe  fields, 
Where  GauPs  detested  lilies  die. 
Wreaths  of  etemal  friendship  ąiring, 
Twixt  mighty  Geoi^  and  Prussia^b  king. 

The  jocund  bowl  let  Britons  raise, 

And  crown  the  joTial  board  with  mirtb  i 
Fili — to  great  Frederic'8  length  of  days. 
And  hail  the  bero's  glorious  birtli — 
Could  Greece,  or  conąuering  Carthage  siag 
A  cbieftain  fam'd  like  Prussia^s  king  ? 


AN  ODE, 

COMroSED   FOa  THB  BIRTH-DAY   OF  TUB   ŁATB  GINBEAfi 

I^BD  BŁAKBMET. 

Thb  Muses*  barp8>  by  Goicord  strung ! 

Łoud  let  them  strike  tbe  festai  lay, 
Wak'd  by  Britannia*s  gratefuJ  tongue. 
To  hail  ber  bero'8  natal  day. 
Arise,  pateroal  glory  rise. 
And  liit  your  Blakeney  to  tbe  Blues ! 

Bebold  bis  warlike  banners  waye  I 

Like  Britain's  oak  the  bero  stands: 
The  shield — the  shelter  of  the  brave ! 
The  guardian  o*er  the  British  bands  j 
Arise,  pateraai,  &c. 
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He  wrestf  the  wretth  (rpm  Richlieu'8 «  brows, 
Which  Freud  or  Faction  planted  there ; 

Frence  to  the  gallant  hero  bows, 
And  Europe^s  chiefe  his  naine  rerere. 
Anse,  pateroal,  &c 

With  partial  coiique6t  on  their  side ! 

Tbe  sons  of  Gaul— a  pageant  crew  I 
Rank,  bat  inglońous  in  their  pńde. 
To  Biakeney,  and  his  yanquish'd  few. 
Arisei  paternal,  &c. 

Hibenua  ^  with  maternal  care, 

His  labour*d  statuę  lifta  on  high : 
Be  partial,  Time !— the  trophy  spare, 
lliat  Blakeney's  name  may  nerer  die  \ 
Arise,  patemal  glory,  rise ! 
And  Uft  yoar  Blakeney  to  the  skies ! 


ON  A  VERY  YOUNG  LABY. 

Sbi  how  the  buds  and  blossoms  shoot : 

How  sweet  will  be  the  summer  iruit ! 

Let  us  behold  tbe  infant  rosę ; 

How  fragrant  when  its  beauty  blows ! 

The  moming  smiles,  sęrenely  gay; 

How  bright  will  be  the  promisM  day ! 

Gontemplate  next  the  charming  maid, 

In  eariy  innocence  arrey^d ! 

If,  in  the  moraing  of  her  years, 

A  lustre  so  intense  appears, 

When  time  sball  point  her  noon-tide  rayi, 

When  her  meridian  charms  shail  blaze, 

Nonę  but  the  eagle-ey'd  must  gazę. 


A  SONKET: 


ABDftSSSED  TO  MISS  8- 


Whcn  Flore  decks  the  mantling  bowers, 

In  elegant  airay, 
And  scatters  all  her  opentng  flowers, 

A  compliment  to  May ! 
With  glowing  joy  my  bosom  beats  j 

I  gazę  delighted  nmnd, 
And  wish  to  see  the  yarious  sweeti 

In  one  rich  nosegay  bound. 
fTis  granted — and  their  błoom  di8play*d. 

To  bless  my  wond'ring  view ; 
I  see  them  ali— my  beauteous  maid, 

I  see  them  all  in— you. 


Tbee,  ever  gentle  Rosę,  we  greef^ 
We  wońhip  thee*  delicious  sweet ! 
For  though  by  mighty  gods  caress^, 
You  detgn  to  make  us  moitais  blest* 

The  Cupids,  and  the  Graces  fair, 
With  myrtle  sprigs  adora  their  hair; 
And  nimbly  strike  celestial  ground, 
Etemal  roses  blooming  round. 

Bring  us  mors  sweets,  ere  tbese  expii«^ 
And  reach  me  that  harmonious  lyre; 
Gay  Bacchus,  Jove'8  coiivivial  sod, 
Shall  lead  us  to  his  fav'rite  ton : 
Among  the  sporting  youths  and  maids, 
Beneath  the  vine*8  auspicious  shades, 
For  crer  young — ^for  ever  gay. 
We  '11  dance  the  jovial  hours  away. 


MOSCHU&    IDYLUUM  V1L 

(as  TBAMSŁATin)  BY  IMU  8BOOMB.) 
TO  TH£  KYEHING  8TAB. 

Haił,  golden  star,  of  ray  serene ! 
Thou  faT'rite  of  the  Cyprian  quecn  ! 
O  Hesper  !  glory  of  the  night, 
Diffustng  through  tbe  gk)om,  deiight ! 
Whose  beams,  all  other  stars  outshine» 
As  much  as  silver  Cyntłiia,  thine : 
O  guide  me,  speeding  o*er  the  plaiu. 
To  bim  I  love,  my  shepherd  swain  i 
He  keeps  the  mirthful  feast,  and  soon 
Dark  shades  will  cloud  the  splendid  Moodi 
Of  lambfl  I  never  robbM  the  foki. 
Nor  the  lone  treveller  of  gvld : 
Love  is  my  crime :  O !  lend  thy  ray 
To  guide  a  Iover  on  her  way. 
May  tbe  bright  star  of  Ventts  pnrre 
The  gentle  harbuiger  of  ljOfve ! 

««*  To  this  Idyllium  (translated  by  Br.  Bramę) 
the  author  owns  hlmself  indebted  for  a  bint,  fiosi 
which  the  foUowing  Pastorał  procceds. 


ANACREON.    ODE  V. 

THE  R08E. 

SaxD  roses  in  the  sprightly  juice, 
Prepar*d  for  every  social  use ! 
So  shall  the  earthly  nectar  proTe 
A  draught  ibr  all-imperial  Jove. 

OurseWes,  with  rosy  chaplets  bound, 
Shall  sing,  and  set  the  goblet  round. 

■  Bicblieu,  commander  of  tbe  expedition  against 
PWt  Mahoń. 

•  A  statuę  was  erectcd  in  Dublin  to  the  memory 
of  generał  Btakeney,  who  was  a  nali^^e  of  Ircland. 


A  PASTORAŁ. 

Whm  the  ibnd  Zephyr  throngh  the  woodUos 
plays. 

And  wakes  sweet  fragrance  in  the  mantIiiitbov'r, 
Near  to  that  grove  my  lordy  bridegroom  stoy« 

Impatient — for  'tis  past— the  promisM  boor! 

Lend  me  tby  light,  O  erer^spaikling  ctar !     ^ 
Bright  Hesper !  in  thy  glowing  pomp  artay  d, 

Look  down,  look  down,  from  thy  aIl-gk)ńous  car, 
And  beam  protection  on  a  wand'ring  msM^ 

Tis  to  escape  tbe  penetrating  spy. 
And  pass,  unnotic^d,  from  malignantsight, 

This  dreary  waste,  fuli  resolote  I  try. 

And  trust  my  footsteps  to  the  shades  of  oiglit 

The  Moon  bas  sUppM  behind  an  enTwns  ckrad, 
Her  smiles,  so  gracious,  I  no  looger  yiew; 

Let  her  remain  behind  that  enrious  shrood, 
My  hopes,  bright  Hesperua,  d^iend  ooypo. 

No  rancour  ever  reach'd  my  harmless  breast; 

I  hurt  no  birds,  nor  rob  the  bustliog  bee  : 
Hear,  then,  what  J^fve  and  Inooceace  reąoesi, 

And  shed  your  kindest  influence  oo  me. 


EPIGRAMS,  &c. 

5 — Yenos  loret^Bnt  twinkler  of  thc  sky, 
Thou  art  h«r  itar— id  golden  radiance  gay ! 
On  my  distresses  cast  a  pitying  eye, 
Aflsiat  me—for,  aJas !  I  've  lost  my  way. 

I  aee  the  darlJDg  of  my  soul— my  love ! 

£xpression  can't  the  mighty  rapture  tell : 
H«  leads  me  to  the  bosom  of  the  grove : 

ThankSy  geatle  star— kind  Hesperus,  ferewell ! 
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TO  ĆHLO£, 

IH  AK  IŁŁ  HUMOUI* 


CoHnmta,  sweet  maid,  and  eiideavoar 
To  conąiier  that  pride  in  thy  breast ; 

It  is  not  an  haughty  behaTiour 
Will  set  off  thy  charms  to  the  best 

Tbe  ocean,  whcn  calm,  may  delight  yoo. 
But  .4hould  a  bold  tempest  arisej 

The  billows  enrag*d  would  afTright  you : 
loud  objects  of  awfiil  surprise ! 

Tia  thua,  wben  good  hamour  diffuset 
Ita  beama  o'er  the  face  bf  a  fair ; 

With  rapture  his  heart  a  man  loses, 
Whtle  frowns  tum  lorę  to  despair* 


EPIGRAMSy  ece. 


Alf  KPIGRAM. 

AicBMBn  of  the  modem  great 
Pas8*d  Sawney  with  his  budgeti 

The  peer  was  in  a  car  of  state,     . 
Tbe  tinker  forcM  to  tradge  it. 

Bat  Sawney  shall  receiire  the  praisd 
His  lordship  #ould  paradę  ibr; 

One  *8  debtor  for  his  dapple  greys, 
And  t'other's  shoes  are  paid  fbr. 


AMOTHBB.  , 

To  Wasteall,  whose  eve9  were  just  elosing  in  death. 
Doli  counted  the  chalks  on  the  door; 

"  In  peace,^  cry*d  the  wretcb,  "  let  me  give  np  my 
And  Fate  will  soun  mb  out  my  score."   [breath, 

•*  Coroe,  bailiflŁ,*'  crics  DoU,  "  (how  I  Ml  hamper 
Let  thelaw  be  no  longer  delayM,    [this  cheat !) 

I  never  once  heard  of  that  fellow  call*d  Fate, 
And  by  O^-d  he  sha'n't  die  till  I  'm  paid." 


ON  MR.  CHURCHILŁ^S  DBATH. 

Sats  Tom  to  Richard,  «  Churchill  's  dcad  » 

Says  Richard,  "  Tom,  you  lie, 
Old  Ranconr  tbe  report  bath  spready 

But  Genius  cannot  die.*' 


A  POSTSCRIPT. 

Wotłd  iMoest  Tom  G d '  get  rid  of  a  scold, 

The  tomire,  the  plague  of  his  life ! 
Frsy  tell  him  to  take  down  his  lion  of  gdd, 

^id  hang  up  his  brazen-fac'd  wife.- 

>  Łandlord  of  the  Golden  IioD»  «a  iim  in  Yoik 
sbire. 

voL  3ay. 


SPIORAPH  FOR  DBAM  SWirT'S  MORUMBITT. 

BXBCimD  BY  Ma.  P.  CUNKINGHAM,  STATUARY  IN  DUBLIK. 

i       ' 

Say,  to  the  Drapier^s  vast  unbounded  famę, 
What  added  honours  can  the  sculpŁor  give  ? 

Nonę — ^His  a  sanction  from  the  Drapier*s  name 
Must  bid  the  sćuiptor  and  his  marble  live. 


BPIGRAHr. 


Couu)  Kate  for  Dick  compose  the  Gordian  string, 
The  Tybura  knot  how  near  the  nuptial  ring  ł 
A  Ioving  wife^  obedient  to  her  vows, 
Is  bound  in  duty  to  exalt  her  ąpouse. 


APOLLO  TO  MR.  C- 


OW  BU  Bimc  SATIKIZSD  IV  AM  IGMOMAHT  VtXSON. 

WBBTRsa  he  's  worth  your  spleen  or  not, 

You  've  ask'd  me  to  determine: 
I  wish  my  friend  a  nobler  lot 

Tban  that  of  trampling  Yermin. 

A  blockhead  can't  be  worth  our  care, 

Unless  that  we  'd  befiriend  him : 
Ab  you  've  some  common  sense  to  spare, 

1  Ul  pay  what  you  may  lend  him. 


ON   8EEINO  J.  C- 


-FTy  BSQ.  ABU8EO  IN  A  NEWS- 
PAPER. 


Wbzn  a  wretch  to  public  notice 
Would  a  man  of  worth  defame ; 

Wit,  as  threadbare  as  his  coat  is, 
Only  shows  his  #ant  of  shame. 

Busy,  pert,  unmeaning  parrot! 

Yiiest  of  the  venal  crews ! 
Go— -and  in  your  Gmb-street  garret. 

Hang  yourself  and  pattry  Muse. 

Pity  too  the  meddling  sinner 

^louM  for  hunger  hang  or  drown : 

F ^x,  (he  must  not  want  a  dinner) 

Send  the  scribbler  half  a  crown. 


VERSES, 


warrrsN  about  thrrb  wbbks  bbforb  his  dsatm. 

Dear  lad,  as  you  ran  o'er  my  rhyme, 
And  see  my  long  name  at  the  end, 

You  'U  ery — "  And  bas  Cunningham  time 
To  give  so  much  yerse  to  his  friend  }** 


Tis  tnie,  the  reproof  (though  seyere) 
Is  just  from  the  letters  I  ow#»  j 
:-  I  But  blameless  I  still  may  appear, 
4     For  nonseose  is  aU  I  besiuw. 
Hh 
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CUNNINGHAM'S  POEMS. 


Howcver,  for  better  tar  wone, 
As  Damons  their  Chloes  receire, 

£v'n  take  tbe  duli  lines  I  reheane— 
Tbey  're  all  a  poor  friend  ha^  to  give. 

Tbe  Drama  and  I  hare  sbook  bands, 
We've  parted,  do  morę  to  engage; 

Submiteive  I  met  ber  commands — 
For  nothing  can  cure  me  of  age. 

My  sunsbine  of  yoath  is  no  morę ! 

My  momings  of  pleasure  are  fled ! 
Tis  painfdl  my  fate  to  endur^— 

A  pension  supplies  me  witb  bread ! 

Dependant  at  lengtb  on  tbe  roan 
Whose  fortunes  I  struggled  to  raise ! 

I  conqoer  my  pride  as  I  can— 
His  cbarity  merits  my  praise ! 

His  bounty  proceeds  from  bis  heart ; 

'Tls  principle  prompts  the  supply— 
His  kindness  esceeds  my  desert. 

And  oftęn  suppresses  9  sigb. 


I  But  like  tbe  old  faorse  in  the  song, 
I  *m  tumM  on  tbe  common  to 
To  Fortune  tbese  cbanges  beloog. 
And  coDtented  I  yield  to  ber  vaya  ! 


Sbe  ne'er  was  my  friend ;  tbrougb  the  day 
Her  smiles  were  tbe  smiles  of  deceit — 

At  noon  sbe  'd  her  favours  display, 
And  at  nigbt  let  me  pine  at  ber  feet. 

No  longer  ber  presence  T  court. 
No  longer  I  sbrink  at  ber  frowns ! 

Hgr  wbimsies  supply  me  witb  sport— 
And  ber  smiles  I  resign  to  the  clowna ! 

Tbus  lost  to  each  worldly  desire, 
And  sooming  all  ricbes — all  fame^ 

I  quiet1y  bope  to  retire 
Wben  Time  sball  the  sumroons  proclaiin. 

I  've  nothing  to  weep  for  behind ! 

To  part  witb  my  friends  is  tbe  worrt ! 
Their  numbers,  I  grant,  are  confin*d ; 

Bit  you  wre,  itill,  one  of  the  fint 


THE 


POEMS 


or 


JAMES  GRAINGER,  M.  D. 


THE 


LIFE  OF  GRAINGER. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


ss 


_  I 

James  Gbaiwgbr  wg*  ^n  ^\  T7tf"*^  "  s°>^U  ^^'^  '^  ^^  southem  part  of  Scotland, 
afaout  tiie  year  1 723.  Riś  ratber,  a  iiative  of  Cumberiand,  and  ouce  a  mau  of  considerable 
property,  had  removed  to  Dunse,  oa  the  failure  of  some  specolatiom  in  minikig, 

and  there  filled  a  post  in  tbe  excise.  

His  SOD,  the  subject  of  this  memoir,  after  receiying  such  education  as  his  nati^e  place 
affoided,  went  to  Edrnhiir^^h.  where  be  was  aporemr^^  \j  ffy,,  T^~H|>r  «  fniriTHr 
and  had  an  opportunity  of  studying  the  yarions  branches  of  medical  sdepcejwhich 
weie  then  begun  fó  M  '^Bff'"  hy^łCe  j^tly  cf jl^krated  founders  ot^  the  schopl  of     a 

medkine  in  that  city.  -    .  ) 

HaVUJg  4lUlMMriumself  for  sach  utuations  as  are  attainable  by  young  men  whose 
circumstances  do  not  permit  them  to  wait  tlie  slow  retums  of  medioil  practice  at  home» 
he  fint  senred  as  sorgeon  to  lieut-general  Pultene/s  regiment  of  foot,  during 
tbe  rebellion  (of  1745)  m  Scotland,  and  afterwards  went  in  the  same  capadty  to 
Gennany,  where  that  regiment  composed  part  of  the  army  under  the  earl  of  Stair. 
With  the  leputation  and  interest  which  his  s^ill  and  leammg  procured  abroad,  he  came 
over  to  England  at  the  peace  of  Aix  la  Chapelle,  sold  his  commission,  and  entered  upon 
piactice,  as  a  physician^  in  London. 

In  1753,  he  published  the  result  of  his  experience  m  some  diseases  of  the  army,  in  a 
Tdame,  written  in  Latin,  entitled  Historia  Febris  Afwmala  Bałata  annarum  IJAS^ 
1747, 1748,  &c.  In  tliis  work  he  appears  to  advantage  as  an  acute  observer  of  the 
phenomena  of  disease,  and  as  a  man  of  generał  leaming,  but  what  accession  he  lud  been 
able  to  make  to  the  stock  of  medical  knowledge  was  unfortunately  anticipated  in  sir 
John  Pringle's  recent  and  very  yaluable  work  on  the  diseases  of  tłie  army. 

During  his  residence  in  London,  his  literaty  talenŁs  introduced  him  to  the  acquaintance 
of  many  men  of  genius,  particularly  of  Shenstone,  Dr.  Percy,  now  bishop  of  Dromore, 
Glover,  Dr.  Johnson,  sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  aq^  others  who,  by  Mr.  BoswelKs  compre- 
heiisive  biography,  a 
no  smali  praise  that 

He  was  first  known 
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praiscd.  and  neyęr  bcyond  its  merits^  bat  profesaional  success  is  seldom  promoted  by  the 
reputation  ^f  gf nj'^*^-  Grainger  9  practice  was  insufficient  to  employ  his  days  or  to 
provide  for  them,  ^and  he  is  said  to  havo  accepted  the  office  of  tutor  to  a  joinig 
gentleman  who  settled  an  annuity  upon  liim  :  nor  did  he  dtsdain  such  literary  employ- 
ment  as  the  booksellers  suggested.  SmoUet,  in  the  coorse  of  a  controversy  which  wilł  be 
noticed  hereafter,  accuses  faim  of  working  for  bread  in  the  lowest  employtnents  of 
literaturę,  and  at  the  lowest  prices.  Thb,  if  it  be  not  the  loose  assertion  of  m 
calumniator,  may  perhaps  refer  to  the  assistanoe  he  gave  in  preparii^  the  second  volune 
of  Maitland's  Histpry  of  Scotland,  in  which  he  was  employed  by  Andrew  Millar,  who 
bas  seldom  been  accused  of  bargaining  with  authors  for  the  lowest  prices.  Maitland  had 
left  mateńak  for  the  volume,  and  as  Grainger^s  business  was  to  arrange  them,  and 
continue  the  work  as  nearly  as  possible  in  Maśtland^s  manner  and  style,  much  iame  couU 
not  result  irom  his  best  endeayours. 

In  1758,  he  published  a  translation  of  the  El^ies  of  TibuUus,  begnn  during  the  houn 
he  snatched  from  business  or  pleasrae^  whea  ki  the  ansy;  and  finished  in  London,  wheie 
he  had  morę  lebure,  and  the  aid  and  encouragement  of  his  literary  friends.  Tfais  woik 
involved  him  in  the  uupleasant  contest  with  Smollet  to  which  we  have  just  referred.  Iti 
merits  were  caiivassed  in  the  Critical  Review  with  much  seyerity.  The  notes  are  styled 
**  a  huge  farrago  of  leamed  lumber,  jumbled  together  to  very  iittle  l>arpo9e,  seemingly 
calcukted  to  display  the  translator^s  readiug,  rather  than  to  iUnstrate  the  sense  aod 
beauty  of  the  original/'  The  Life  of  llbullus,  whlbh  the  translator  prefixed,  is  said  to 
contain  ^  yery  Iittle  either  to  inform,  interest,  or  amuse  die  reader/'  With  respect  to 
the  translation,  '^  the  author  faas  not  found  it  an  easy  task  to  preserve  the  el^;aiice  and 
hannony  of  the  original/'  Instauces  of  harshness  and  inel^;ance  are  ąnoted,  as  wcH  as 
iof  the  use  of  words  which  are  not  English,  or  not  used  by  gooJ  writers,  as  neUelem, 
redaubłabłe^  feud,  8ce,  The  author  is  likewise  accused  of  deviating  not  only  from  the 
jneaning,  but  from  the  figures  of  the  original. 

Of  these  objections  some  are  groundless  and  some  are  just,  yet  eren  the  latter  are  by 
no  means  characteristic  of  the  whole  work,  but  exceptu>nSf  which  a  critic  of  morę 
candour  would  have  had  a  right  to  state,  after  he  had  bestowed  the  praśe  doe  to  its 
generał  merit.  In  this  review,  however,  although  unquaUfied  censure  was  all-tbe  cnót 
had  in  view,  no  personal  attack  is  madę  on  the  author,  nor  are  tbere  any  adlusions  to  hm 
|ituation  in  life.. 

Thiś  appeared  m  the  Critical  Review  for  December  175S.  In  the  sQb.seqnent  umobcr 
for  January  1759j  the  reviewer  takes  an  opportunity,  as  if  answermg  a  coirespondeBry 
to  retract  lus*  objection  against  the  word  nohekss,  because  it  is  foond  in  Shakiq>eare,  but 
observes  very  faiily  that  the  authority  of  Shakspeare  or  Milton  wiH  not  justify  an 
author  of  the  present  times  for  introduciug  harsh  or  antiquated  words.  He  ackńowkdges 
L — łrimself  likewise  to  blame  m  having  omitted  to  consult  the  errata  sabjoined  (pi«fixed)  to 
Dr.  Grainger's  performance,  where  some  things  are  corrected  which  the  fcrówer 
jnentioued  as  inaccuracies  in  the  body  of  the  work.  -  But  thb  acknowledgment,  so  ap- 
parently  caudid,  is  immediately  foHowed  by  a  wretched  attempt  at  wit,  m  these  words: 

"  Whereas  one  of  the  owls  belonging  to  the  proprietor  of  the  M<on)thly  R(evie;w, 
which  answcrs  to.  the  name  of  Graingc^  hath  suddenly  broke  ńrom  his  mew,  where  be 
used  to  hoot  iń  darkness  and  peace,  and  now  screeches  openly  in  the  iace  of  day,  we 
shall  take  the  first  opportunity  to  chastise  this  troublesome  ow]»  and  dii?e  him  back  t9 
his  ojriginal  obscurłty." 


t 
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Tbe  fiDosion  berę  is  to  Dr.  Giainger'9  Letter  to  Tobias  SmoUett,  M.D.  occasioned 
by  fab  criticism  on  a  late  tianslation  of  TibttUus>  a  performance  some  parts  of  whkh 
erery  firiend  to  tbe  author  must  wisb  bad  not  been  publisbed.  In  tbis  letter,  however, 
Grainger,  after  qaoting  a  passage  from  tbe  plan  or  prospectns  of  tbe  Criticai  Review, 
in  wbich  tbe  autbon  promise  to  revivę  tbe  tnie  spirit  of  criticism,  to  act  ^iithout  pre« 
judice,  &c.  &:c.  endeayours  to  proTe,  that  tbey  ba?e  forfeited  tbeir  word,  by  notoriously 
departing  fiom  tbe  spirit  of  just  and  candid  criticism^  by  introdncing  gross  partialitlcs 
and  maleyolent  censures.  And  tbese  assertions,  wbich  are  certainly  not  witłiout  fomi* 
dation,  are  intermixed  witb  reflections  on  Dr.  Smollett's  loose  novelfl,  and  insinuations 
that  bis  partialities  anse  from  causes  not  very  bonourable  to  tbe  cbaracter  of  an  łnde* 
^pendent  reviewer. 

But  wliatever  trutb  may  be  in  aii  tbis,  tbe  letter  was  an  unwise  and  basty  production, 
^mitten  in  tbe  moment  of  tbe  strongest  britation.  The  review  appeared  in  December, 
and  tbe  }etter  in  Januai^'.  There  was  no  time  to  cool,  and  I  saspect,  no  opportanity 
taken  of  consulting  bis  friends,  wbo  could  bave  told  him  that  nothing  wasTo  be  gained 
by  an  exchange  of  personalities  witb  Smollett.  The  latter  reąuired  no  great  length  of 
time  or  consideration  to  prepare  an  answer,  wbich  appeared  accordingly  b  the  reriew 
lor  Febmary,  and  in  wbich  every  insinuation  or  accusation  js  introduced  tliat  could  teod 
te  kssen  Dr.  Grainger  in  the  eyes  of  the  public,  both  as  a  writer  and  as  &  man.  Yet 
.  tłie  objections  wbich  Grainger  took  are  by  no  nfeaną  satisfactorily  answered,  and  tbe 
review  is  still  liable  to  tbe  suspidon  of  pardality.  No  reader  of  candour,  or  of  taste, 
can  peruse  tbe  translat^on,  without  allowing  that  the  author  deser^ed  praise  not  only  for 
the  attempt  but  for  the  elegant  manner  m  wbich  he  bas,  b  getaeral,  transmitted  tbe 
tender  sentiments,  of  Tibullus  bto  our  language.  But  tbis  the  reviewer  bas  whoUy  over-» 
looked,  confinbg  himself  to  tbe  censure  of  a  few  defects,  part  of  wbich  he  bas  not  proved 
to  be  so,  and  part  were  typographical  errours. 

It  bas  been  supposed  that  some  personal  animosity  prympted  SmoUett  to  sach  hosdlity, 
bat  of  what  naturę,  or  excited  by  what  provocation,  is  not  known.  Ali  we  can  leam  from 
tlie  letter  and  the  answer  is,  that  tbe  parties  were  once  upon  iriendly  terms»  but  that 
mutoai  respect  bad  now  ceased.  One  circumstance,  bdeed,  we  find,  n^hich  may  account 
for  much  of  Smollef s  animosity.  He  supposed  Grainger  to  be  one  of  tbe  Montlily 
reviewers,  and  tbis  was  provocation  enough  to  the  mind  of  a  man  wbo  from  tbe  com* 
maicement  of  the  Criticai  Review  took  every  opportunity,  whetber  m  bis  way  or  not,  of 
ievilbg  the  proprietor  and  writers  of  that  joumal.  As  the  latter  seldom  deigned  to 
Dotice  tbese  attacks,  no  better  reason,  I  ani  afraid,  can  be  assigned  for  SmoUetf  s  conduct 
than  the  jealousy  of  rival  merit  and  sucoess,  b  both  wbich  respects  ibe  Monthly  Reyieiy 
had  a  dedded  superiority. 

Whetber  Grainger  was  a  Montlily  re^iewer  is  not  an  unimportant  question  to  one  wbo 
b  collecting  the  materials  of  bb  literaty  life ;  yet  his  biographers  b8ve.bastily  subscribed 
to  SmoUetf  s  assertion  without  e.xambing  tbe  Review  b  ąnestion.  The artide  of  his  Tibullus 
in  tbe  Monthly  Review  may  convbce  any  person  that  Grabger  could  bave  Httle  or  no 
interest  or  bfluence  witb  the  pro^rietors.  Although  written  witb  tbe  decency  and  ur- 
banity  wbich  distbguisbed  that  jounial,  it  bas  nothbg  of  partiality  or  kindness ;  the 
reader  is  kft  to  judge  from  tbe  specimens  extracted,  and  what  praise  we  find  is  bestowed 
with  that  faint  relucfance,  wbich  is  morę  blastiog  to  the  hopes  of  an  author  than  open 
bostility. — ^Even^tlie  opinion  of  the  Monthly  reviewer  on  Grdinger's  Letter  to  Smollett,  is 
expressed  witb  the  brevity  of  one  wbo  wbhes  not  to  bterfere  b  the  cokitest.    ''  Dr. 
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prainger  bas  here,  for  the  most  part,  fully  obviated  the  censures  of  hb  antagonist,  who 

Aeems  to  ha^e  attacked  the  doctor*s  traoslation,  under  the  influence  of  malice  and  privat« 

jpląue^    Dr.  Smollett*s  Airious  reply  has  appeared;  and,  upon  the  whole,  we  nitist  saj, 

'that  on  one  side  at  least,  a  morę  illiberal,  and,  at  the  same  time,  a  morę  insignifiGaiit 

4:ontroversy  never  insulted  the  public  attention." 

Shenstone,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  lago,  dated  January  6th,  1 759,  asks  his  correspondent, 
**  Have  yoii  read  my  fiiend  Dr«  Grainger's  Tibullus  ?  It  afibrds  you  an  elegant  editkw 
of  a  good  translation  and  óf  the  text.  He  is  engaged  m  a  war  with  S(moUett),  and  has 
just  sent  me  his  pamphlet,  wfiich  I  eould  wish  you  to  read,  in  order  to  form  a  judgment 
of  S— 's  character." 

Soon  ailer  the  publication  of  Tibullus,  Dr.  Grainger  embraced  the  offer  of  an  advan- 
lageous  settlement  as  physician  on  the  island  ofSt  Christi^pher  s.  During  his  passąge,  a 
lady  on  board  of  one  of  the  merchantmen  bound  for  the  same  place  was  seized  wilh 
the  8mall-pox,  attęnded  whh  some  alarming  symptoms.  He  was  seut  for,  and  not  ody 
prescribed  with  success,  but  took  the  remainder  oi  his  passage  in  the  same  słup,  paitly 
to  promote  the  recovery  of  his  patient,  but  principally  to  ha^e  an  opportunity  of  paying 
his  addresses  to  her  daughter,  whom  he  married  soon  after  tlieir  aniYał  at  St.  Christo- 
phei^s.  By  his  unbn  with  this  lady,  whose  name  was  Burt ',  he  became  connected  with 
some  of  the  principal  families  on  the  island,  and  was  enabled  to  commenoe  the  practioe 
of  physic  with  the  greatest  hopes  of  success.  It  is  probable  howevef  that  this  was  doI 
his  first  attachment  In  his  preface  to  the  translation  of  Tibullus,  he  msmuates  that  his 
acąuaintance  with  the  passion  of  love  gives  bim  a  prefercnce  over  Dart,  who  had 
attempted  to  transfuse  the  tender  sentiments  of  that  poet  into  English  wifhout  the  same 
advantage. 

Tiie  transjtion  from  London  to  «  Wpgf  Tnrfia  jjlnnd  must  haye  been  Teiy  stiiking  to  a 

ecting  mind.  The  scenery  and  8<>ciety  of  St.  Chiistopher  s  was  new  in  eveiy  respec^ 
and  Grainger  soems  to  have  stu^ied  it  with  those  mixed  and  not  Tery  coherent  feetiogs 
of  the  poet  and  the  panter,  which  at  length  produced  bis  principal  work,  the  Sngar- 
Cane.  On  his  return  to  England,  at  the  couclusion  of  tlie  war,  he  submitled  this  poem 
to  hb  literary  fńends,  and  haying  obtained  theur  opinion  and  approbation,  pablishcd  it 
in  a  handsome  quarto  volume,  in  the  year  1764.  To  the  astonishment  of  all  who  le- 
membered  his  dispute  with  SmoUett,  the  Sugar^Cane  was  hououred  with  the  highest 
praise  in  tlie  Critical  Review,  as  a  work  in  which  ''  the  most  languid  will  find  hb  passions 
excited,  and  the  imaguiation  indnlged  to  tlie  highest  pitch  of  luxury.  A  new  creation  is 
offered,  of  which  anEuropean  bas  scarce  any  conception :  the  hurricane,  the  bunucg 
winds ;  a  ripe  cane-piece  on  fire  at  midui^t ;  an  Indian  prospect  after  a  finished  crop, 
and  Naturę  in  all  the  extreme  of  tropie  exuberance."  But  Smollett  was  npw  on  bis 
traveb,  and  the  Review  was  imder  the  care  of  Mr.  Hamilton,  the  proprietor  and  printer, 
a  man  who  took  no  pleasure  in  perpetuating  animosities,  and  who,  with  great  respect  for 
Dr.  SraoUett^s  memory,  did  not  deny  that  hb  vindicti?e  temper  was  of  no  great  senricę 
to  the  Revlew. 

Mr/  Boswell,  in  his  Life  of  Johnson,  informs  us  that  when  the  Sugar-Cane  **  was  read 
in  manuscript  at  sir  Joshua  Reynoldss,  the  assembled  wits  burst  out  into  a  laiigh  wbea 
ąfter  jnucb  blank-verse  pomp,  the  poet  bcgan  a  new  paragraph  thiis : 

Now,  Mose,  leć*g  ging  of  ratt* 
'  Daughter  to  M»tlb«w  WilUan  Bnttt  esą.  goYsmor  of  St,  Chrislopber^jk 
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^*  Aad  what  increased  the  ridicule  was,  that  one'  of  the  company,  wlio  dyly  OTerlooked 
the  reader,  perceived  that  the  word  had  origiually  been  mice,  and  had  been  altered  to 
wata  88  morę  dignified." 

**  This  passage/'  adds  Mr.  Boswell,  ''  does  not  appear  in  the  printed  work.  Dn 
Crnunger,  or  some  of  his  fnends,  ii  shauld  seem^  having  become  sensible  that  intro- 
docing  even  rats  in  a  grave  poem,  might  be  liable  to  banter.  He,  however,  could  no^ 
bring  himself  to  relinqubh  the  idea:  for  they  are  thus,  in  a  still  morę  ludicrous  manner^ 
periphiastically  exhibited  in  his  poem  as  it  now  standa : 

'  Nor  with  len  waste  the  whiskerM  ▼ermin  nce^ 
A  countless  elan  despoil  tbe  lowland  cane*." 

Of  this  incident.  Dr.  Percy  furnished  Mr.  Boswell  with  the  following  expIanation.  \ 
^  The  passage  in  quest]on  was  not  originally  liable  to  such  a  perversion :  for  the  author  / 
hairing  occasion  in  that  part  bf  his  work  to  mention  the  faaToc  madę  by  rats  and  mice»  I 
kad  introduced  the  subject  in  a  kind  of  mock  heraic,  and  a  parody  of  Homer's  battle  V 
of  the  frogs  and  mice,  invoking  the  Muse  of  the  old  Grecian  bard  in  an  elegant  and  / 
well-tumed  manner.  In  that  state  I  had  seen  it ;  but  afterwards,  unknown  to  me,  and  V 
other  friends,  he  had  been  persuaded,  cbntrary  to  his  better  judgment,  to  alter  it  śo  as  I 
to  produce  the  unlucky  effect  above  mentioned.*'  '^ 

Such  are  the  anecdotes  with  whichy  in  deiect  of  morę  important  information^  a 
com|Mler  b  freguently  obliged  to  eke  out  his  scanty  portiou  of  biogn4)hy'.  Mr.  Bos- 
wdl  tells  us  that  Dr.  Percy  had  not  the  poem  to  refer  to,  wben  he  wrote  this  explana« 
tion,  and  it  is  eąually  evident  that  Mr.  Boswell  had  not  read  the  wfaole  passage  with 
attentioD,  or  considered  the  naturę  of  the  poeni^  when  he  oł^ected  to  the  introduction 
of  rats.  If  we  once  allow  that  a  manu&cture  may  be  sung  in  heroics,  we  must  uo 
longer  be  choice  in  our  subjects:  as  to  the  alteration  of  iiitc^  to  ratSt  <the  fonner  wa^ 
probably  an  errour  of  the  pen,  for  mice  are  not  the  aikimals  in  ąuestion,  nor  once  meo- 
tioned  by  the  poet.  But  it  is  somewhat  strange  that  Grainger  should  have  ever  thought 
h  prudent  to  introduce  an  episode  of  the  ffMH;Ar-heroic  kind  in  a  poem  which  las  utmost  , 
care  can  scarcely  elevate  to  solemnity* 

I  have  morę  pleasure,  however,  in  transcribing  from  Mr.  BoswelPs  work,  that  Dr. 
Johnson  said  ''  Grainger  was  an  agreeable  mad,  a  man  that  would  do  auy  good  that 
was  in  his  power ;"  and  Dr.  Percy  adds,  that  ^  he  was  not  only  a  man  of  genius  and 
leaming,  but  had  many  excjeUeiit  mtues ;  being  one  of  the  most  generous,  friendly^ 
and  benevolent  men  he  ever  knew.'' 

In  the  same  year  (1764)  Dr.  Grainger  published  an  Essay  on  the  morę  common  West 
India  Diseases;  and  the  Remedies  whidi  tliat  Country  itself  produces.  To  which  are 
added,  some  Hmts  on  the  Management  of  Negroes*  To  this  pamphlet  hc  did  not 
affix  his  name.  Many  of  tbe  remarks  it  contains,  particularly  those  which  coucem  the^ 
choice  and  treatment  of  the  negroes,  may  be  found  in  The  Sugar-Cane. 

After  a  short  residence  in  England,  he  retumed  to  St.  Christopher^s,  to  which  it. 
appears  by  his  poem,  he  became  much  attached,  and  continued  his  practice  as  a  phy- 
sician  until  his  death,  December  24>,  lf6Y,  which  was  occasiooed  by  one  of  those.] 
epidemie  fevers  that  fireąuently  ragę  in  the  West  India  islands. 

/ 

*  The  Singolar  History  of  an  ingenioiu  Aoquaińtaiice,  giYen  by  Mr.  BoswcU  after  this  anecdote,  bis 
flome  features  which  belong  to  Grainger.  In  morę  iostances  tban  one  this  ingenious  biographer  intro-- 
dnces  a  charactf r  wi(h  siiniłar  pircumstances  of  jąxtą-p9titjoD,  when  he  wi»hes  to  conceal  tbe  name.  C 
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Although  it  18  impossible  to  deny  Grainger  the  credit  of  poetical  geniiis,  it  omst  ercr 
be  regretted  that  where.  he  wished  most  to  excel,  he  was  most  unfortniiate  m  tbe  cboioe 
of  a  subject.  The  effect  of  his  Sugar-Cane,  either  as  to  pleasure  or  utility,  most  be 
local.  Conuected  as  an  English  merchant  may  be  with  tbe  produce  of  the  West  Indies, 
it  will  not  be  easy  to  persuade  the  reader  of  Eoglish  poetry  to  study  the  cultiyation  of 
the  sugar-plant,  merely  that  he  may  add  some  new  imagery  to  the  morę  ample  stores 
which  he  can  contemplate  without  study  or  trouble.  In  the  West  Indies  this  poem 
might  haye  charms,  if  readers  could  be  found ;  but  what  poetical  fancy  can  dwell  ob 
the  economy  of  canes  and  copper4)oilers,  or  find  interestin  the  transactions  of  phnters 
and  sugar-brokers  f 

-His  invocations  to  bis  Muse  are  so  freąuent  and  abrupt,  that  *^  the  assembled  wits  at 
sir  Joshua  Reynold^"  might  bave  found  many  passages  as  ludicrous  as  that  wfaidft 
excited  their  mirth.  \^he  solemnity  of  tliese  iuvocations  exoite^  expectation  wbich  gene- 
rally  ends  in  disappointment,  and  at  best  the  reader's  attention  is  bespoke  witliout  being 
TewardedJ  He  is  induced  to  look  for  something  grand,  and  is  told  of  a  contiivanoe 
lor  destroying  monkies,  or  a  redpe  to  poison  rats.  He  smiles  to  find  tbe  slaTes 
calleM  by  tlie  happy  poetical  name  of  swains^  and  the  planters  uiged  to  devotion ! 

The  images  in  this  poem  are  in  generał  Iow,  and  the  allusions,  where  the  poet  would 
be  minutely  descriptive,  desceud  to  things  little  and  £uuiliar.  Yet  this  b  in  some  mca- 
sure  forced  upon  bim.  His  Muse  sings  of  matters  so  new  and  uncoutb  to  her,  that  it 
b  impossible  *'  her  beavenly  plumćs"  should  escape  bemg  **  soiled/'  What  Muse,  m- 
deedy  could  give  a  receipt  for  a  compost  of  ^^  weeds,  mould,  dung,  and  stak,**  or  a 
lively  description  of  the  symptoms  and  cure  of  the  yaws»  and  preserze  her  elegance  or 
purity  ? 

But  what  lessens  the  respect  of  the  reader  for  the  poem  in  generał,  b  the  object  so 
'  ofteo  repeated,  so  unpoeticał  ańd  unphilosophical,  weakh.    Yet  tlib,  too,  b  a  neces* 
saiy  evil  arising  firom  the  cboice  of  subject,  for  although  our  author  fieąueutly  says. 


the  planter,  if  he  wealih  desire 


it  would  be  difficult  ta  find  many  instances  of  planters  wfao  desired  any  thing  else.    In 
all  hb  appeals  to  tliat  class  on  the  treatment  of  slaves,  he  bas  no  persuasion  morę  stroog 
than  self-interest,  and  he  has  no  consolation  to  give  tlie  slayes,  but  that,  in  hb  opiniou, 
{^Ihi^  are  happier  than  those  who  dig  the  mines. 

Where,  however,  he  quits  the  plain  track  of  mechanical  instructions,  we  haye  many 
of  those  effusions  of  fancy  which  will  yet  pieserve^  Ulis  póeihi  ib  dQr«olłections.  The 
description  of  the  hurricane  and  of  the  earthquake  are  truły  grand,  and  heightened  by 
drcumstances  of  horrour  that  are  new  to  Europeans.  The  episode  of  Montano,  in  the 
first  book,  arrests  tlie  attention  very  forcibly,  and  many  of  tbe  occasional  reflectbos 
are  elegaut  and  pathetic ;  nor  ought  tbe  tale  of  Junio  and  Tbeana  to  be  omitted  in  a  list 
of  the  beanties  of  thb  poem. 

^  Tbe  Ode  to  Solitude,  already  noticed,  and  the  ballad  of  Bryan  and  Pereene,  are 
sufficient  to  attest  our  author's  claim  to  poetical  honours*  The  translation  of  TibuUus, 
which  b  added  to  the  present  coUection,  will  give  eaual  proofs  of  ^classical  taste  and 
leaming.    ' 
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A2I  OBB.         *         •    ' 

•  I 

OSOUTUDE,  lomągtic  maid, 
Whether  by  ńóddinp  totren  you  tmd, 
Or  haunt  the  deserfs  tracUess  gloom, 
Or  hoTer  o^er  the  jrawńing  toml^ 
Or  climb  the  Andes*  clifted  side,    '  "" 

Or  by  the  Nłle*8  coy  soarce  abide, 
Or,  starting  from  yoor  half-year^s  sleep, 
From  Hecla  Tiew  the  tbawing  de^ 
Or  at  tbe  porple  dawn  of  day, 
Ttdmor's  marbłe  wastes  giirvey '; 

Yoii»  reclase,  agam  I  woo^ 

And  again  yonr  steps  pinBU& 

PIAdM  CoDceit  himself  suTTeyingy 
Polly  with  ber  shadow  playing, 
Piłcse-proad,  elbowiog  Ineolence, 
Bloated  empiric,  puflrd  Pretence, 
Noise  that  throagh  a  trumpet  speakt, 
Laoghter  m  loud  peals  that  breaks, 
ImrusSon  with  a  fopliDg's  face  % 

(l^«abt  of  time  and  plaee) 
Spąrkłoffire  Dłssension  blowing. 
Duecie,  court-bred  Flattery,  bowiog, 
RSffiunfs  stiff  neck,  Orimace*!  leer, 
Sqaint-ey>d  Censure^B  artfiil  sneer» 
Ainbitłon'8  buskins  itecpM  in  bioo^  / .  ^  <^v 
*  Jly  thy  presence,  Sotitude.    •      ~    '     ^  " 

Sagę  Reflection  bent  wkh  yeari, 
Coiucioiu  Yirtue  void  of  fears, 
Muffled  Silence,  wood-nymph  sby^ 
M0ditałipo's  piercing  eye, 
JSalcyon  Peace  on  mon  reclm*d, 
Retroępect^tfaat  seans  the  miodj 


'  AHaditrg  to  the  accoant  of  Palmyra,  published 
by  Mcnrs.  Wood  and  Dawkins,  and  themanner  in 
wbich  they  were  stnick  at  the  sight  of  these  mag* 
aiftceat  ruias  by  braak  of  day.  - 


•,|v'. 
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Hapt  earth-gazing  Re^ery, 
Blushing  artless  Modesty, 
Health  that  snufis  the  moming  air, 
Full-ey'd  Tnith  with  bosom  bara; 
luspiration,  Nature'8  child, 
Seek  the  solitary  wild. 

You  with  the  tragic  Masę  retir'd  ' 
The  wise  Euripides  inspirM, 
You  taught  the  sadly-pleasing  air 
That^!SllKns  sav'd  from  ruins  bara^t. 
You  gaifi^the  Qean's  tean  to  flow,  i 

And  unlock'd  the  springs  of  woe4; 
You  i>sbBL|^  ""^^  ezjrd  "Saao  thougbt^ 
And  ponra  the  melancholy  notę. 
tVith  Petrarch  o'er  Yalcluse  you  strayM, 
^When  Death  snatch^d  his  long-lov*d  maid^j 
Tou  taught  the  rocks  ber  loss  to  moum, 
^ou  iUMk'<i  with  flowers  ber  yirgin  urn. 
And  late  in  Hagley  you  were  seen^, 
With  blood-shed  eyes,  and  sombre  mień, 
Hymen  his  yellow  yestment  tore, 
And  Dirge  a  wreath  of  cypress  wora. 
But  chief  your  own  the  solemn  lay 
That  wept  Narcissa  young  and  gay, 
Darkness  clapp'd  ber  sable  wing, 
While  you  touch*d  the  moumful  strhig,  ' 
Anguish  left  the  pathless  wild, 
Grim-fec^d  Melancholy  smird, 
Drowsy  Midnight  c^as^d  to  yawn» 
The  Btarry  host  put  back  the  dawn, 
Aside  their  harps  ev'n  seraphs  flung 
To  hear  the  sweet  Complaint,  O  Young  7. 

Wheii  all  Natura  's  hu8h'd  asleep, 
Nor  Love  nor  Guilt  their  rigils  keep, 

*  In  the  bland  of  Salamii. 

3  See  Plutarcb  in  the  life  of  Łyntider. 

4  Simonides^ 

>  Laura,  twenty  yeaią,  and  ten  after  her  d<>atb. 
«  Monody  on  the  deat^  of  Mrs.  Lyttelton. 
7  Niyht  Thoughts. 
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Soft  Ęoą  1«ave  your  caYcrn'^  den, 
And  waoder  o'er  tbe  works  of  men.       „  . 
But  whcn  PJłdfiD^or  bńngs  the  dawm    ' 
By  her  dappled  coureers  drawn,     / 
Again  you  to  tbe  yildjre tręąt        ,    .  ^ , : 
And  the  early  huntsman  meąt^    ' 
Where  as  you  pensiye  pace  along, 
You  catchUie  distant  shepherd*s  song, 
Or  brush  from  berbs  the  pearly  dew, 
Or  the  rising  primrose  view. 
Devotion  lends  her  beay^n-plumM  wuigs» 
You  mount,  yid  Naturę  with  you  8ing8.i^ 
But  whfrn  mid-day  ftirobir  gtów^ 
To  upland  airy  shades  you  go, 
Where  never  sun-bumt  woodman  came, 
Nor  sportsman  chasM  the  timid  gamę; 
And  tfaere  beneath  aa  oak  reclinM, 
With  drowsy  irater&Us  behind» 
*  You  sink  to  rest.  » _,      „^ 

Till  the  tuneful  bird  of  night, 
y  From  the  neigfab^ring  poplar*!  height, 
/  Wakc  you  witn  her  solemn  strain, 
V  And  teach  plea8'd  Echo  to  complain. 

With  you  roses  brighter  bloom, 
Sweeter  every  sweet  perAime^ 
Purer  every  fountain  flows, 
Strooger  every  wilding  grows. 


Łet  tkose  toil  for  gold  who  pteate, 
^  Or  for  fome  renounce  their  ease* 
J  WhatiBfame?  an  empty  bobbie ; 
Oold }  a  transient,  shining  tronble. 
Xiet  them  for  their  countiy  bleed, 
What  was  Sidney's,  Bałeigh's  meed? 
Man  *8  not  worth  a  mome&t*8  pain, 
Base,'uDgratefal,  fickle,  Tain. 
Then  let  mc,  seąuestcr^d  fair,  i  ^    ». 
To  your  Sibyl  grot  repair, 
' '     On  yoa  hanging  cliff  it  stands 
ScoopM  by  Nature's  ^Irage  hands, 
Bosom'd  in  the  gloomy  shade 
Of  cypress,  not  with  age  decay 'd. 
\  Where  tbe  owi  still-hooting  sits,  ' 
1  Where  the  bąt  incessant  flits, '         .  * 
ITbere  in  loftier  strains  I  'U  sing,  - 
j[U'^hence  the  changing  seaaons  spring,' 
Tell  how  storms  deform  the  skies, 
Whence  the  wave8  subside  and  rise, 
Tracę  the  comct*s  blazing  taił,        :  ^ 
Weigh  the  planets  in  a  scalę ; 
Bend,  great  God,  before  thy  shrine, 
Tbe  boumleŚB  microcosm  's 
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/  ^  *'  Youth,  yoa'ie  mistakoD,  if  3roa  think  to  figd 


■^M. 


No  ttme  should  cancel  thy  desert. 
Morę,  ntore,  tban  Bion  was',  thoa  wert; 

O  goddess  of  the  tearful  eye  ••, 
Tbe  ms^er-ceasiąg  stream  supply. 
Łet  us  with  Retirement  go 
To  charaels,  and  th^  honse  of  woe^ 
0*erFnead8hip's  hene  low-droopiog  mooii^ 
Where  the  sickty  tapers  bum, 
Where  Death  and  nun-clad  Sorrow  dwdl, 
Ańd  nightiy  ring  the  solemn  kuell. 
The  gioom  dispels,  the  chamel  amiles»  ) 

lAght  flashes  through  the  Taulted  ailef^  .  '^  i 
.        BIow  silky  ioft,  thou  we^mnle,     ,  '/\     '  ^ 
"^^O  goddess  of  the  desert,  bailT         "     '  ^j^f 
Sbe  bursts  from  yon  cliff-nven  caTe.    ^  A^ 
Insulted  by  the  wintry  wa^e;  ^ 

Her  brow  an  ivy-garland  binds, 
Her  tresses  wanton  with  the  winds,' 
A  lion's  apoils^  without  a  zonę, 
Around  her  limbs  are  careless  thrown  ; 
Her  right«hand  wields  a  knotted  mac^ 
Her  eyes  roli  wild,  astride  her  pace  i 
Her  Idft  a  magie  mirror  holdi^  t;^ 

jln  whigh  «\^p  «ft  KA«M>|(;hfhijkj[^^     ^i* 

^   o  goddess  of  the  desert,  hailT^*"  Ur 
;     And  8ofter*BTow,  thou  western  galef  '^*  ^ 
Since  In  each  scbeme  of  HKe  I  *ve  hiVd, 
And  dissappointment  seems  entan*d  ; 
I     Since  all  on  Earth  I  yalued  most, 
i/^dy  guide,  my  stay,  my  fnend  is  lost; 
K  YoiK  oniy  you,  csin  make  me  blest,  ^ 
1  •  And  hiifih  W6  fempesŁ  In  fll y  "hnauśtl 
\  '  Then  gently  deign  to  gmde  my  ieet 
^    To  3rour  hermit-troddon  seat,  I 

'  Where  I  may  live  at  last  my  owo,  T, 

^  M^^  I  *^  1*^  ^"^7  ^®  unknown.  4 
Tspoke,  she  twin*d  her  magie  ray^ 
And  thus  she  said,  or  seem*d  to  say: 
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J5»i*iii0!  what  's  yoą  shrouded  shade, 

That  wanders  lu  the  dark>brown  glade  ? 

It  beckons  me  !^-vtiin  fears,  adieu, 

Mysteńous  ghost,  I  follow  you. 

Ah  me !  too  well  that  gait  TTSfhf, 

My  youth*s  fitit  friend,  my  A)anhood's  woe ! 

Its  breast  it  bares !  what!  8tain*d  with  biood ? 

Quick  let  me  stanch  the  yital  flood. 

O  spirit,  wbith^  art  thou  flown  ? 

Why  left  me  comfortłess  alone  } 

O  Solitude,  on  me  bestow 

Tbe  heart-felt  harmony  of  woe, 

Such,  fiuch,  as  on  th*  Ausonian  shore. 

Sweet  Dorian  Moschus  *  triird  of  yore : 

•  See  Idyll. 


shades  a  med*cine  for  a  troubled  miód ; 
Wan  Grief  will  .haunt  you  wfaeresoe^ćr  you  go^  | 
Sigh  In  the  breeze,  and  in  the  streamlet  fiow,    / 
There  pale  InactioD  pines  his  Ufe  away. 
And,  satjate,  curses  the  return  of  day: 
Ther^naked  Frenzy,  laugfaing  wild  with  pak;, 
Or  bares  the  blade,  or  piunges  in  the  main : 
There  Superstition  broods  o*er  all  her  feacB» 
And  yells  of  demons  in  the  Zephyr  beacs. 
Bilt  if  a  hermit  you  Ye  re8olvM  to  dweU» 
And  bid  to  social  life  a  last  farewdl ; 
Tis  impious-^~« 

God  never  madę  an  independent  man, 
*Twould  jar  the  conoord  of  his  generał  plan : 
See  every  part  of  that  stupendoua  whole, 
'  Whose  body  Naturę  ia,  and  God  the  soul;'  ^      \ 
J  To  one  great  end,  tbe  generał  good^coi' 

^ftiiiBI  waltei,  biutg,m'inau,  lu  łHifatłU 
Should  man  through  Ngture  solitary  roam, 

Tlis  wilt  his  SQvereign,  every  whete  his  hoińe,        .' 
What  force  would  guard  him  firom  tbe  Ikn**  jaw9| 

lfl'bat  swiftness  wing  him  from  the  panther's  pawt' 
Or  should  Fate  lead  him  to  some  safer  shore^ 

^Where  panthers  ne^er  prowl,  nor  Uons  roar ; 


9  Alluding  to  the  death  <if  a  iriend. 

■*  Dr.  Grainicer  has  here  evideuŁly  boiTOwed 
from  Dr.  Warton's  Ode  to  Fancy,  which  was  pub- 
lisbed  seyeral  years  before  the  preseat  poeoL 
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liberał  Katara  all  her  charms  bestows, 
stune,  btrdssing,  flowen  bloom,  and  water  flows, 
1,  dost  tbou  th»k  be  'd  ravel  on  the  stora, 
iMol^te  tbe  care  of  Hear'n/nor  ask  for  mora  ?  •'^w 
:h  watera  flow*d,  flowen  bloom*d,  and  Pbcobito 
.  slldlie, 
He  '4  sigb,  he'd  munnar  that  be  was  alon< 
!Vor  kiiofw,  tbe  Maker  on  tbe  human  braast 
of  kindred,  countryi  man,  impratt; 
ud  aoetal^  life  to  better,  aid,  adonit 

And  well  deaerra  niqiiiry's  serions  care, 
The  Ck)d  (wbate'er  Misanthropy  may  lay)  ^  ' 
3luiies,  beEuns  in  man  witb  most  anclooded  ray. 
boots  itjbee  to  fly  from  pole  to  pole^     _ 
Han^  o%  tlie  Sań,  anilwitb  ŁbS  piitieU  roil  \ 
What  boots  tbrougb  space^s  fuitbest  bounią^  raam, 
If  thou,  Q  maoj  a  straojger  %rt  at  bcun9  ^ 
Then  |(now  tbysclf,  the  buman  mind  sunre; 
The  me,  tbe  pleasure  will  the  toil  rapay. 
^ence  Inspiration  plai^  his  nianner^d  ląys, 
if  ence  Homei^s  crowu ;  and,  Shakspeara,  bence  thy 

[eoTAthens,  and  the  sbame, 
The  best  and  wiseat  of  mąnkind  became. 
Nor  Siudy  only,  practise  what  you  know, 
Your  Iłfe,  your  knowledge,  to  mankind  yon  owe^ 
*  With  Plato^s  dliye  wraath  the  bays  entwine :     , 
Those  i9fio'^'sEu^y,  sKould  in  practice  shii^ 
Say,  does  tbe  learned  lofd  of  Hagley'8  shade  '^ 
Charm  man  so  much  by  mossy  fountains  laid, 
As  wheo,  arous*d,  be  stema  Comiption^s  coursę^ 
And  shakes  tbe  senate  witb  a  'rully*s  force  ? 
Wben  Freedom  gaspM  beneatb  a  CesaHs  fećt,\^ 
Then  public  Virtue  might  to  sbades  retreat;  ^'^ 
But  where  she  breathes,  the  least  may  uscful  b^ 
And  Freedom,  Britain,  still  belongs  to  tbee, 
Tbough  man  's  ungreteful,  or  though  Fortone  frown  ; 
\%  the  reward  qf  worth  a  song,  or  crown  ? 
Nor  yet  unrecompens*d  ara  Virtue*8  pain9> 
Good  Allen  "  lives,  and  boanteons  Brunswick  reigns. 
pn  each  condition  disappointment«  wait, 
Snter  the  hut,  and  force  the  guarded  gate.  ^ 

Nor  dare  repine,  though  early  Friendship  bleed,jBL 
From  love,  the  world,  and  all  its  cares  be  's  freeZ 
But  know,  Adverg'ity^*s  the  child  of  God ; 
Whom  Heaven  'approres  of  most,  most  feel  her  rod. 
Wbeo  smootb  old  Ocean  and  each  storm  's  aslcep, 
Tbep  Igi^orance  may  płough  the  wafry  deep;  ^ 
But  wbcn  the  demons  of  the  tempest  ra^e, 
^ill  most  conduct  the  y^gel  thraugb  the  wan 
SHney  '■>,  wniirgcx)d  man  envies  not  thy  blow? 
Who  would  not  wisb  Anytus  '^  for  {t  ffx-¥ 

Intrepid  Yiitlia  trinmpbg  ^^'^  ^"^'^i    ^    ^  ^ 
le  good  can  neTer  be  un 

^nd  bte  thin  in«Ttm^.Yfi»ia»tby>minJU<i,y  ' 

to  senre  mankijj^L/] 

"o^er  tfTyłiead, 
Wben  memory  fiuis,  and  all  thy  vigour  's  ^ed, 
Theit  may'st  thoii  seek  tbe  stiłlness  of  retre^t, 
Theirhear  aloof  tbe  human  tempest  beat, 
Then  will  I  greet  tbee  to  my  woodland  cave« 
Allay  tbe  pangs  of  age^  and  smooth  thy  gra^e.'* 


PEREENB. 


477 


BRYAy  AND  PEREENS, 

A  WIST  nCDIAM  BALLAD, 

romum>  en  a  bkał  pact,  that  HApnHED  m  tbb  ulai^ 

OP  ST.  CHaiST0PHIR'S  ABOUT  TWO  YBABS  AOO. 


Thb  north-east  wind  did  brisUy  blow, 
Tbe  sbip  was  safely  moor*d, 
Ip-    ijfoang  Bryan  tbought  the  boafs  crew  skyw^ 
'«^    '   And  so  leapt  operboard, 


\ 

rei 


"  Lord  Łyttelton. 

"  Ralph  Allen,  esq.  of  Prior  Park. 
'  '^  Algemon  Sidney,  beheaded  at  Tower  Hil^  fth 
peceihber,  1683. 

M  One  tit  tbe  i^ukib  of  Socrates. 


ereene,  the  pride  of  Indian  damet. 
His  beart  long  held  in  tbrall, 

wboso  his  impatienoe  blames, 
I  wot,  ne*er  lop*d  at  all. 

Al  lonj;  long  year,  one  montb  and  day, 

,|Ie  dwelt  on  Eoglish  land, 
N^r  oncc  in  tbought  or  deed  would  stny* 

Though  ladies  sougbt  his  band. 

For  Bryan  be  was  tali  and  strong, 

Rtght  blitbsome  rollM  his  een, 
Swe^  was  his  voice  wbene*er  be  sung, 

}I^  scant  bad  twenty  seen. 

]^ui  ^ho  tbe  coantless  charms  can  draw, 

Tlfat  grac*d  bis  mistress  tnie  $ 
Suc^  charms  tbe  old  world  seldom  saw, 

N^r  olt  I  ween  tbe  new. 

Her  irapen  hair  playi  roond  ber  neck, 

like  tendrik  of  the  pine ; 
Her  cheeks  red  clewy  rose-buds  deck, 

Her  eyes  like  diamonds  sbine. 

S009  as  his  weU-known  sbip  she  spied, 
'   l^e  cast  her  weeds  away, 
Aiuf  to  the  palmy  shora  she  bied« 
411  in  her  best  array. 

In  |fa-green  silk  so  neatly  clady 

Śhe  thera  impatient  stood ; 
The  crew  with  wonder  saw  the  lad 

Bepel  tbe  foaming  flood. 

Her  bands  a  handkerchief  dt8play*d» 

Which  be  at  parting  gapę ; 
Weil  pleasM  the  token  be  surpey'4» 
^^J^  manlier  beat  tbe  wape. 

Hetf  fair  compnnkwis,  one  and  all» 

lUfjoicing  crowd  tbe  strand ; 
For  now  ber  loper  swam  in  cali. 

And  almost  toucb'd  the  Tand. 

Then  throagb  the  wbite  snrf  did  she  hastę. 

To  claq»  her  lopely  swain ; 
When,  ab  I  a  shark  bit  tbrougb  his  waste : 

His  beart?s  blood  dy*d  the  main! 

He  shriekM  !  his^  half  sprang  from  the  wape, 

Streaming  with  pnrple  gore, 
And  soon  it  foond  a  liring  fgitKwe^ 

And  ha  ł  was  seen  no  more«  ^ 
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Now  hastę,  noir  bMte,  ye  maids^  T  pray, 

Fetch  water  from  the  spring: 
She  falls,  she  swo<mis,  she  dies  away. 

And  soon  ber  koell  Łhey  ring.  ^ 


Kow  each  May  moming  roundher  tomb^ 

Ye  fiiir,  fresh  flow'Fets  strew, 
80  may  your  Icnrers  'scape  his  doom, 
'  Her  hapleas  fate  'scape  you. 


THE  SUGAR-CANE: 

A  POEM. 
IN  FOUE  BOOKS. 

Agredior  primu8que  noyis  Helicona  morera 
Cantibus,  et  viridi  nutantes  Tertice  sylva8 ; 
Hofipita  sacra  ferens,  nulli  memorata  priorum. 

Manii.' 


PRBFACS. 

S«ON  after  my  arriyal  in  the  West  Indies,  I  cod- 
ceiyed  the  design  of  writing  a  poem  on  the  culti- 
Tation  of  the  siigar-cane.  My  inducements  to 
this  arduous  und«>rtaking  were,  not  only^the  im- 
portance  and  novelty  of  the  subject,  but  morę 
especially  this  consideration ;  that,  as  the  face  of 
this  country  was  wholly  different  from  that  of 
Eorope,  so  whaterer  band  oopied  its  appearances, 
boirever  rude,  could  not  fail  to  eorich  poetry  with 
many  new  and  picturesąue  images. 

I  cannot,  indeed,  say  I  have  sattsfied  my  own 
ideas  in  this  particular :  yet  I  must  be  permitted 
to  recommend  the  precepts  contained  in  this  poem. 
They  are  the  cbildren  of  truth,  not  of  genius ; 
the  result  of  experience,  not  the  praductions  of 
fancy.  Thus,  though  I  may  not  be  able  to  please, 
I  shall  stand  some  chance  of  instructiag  the  read- 
er;  whicb,  as  it  is  the  nobler  end  of  all  poetry, 
so  it  should  be  the  priocipal  aim  of  eveiy  writer 
who  wishes  to  be  thought;  a  good  m^an.  . 

It  must,  howerer,  be  observed,  that,  though 
the  generał  precepts  are  suited  lo  every  climate, 
where  the  cane  will  grow ;  yet,  the  morę  minutę 
rules  are  chiefly  drawn  from  the  practice  of  St. 
Chri^topher.  Some  selection  was  necessary  \  and 
I  could  adopt  no  modes  of  pianting  wi&  such 
propriety,  as  those  I  had  seen  practised  in  that 
łsland,  whcre  it  bas  been  my  good  fortunę  chiefly 
to  reside  sińce  I  came  to  the  West  Indies. 

I  haTe  often  been  astonished,  that  so  little  has 
been  publisl)ed  on  the  cultiTation  of  the  sugar^ 
cane,  while  the  press  has  groaned  under  fblios  on 
every  other  branch  of  rural  economy*  It  were 
iinjuBt  to  suppose  plantcrs  were  not  solicitons  for 
the  improvement  of  their  art,  and  injurioas  to 
assert  they  were  incapable  of  obliging  mankind 
with  their  improyements. 

And  yet,  except  some  scattered  hints  in  Pere 
Labąt,  and  other  French  trayellers  in  America; 
an  essay,  by  colonel  Martyn  of  Antigua,  is  the 
only  piece  on  plantership  I  have  seen  desenring  a 
perusal.  That  gentleman's  pamphiet  is,  indeed, 
an  exccllent  performance ;  and  to  it  I  own  myself 
indebted. 

It  must  be  confe^ed,  that  terms  of  art  look 
awkward  in  poetry;    yet  didactic  compositions 


cannot  wfaolly  dispense  with  tbem.  AecoTdiagly 
we  find  that  Hesiod  and  Virgil,  among  tbeancient^ 
with  Philips  and  Dyer,  (not  tomentioa  aome  other 
poets  now  living  in  our  own  country)  have  beca 
obliged  to  insert  tbem  in  their  poem&  Their  ecam- 
ple  is  a  sufficient  apology  for  me,  for  ia  their  st^a 
I  shall  always  be  proud  to  tread- 

Vos  sequor,  5  Graiae  gentis  decos,  inąiie  Testiit 

nunc 
Fixa  pedum  pono  prenis  restigia  signb ; 
Non  ita  certandi  cupidus,  quam  propfcer  aiBons^ 
Quod  vos  imitari  aveoi. 

Yet,  like  them  too^  I  hare  generally  prefcrreJ  the 
way  of  description,  where^er  that  oould  be  dooe 
without  hurtiog  the  subject. 

Such  words  as  are  not  common  in  Europę,  I 
bave  briefly  esplained :  because  an  obocare  poem 
afibrds  both  less  pleasnre  and  profit  tO  the  reukr. 
— For  the  same  reason,  some  notes  bare  been 
addedi  which,  it  is  presumed,  will  not  be  disagree- 
able  to  those  who  ha^e  ncTcr  been  m.  the  Wat 
Indies. 

In  a  West  India  Oeorgic,  the  mentkni  of  masy 
indigenous  remedies,  as  well  as  diseases,  was  00- 
aYoidable.  The  tnith  is,  I  have  rather  coorted 
opportunities  of  this  naturę,  than  aroided  them. 
Medicines  of  such  amaztng  efficacy,  as  I  haTs 
had  occasion  to  n^ake  trials  of  in  these  ishmds^ 
desenre  to  be  unirersally  known.  Aod  wberever, 
in  the  foUowing  poem,  I  reoommend  any  snch,  I 
beg  leave  to  be  understood  as  a  pbysician,  ńd 
not  as  a  poet 

Btueterref  Jan,  1763* 
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Subject  pfoposed.  Invocation  and  addresB.  What 
soilsthe  cane  grows  best  in.  The  grey  ligfat 
«  earth.  Praise  of  St  Christopher.  Hie  red  bikk 
mould.  Praise  of  Jamaica,  and  of  Christopher 
Columbus.  The  black  soil  mized  with  day  and 
gravel.  Praise  of  Barbadoes,  Nctis,  and  Mount- 
serrat  Composts  may  improre  other  soils.  Ad- 
▼antages  and  disadyantages  of  a  IctcI  planta- 
tion.  Of  a  mountain-esUte.  Of  a  midland 
one.  Adyantages  of  proper  cultivatjoa.  Of 
fallowing.  Ofcompost  Of  learing  the  Wonia, 
and  penning  cattle  on  the  distant  cane>pieces 
Whether  yams  improre  the  soiL  Whether  dung 
should  be  be  bnried  in  each  Me,  or  scatteitd 
over  the  piece.  Cane-lands  may  be  holied  at 
any  time.  The  ridges  should  be  open  to  the 
trade-wind.  The  beauty  of  holing  r^^nlarly  by 
a  linę.  Alteraate  holing,  and  the  whed-pl<A]gh 
reconunended  to  tńaL  When  to  plant.  Wet 
weather  the  best  Rain  often  falls  in  the  West 
Indies,  almost  without  any  preTious  signs.  The 
signs  of  rainy  weather.  Of  fogs  ronnd  the  high 
mountains.  Pianting  described.  Begin  to  plant 
mountain-land  in  July :  the  Iow  ground  in  No- 
vember,  and  the  sub8equent  mionths^  tili  May. 
The  adyantage  of  changing  tops  in  pianting 
Whether  the  Mooił  haa  any  infl«fnr«  orer  the 
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eane-plant  What  qaantity  of  mountaln  and  of 
Iow  cane^laod  may  be  aonualiy  planted.  The 
last  cane  piece  should  be  cut  oif  before  the  end 
ofjuly.  Ofhedges.  Of  stone  euclotures.  Myr- 
tle  hedget  r^oommeDded.  Whether  trees  breed 
tbeblasL  The  character  of  a  good  planter.  Of 
Weediof .    Of  moulding.    Of  stnpping. 


Wbat  loil  the  cane  affects ;  what  care  demandi; 

BeoeaŁh  what  signs  to  plant ;  what  iUs  await  j 

How  the  hot  nectar  best  to  crystalize  ; 

And  Afnc'8  sable  progeny  to  treat : 

A  Mtue,  that  long  hath  waiłder*d  in  the  groves 

Of  myitle-indolence,  attemptg  to  sing. 

Spirit  of  InspiratioD,  that  did'8t  lead 
Th'  Ascrean  poet  to  the  sacred  mount. 
And  taughfst  him  all  the  precepts  of  the  swain ; 
Deioend  from  Heayen,  and  guide  my  trembling  steps 
To  Faine'8  eternal  dotne,  where  Maro  reigos ;     11 
Where  pastorał  Dyer,  where  Pomona^s  bard, 
Aud  Smart  and  Somervile  in  Tarying  straini, 
Their  syWan  lorę  oonyey :  O  may  1  join 
This  chorał  band,  and  from  their  precepts  leam 
To  deck  my  theme,  which  though  to  song  miknown, 
Is  most  momentoos  to  my  country'8  weal ! 

8o  shall  my  numbers  win  the  public  ear ; 
And  not  displease  Aurelius;  him  to  whom, 
Imperial  Geoi^ge^  the  monarch  of  the  main,        SO 
Hath  given  to  wield  the  sceptre  of  those  isles^ 
Where  first  the  Muse  beheld  the  sptry  cane^ 

Yer.  22.  ......  ^e  spiry  eane.]  The  botanical  name 

df  the  cane  is  saccharum.  The  Greeks  and  Romans 
seem  to  have  known  Tery  little  of  this  most  useful 
mnd  beautifnl  plant.  Łncan  and  Pliny  are  the 
cmly  authors  among  the  ibrmer  who  mention  it ; 
and  SO  for  as  I  can  find,  Arrian  is  the  only  Greek. 
The  fint  of  tbese  writers,  in  enumerating  Pbmpey*s 
eastem  aiixiliaries,  describes  a  nation  wbo  madę 
pse  of  the  cane-juice  as  a  drink : 

IHilces  bibebant  ex  arandine  snccos. 

The  industrious  natoralist  says,  Saccharum  et 
Arabia  fert,  sed  laudatius  India  $  and  the  Greek 
historiaa,  in  his  iftfi7t>Mvc  of  the  Red  Sea,  teUs  us 
of  a  ndgbbouring  nation  who  drank  it  also ;  his 
words  an^  ^iX(  ro  xaXa^<voy  to  "kiyofASWf  <rt$KXttpi* 
The  cane,  however,  as  it  was  a  native  of  the  Eisst, 
flo  bas  it  been  probably  cultivated  there  time  im- 
memorial.  The  raw  juice  was  doubtless  first  madę 
use  of;  they  afterwards  bojled  it  into  a  sirup; 
and,  in  process  of  time,  an  in^riating  spirit  was 
prepared  therefrom  by  fermentation.  Thiscon- 
jecture  is  confirmed  by  the  etymology,  for  the 
Arabie  word  ^Dp  »  evidently  derived  from  the 
Hcbrew  *^3^,  which  signifies  an  intosieaimg  iujuor. 
When  the  Indiana  began  to  make  the  cane-juice 
into  sngar,  I  cannot  discoTer;  probably,  it  soon 
fbund  its  way  mto  Europę  in  that  form,  first  by 
the  Red  Sea,  and  afterwards  through  Persia,  by 
the  Black  Sea  and  Caspian ;  but  the  plant  itself 
was  not  known  to  Europę,  till  the  Arabians  intro- 
dnced  it  into  the  southem  parts  of  Spatn,  Sicily, 
and  those  provinces  of  France  which  border  on  the 
Pyrenean  mountains.  It  was  also  successfully 
cultivated  in  Egypt,  and  in  many  places  on  the 
Barbary  ooiust.    From  tbe  Meditemme^n,  the  Spa^ 


Supremę  of  plants,  rich  subject  of  my  song. 

Where*er  the  clouds  rdent  in  frequęnt  rains, 
And  the  Sun  fiercely  darts  his  tropie  beam, 
The  cane  will  joint,  ungenial  though  the  soil. 

niards  and  Portuguese  transported  the  cane  to  the 
Azores,  tbe  Madeiras,  the  Canary,  and  tbe  Cape- 
Yerd  islands,  soon  after  they  had  been  discoYered 
in  the  fifteenth  century :  and,  in  most  of  these, 
particnlarly  Madeira,  it  throre  exc6edingly.    Whe« 
ther  the  cane  is  a  i»tive  of  either  the  Great  or 
Less  Antilles  cannot  now  be  determined,  for  their 
discovererB  were  so  whoUy  employed  in  searching 
after  imaginary  gold-mines,  that  they  took  little 
or  no  notice  of  tbe  natural  productioos.    Indeed 
the  wars,  wherein  they  wantooly  engaged  them- 
seWes  with  the  natives,  was  another  hindrance  to 
physical  inrestigation.    But  whether  the  cane  was 
a  production  of  the  West  Indies  or  not,  it  is  pro- 
bable,  the  Spaniards  and  Portuguese  did  not  begin 
tocultiTate  it  either  there  or  in  South  America, 
(where  it  certainly  was  found)  till  some  yeafs 
after  their  discovery.     It  is  a!so  equaHy  uncertain 
whether  sugar  was  first  madę  in  the  islands  or  on 
the  continent,  and  whether  the  Spaniards  or  Por- 
tuguese were  the  first  plantere  in  the  new  world : 
it  is  indeed  most  likely  Uiat  the  latter  erected  the 
first  sugar-works  in  Brazil,  as  they  are  morę  lively 
and  enterprbing  tban  the  Spaniards.    Howerer 
they  had  not  long  tbe  start  of  the  latter;  for,  in 
1506,  Ferdinand  the  Catholic  ordered  the  cane  to 
be  carried  from  the  Ganaries  to  St  Domingo,  in 
which  island  one  Pedro  de  Atenea  soon  after  built 
an  ingemo  de  acncar,  for  so  tbe  Spaniards  cali  a 
sogar-work.    But  though  they  began  thus  early  to 
tom  their  thoughtt  to  sugar,  the  Portuguese  far 
outstripped  them  in  that  trade;  for  lisbon  soon 
sopplied  mostof  Eujnope  with  tiiat  commodity; 
and,  notwithstanding  the  English  then.paid  the 
Portuguese  at  the  ratę  of  4/.  per  cwt  for  musco- 
▼ado,  yet  that  price,  great  as  it  may  now  appear, 
was  probably  much  less  than  what  the  sugar  from 
the  East  Incjjes  had  oommonly  been  sold  for.    In- 
deed, 80  intent  was  the  crown  of  Portugal  on  ex- 
tending  their  Brazil  trade,  that  that  of  the  East 
Indies  began  to  be  neglected,  and  soon  after  snf- 
fered  a  manifest  decay.     However,  their  sugar 
madę  them  ample  amends,  in  which  trade  they 
oontinued  idmost  withont  a  riTal  for  npwards  of  a 
centuiy.    At  last  the  Dutch,  in  1 6S3,  drove  the 
Poftoguese  out  of  all  the  northem  part  of  Brazil ; 
and,  doring  tbe  one  and  tweoty  years  they  kept 
that  conąuest,  those  indnstrions  repubUcans  leamed 
the  art  of  making  sugar.    This  probably  inspired 
the  English  with  a  desire  of  coming  in  for  a  share 
of  the  sugar-trade;  accordingly  they,  renouncing 
their  chimerical  search  after  gold  mines  in  Florida 
and  Guiana,  settled  themseWes  soon  after  at  the 
month  of  the  ńrer  Surinam,  where  they  cultivate4. 
the  cane  with  soch  suooess,  that  when  the  colony 
was  ceded  to  the  Dutch  by  the  treaty  of  Breda,  it 
mamtamed  not  leas  than  40,000  whites,  hałf  that 
number  of  slaTes,  and  employed,  one  year  witk 
another,  15,000  ton  of  shipping.    This  cession  was 
a  severe  blow  to  the  English  trade^  which  it  did 
not  recorer  for  sereral  years,  though' many  of  the 
Surinam  planters  carried  their  art  and  negroes 
to  the  Leeward  Islands  and  Jamaica,  which  then 
began  to  be  the  object  of  poUtickl  consideratioii  in 
Ei^land* 
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GRAINQER'S  POEMS. 


But  wouM'8t  thou  aee  bu^e  easks,  in  order  due, 
Roird  numerous  on  the  bay,  a!l  foWj  fraugbt 
Włth  strong-graiii*d  mu8COvado>  siWery-grey, 
Joy  of  the  plaDter;  and  if  happy  Fate  30 

Permit  a  choice,  avoid  the  rocky  slope, 
-The  clay-cold  bottom,  and  the  sandy  beaoh. 
But  let  thy  biting  axe'with  ceaseless  Btroke 
The  wild  red  cedar,  the  tough  locost  fell: 
Nor  let  his  nectar,  nor  his  silken  pods, 
The  sweet-smeUM  cassia,  or  Tast  ceiba  sa^e. 
Yet  spare  the  gaava,  yet  the  guaiac  spare  ; 

Sugar  is  twioe  mentioned  by  Chauoer,  who  flou- 
rished  in  the  fonrteenth  century ;  and  succeeding 
poets,  down  to  the  middle  of  the  last,  use  the 
epithet  sugared,  wheneTer  they  wonld  espress  any 
thing  nncommonły  pleasing :  sińce  that  time,  the 
morę  elegant  writen  aeldom  admit  of  that  adjeatiTe 
in  a  metaphorical  sense ;  but  herein  perhaps  they 
are  aifectedly  sąueamish. 

Ver.  S9.  MtucoDodlo. ]The  cane-jnioe  being bronght 
to  the  oonsistenoe  of  sirap,  and,  by  sabseąuent 
coction,  g^ranulatedy  is  then  called  muscovado,  (a 
S^anish  word  probably,  thongh  not  to  be  found  in 
Pineda)  vulgarly  brown  sagar^  the  French  term 
H  sncre  brut. 

Ver.  34 teild  red  ctfdor.]  There  are  two  spe- 

€ies  of  cedar  commonly  to  be  met  with  in  the  West 
Indieś,  the  white  and  red,  which  differ  front  the 
cedars  cultrrated  in  the  Bermudas :  both  are  lofty, 
shady,  and  of  quick  growth.  The  white  succeeds 
in  any  soil,  and  produces  a  flower  which,  infnsed 
like  tea,  is  oseful  against  fish  poison.  The  red 
reąnires  a  better  mould,  and  always  emits  a  disa- 
greeable  smell  before  rain.  The  wood  of  both  are 
highly  useful  for  many  mechanical  pnrposes,  and 
but  too  little  planted. 

Ver.  34.  Zoctft/.]  This  is  also  a  lofty  tree.  It 
IB  of  quick  growth  and  handsome,  and  produces  a 
not  disagreeable  fruit  in  a  fiat  pod  or  legumen, 
about  three  inches  long.  U  is  a  serviceable  wood. 
In  botanical  books,  I  find  three  differeut  names  for 
the  locust-tseej  that  meant  here  is  the  sil  qua 
edulis. 

Ver.  36,  or  vatt  eeiba  tave.']  Canoes  ha^e  been  - 

acooped  out  of  this  tree,  capable  of  holding  up- 
wards  of  a  hondred  people ;  and  many  hnndrpds, 
as  autbors  relate,  have  bęen  at  once  sheltered  by 
its  shade.  It»  poda  contain  a  Tery  soft  short  cot- 
ton,  like  siDr:  hence  the  English  cali  the  tree  the 
8ilk-cotton«tree;  and  the  Spaniards  name  its  cotton 
lana  de  eeiba.  It  bas  been  wrought  into  stockitogs ; 
but  its  commonest  use  is  to  stuff  pillows  and  mat^ 
tresses.  It  might  be  madę  an  article  of  commerce, 
as  the.  tree  grows  without  trouble,  and  is  yearly 
covered  with  pods.  An  infusión  of  the  leave8  is  a 
gentle  diapboretic,  and  much  recommended  in  the 
small-poK.  The  botanical  name  of  the  geiba  is 
bombax;  and  the  French  cali  it  framager.  There 
are  two  species ;  the  stem  of  the  one  being  prickly, 
and  that  of  the  other  smooth. 

Ver.  37.  Yeł  spare  the  guava,']  The  Spaniards 
cali  this  tree  gnayaTa.  It  bears  a  fruit  as  large, 
and  of  mach  the  same  shape,  as  a  golden  pippin. 
This  is  of  three  species,  the  yellow,  the  amazon, 
and  the  white ;  the  last  is  the  most  delicate,  but 
the  second  sort  the  largest :  all  are  eąually  whole- 
■ome,  when  stewed  or  madę  into  jelly  or  marmalade. 
When  raw,  they  are  supposed  to  generale  worms. 
Strangen  do  not  always  at  firat  like  their  fla?9ur» 


A  whelesome  food  the  rfpened  gua^a  yiefds^ 

Boast  of  the  housewife  ;  while  the  guaiac  growt 

A  sorereign  antidote,  in  wood,  bark,  gum,  40 

To  cause  the  lamę  his  useless  crutch  forego. 

And  dry  the  sources  of  corrupted  lorę. 

Nor  let  thy  bright  impattent  flames  destrey 

The  golden  shaddoc,  the  forbidden  fruii, 

The  white  acajou,  and  rich  sabbaca : 

For,  where  these  trees  their  leafy  bamers  laise 

Aloft  in  air,  a  grey  deep  earth  abounds 

Fat,  light;  yet,  when  it  feels  the  wonnding  ho^ 

Rłsing  in  clods,  which  ripening  suns  and  rain 

ResolTe  to  cmmbles,  yet  not  pulTcrize :  59 

In  this  the  soul  of  vegetation  wakes, 

Pleas*d  at  the  planter*^  cali,  to  burst  on  day. 

Thrice  happy  he,  to  whom  soch  fidds  are  gi^en  f 
For  him  the  cane  with  little  labour  grows ; 
'Spite  of  the  dog-star,  shootsiong  yełlaw  joints; 

which  is  pecnliarly  strong.  This,  howe^cr,  goet 
oCF  by  use,  and  they  become  exceeding1y  agree- 
able.  Acosta  says  the  Peruvian  guaras  surpass 
those  of  any  other  part  of  America.  The  bark  of 
the  tree  is  an  astringent,  and  tana  leather  as  well 
as  that  of  oak.   Hie  French  cali  the  tree  goyarier. 

Ver.  37.  ......  uśt  theguatae  jpore.]  Tlie  lignmn- 

▼itsB,  or  pockwood-tree.  /The  virtues  of  every  pait 
of  this  truły  medical  tree  are  too  well  known  to 
be  enumerated  here.  The  hardness  and  incor- 
niptibility  of  its  timber  make  abundant  amends 
for  the  great  slowness  of  its  growth,  lor  of  it  aie 
formed  the  best  postś  for  hooses  against  hnrricaaci^ 
and  it  is  no  less  usefully  employed  in  boildiąg 
wind-mills  and  cattle^^ills. 

Ver.  44,  The  golden  skaddoal  This  is  the  lai|»st 
and  finest  kind  of  orange.  It  is  not  a  native  of 
America,  but  was  brought  to  the  islands,  from  tbe 
East  Indies,  by  an  Englishman,  wbose  name  it 
bears.  It  is  of  three  kinds,  the  sweet,  tbe  soor, 
and  the  bitter  j  the  juice  of  all  of  them  is  wbole- 
some,  and  the  rind  medical.  In  flaToiir  and  whole- 
someness,.  tbe  s^eet  shaddoc  excelB  tbe  otlMr  twc^ 
and  indeed  every  other  kind  of  orange,  excepŁ  tbe 
forbidden  fhiit, 'which  scarce  3^e1ds  to  smy  known 
fmit  in  the  four  ąnarlers  of  the  world. 

Yer.  45.  Sa6UKa,'\  This  is  the  Indian  name  of 
the  avocato,  avocado,  avigato,  or,  as  tbe  Eog&h 
oorruptly  cali  it,  alligator-pear.    Tbe  ^nniardi 
in  South  America  name  it  aguacate,  and  under 
'tbat  name  it  is  described  by  Ulloa.     Howerer,  in 
Peru  and  Mezico,  it  is  better  known  by  the  appel- 
lation  of  palta  or  palta     It  Is  a  sigbtly  tree,  of 
two  species ;  the  one  bearing  a  green  fruit,  wbich 
is  the  most  delicate,  and  the  other  a  red,  which  is 
less  esteemed,  and  grows  chieAy  in  Mezico.     When 
ripe,  the  skin  peeb  easily  off,   and  discoTers  a 
butyraceous,  or  rather  a  marrowy-lrke  sabstance, 
with  greenish  veins  interspersed.    Being  eat  with 
salt  and  pepper,  or  sugar-and  lime-jnice,  it  is  not 
only  agreeable,  but  highly  nouńshing ;  bence  sit 
Hans  Sloane  used  to  style  it  vegetable  marrow. 
The  fruit  is  of  the  size  and  shape  of  the  pear  named 
lady^s-thighs,  and  contains  a  large  stooe,  from 
whence  the  tree  is  propagated.    These  trees  bear 
fruit  but  once  a  year.    Few  strangen  care  for  it ; 
but,  by  use,  soon  become  fond  of  it.    The  juice  of 
the  kemel  marks  linen  with  a  vblet-colour.    Its 
wood  is  soft,  and  consequently  of  httle  use.    Tbe 
French  cali  it  boise  d'  anise,  and  the  tncęs  afocat: 
tbe  botanical  name  is  perMa« 
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Coneocii  rićh  juice,  though  deluges  descencL 
What  if  an  after-o^ring  it  reject  ? 
This  land>  for  many  a  crop,  will  feed  his  mil  Ib; 
2)isdain  supptied,  nor  ask  from  compost  aid. 

Sach,  green  St  Christopher,  thy  happy  soil ! — 
Kot  Grecian  Temp^,  where  Aicadian  Pan,  61 

Knit  with  Łhe  Graces,  tun'd  bis  syWan  pipę, 
Whiłe  mutc  Attention  hash^d  each  channed  riii ; 
Not  purplc  £nna,  whose  irriguoas  lap, 
StrowM  with  each  fruit  of  taste,  each  flower  of  smell, 
Siciltao  Proserpine,  ddighted,  soiight ; 
Can  vie,  blest  isle,  with  thee. — ^Though  no  soft  sound 
Of  pastorał  stop  thine  ecbos  «'er  awakM; 
Kor  rapturM  poet,  lost  in  holy  .trance, 
Thy  streams  arrested  with  enchanting  song:      TO 

Ver.  60 greenJSi.  Christopher,]  This  beaatiful 

■nd  fertile  island,    and  which,   in  Shakspeare*s 
wordsy  may  jnstly  be  styled 

A  predous  stone  set  io  the  siker  sea, 

lies  in  se^enteenth  degreeN.  L.  It  was  discoi^ered 
by  the  great  Christopher  Columbus,  io  his  second 
iroyage,  1493,  who  was  so  pleased  with  its  appear- 
anoe,  that  he  honoitred  it  with  his  Christian  name. 
Tboagh  others  pretend  that  appellatioo  was  given 
H  from  an  imaginary  resembiance  between  a  high 
moontain  in  its  centrę,  now  called  Mount  Misery, 
to  the  fabulons  legend  of  the  DeyiPs  carrying  St 
Cbristoplier  on  his  sboulders.  But,  be  thfs  as  it 
will,  tbe  Spaniards  soon  after  settled  it,  and  Hyed 
fal  tolerable  harmony  with  the  naUves  for  many 
years;  aud,  as  their  fleets  commoniy  called  in 
there  to  and  from  America  for  provi8ion  and  water, 
the  settlcrs,  no  doubt,  reaped  some  advantage 
fnm  their  situation.  By  Templeman*s  Sunrey,  it 
contatns  eighty  sqnare  miles,  and  is  about  seventy 
miies  in  circumfSerence.  It  is  of  an  irregular  ob- 
loog  figurę,  and  has  a  chain  of  mountains,  that 
ran  south  and  north  almost  from  the  one  end  of  it 
to  the  other,  formerly  corered  with  wood,  bat  now 
the  cane-plantatłous  reach  almost  to  their  snmmits, 
and  exŁead  all  the  way,  down  their  easy  declining 
ńdes,  to  the  sea.  From  these  mountainH  some 
tnrers  take  their  rise,  which  never  dry  up ;  and 
t&cre  are  many  others  which,  after  rain,  run  into 
the  sea,  but  which,  at  other  times,  are  lost  before 
Chey  reach  iL  Hence,  as  this  island  consists  of 
moontain-land  and  valley,  it  must  alwa3r8  make  a 
middling  crop;  for  when  the  Iow  grounds  fail,  the 
ttplands  supply  that  deficiency;  and,  when  the 
inountain  canes  are  lodged,  (or  become  watery 
from  too  much  rain)  those  in  the  plains  yield  sar- 
prisingly.  Nor  are  the  plantations  here  only  sea- 
itnable,  tbeir  sogar  sells  for  morę  than  the  sugar 
of  any  other  of  his  majesty's  islands;  as  their 
pcoduce  cannot  be  refined  to  the  best  adrantage, 
witboat  a  mixtnre  of  St  Kitts'  muscoTado*  In  the 
btrren  part  of  the  island,  which  nins  out  towards 
Nevts,  are  sererał  ponds,  which  in  dry  weather 
crystalize  into  good  salt ;  and  below  Mount  Misery 
k  a  smali  solfaterre  and  collection  of  fresh  water, 
where  fugitive  negroes  ohjea  take  sbelter,  and 
escape  their  pursuers.  Not  far  below  is  a  large 
plam  which  affords  good  ptfsture,  water,  and  wood  ; 
aad,  if  tbe  approaches  thereto  were  fortified,  which 
might  be  done  at  a  ihoderate  expense,  it  would  be 
Rodered  tnaccessible.  The  English,  repulsing  the 
&w  nati^es  and  &>aniards  who  oppOMd  them,  be- 
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Yet  7irgins,  far  morę  beautiful  than  she 

Whom  Pluto  ravish'd,  and  morę  chaste,  are  thine : 

Yet  probity,  from  prtnciple,  not  fear, 

Actuates  thy  sons,  bold,  hospitable,  free : 

Yet  a  fertilłty,  unknown  of  old, 

To  other  climes  dcnied,  adoms  thy  hills  ; 

Thy  vales,  thy  dells  adoms. — O  might  my  straiu 

As  far  transcend  the  immortal  songs  of  Grcece, 

As  thou  the  partial  subject  of  their  praise ! 

Thy  famc  should  (loat  fetmiliar  through  the  world: 

Each  plant  should  own  thy  cane  her  lawful  lord  ; 

Nor  should  old  Time,  song  stops  the  flight  of  Time, 

Obscure  thy  lustre  with  his  shadowy  wing. 

Scarce  less  impregnated,  with  ev*ry  power 
Of  regetation,  is  the  red  brick-mould, 
That  lies  on  meltly  beds. — ^The  renter,  this 
Can  scarce  exhaust ;  how  happy  for  the  heir ! 

Such  the  glad  soil,  from  whence  Jamaica's  sonf 
DeriTe  their  opulence :  thrice  fertile  land, 
"  The  pride,  the  glory  of  the  sea-girt  isles,  90 

Which,  like  to  rich  and  varioas  gems,  inlay 

gan  to  plant  tobacco  here  A.  Dt  1 623.    Two  years 
after,  the  French  landed  in  SL  Christopher  on  the 
same  day  that  the  English  settlers  received  a  con- 
siderable  reinforcement  from  their  mother>couu- 
try;  and,  the  chiefs  of  both  nations,  being  men 
of  sound  policy,  entered  into  an  agreement  to  di- 
yide  the  island  between  them  :  the  French  retain- 
ing  both  extremities,  and  the  English   posscssing 
themseWes  of  the  middie  parts  of  the  island.     Some 
tima  after  both  nations  erected  sogar-works,  bot 
there  were  morę  tobacco,  indigo,  coffee,  and  cot- 
ton  plantations,  than  sugar  ones,  as  these  requira 
a  much  greater  fund  to  carry  them  on  than  thosa 
other.    All  the  planters,  however,  lived  easy  iQ 
their  circumstances ;  for,  though  the  Spanianls, 
who  could  not  bear  to  be  spectators  of  their  tliriving 
condition,  did  rrpossess  themselves  of  the  island» 
yet  they  were  soon  obliged  to  retire,  and  the  colony 
succeeded  better  than  eyer.    One  reason  for  this 
was,  that  it  had  been  agrecd  between  the  two  na- 
tions, that  they  shuuld  here  rcmain  neutral,  what- 
ever  wars  their  mother-oountrics  might  wagę  against 
each  other  in  Europę.    This  was  a  wise  regulation 
for  an  infant  settlement ;  but,  when  king  James 
abdicated  the  British  throne,  the  French  suddenly 
rosę,  and  droTe  out  tbe  unprepared  English  by 
force  of  arms.    Tbe  French  colonists  of  St.  Chris- 
topher had  sooh  reason,  howerer,  to  repcnt  their 
impolitic  breach  of  faith  ;  for  the  expelled  planters, 
being  assisted  by  their  country  men  from  the  neigh- 
bouring  isles,  and  supported  by  a  formidabla  fleet, 
soon  recovered,  not  only  their  lost  plantations,  but 
obliged  the  French  totally  to  abandon  the  island. 
After  the  treaty  of  Ryswick,  indeed,  some  few  of 
those  among  them,  who  had  not  obtained  settle- 
ments  in  Martinico  and  Hispaniola,  retumed  to  St. 
Christopher:    but  the  war  of  the  partition   soon 
after  breaking  out,  they  were  Onally  expelled,  and 
the  whole  island  was  ceded  in  sovereignty  to  tbe 
crown  of  Great  Britain,  by  the  treaty  of  Utrecht. 
Since  that  time,  St.  Christopher  has  gradually  im- 
proTcd,  and  it  is  now  at  the  height  of  perfection. 
The  Indian  name  of  St.  Christopher  is  Liamniga, 
or  the  Fertile  Island. 

Ver.  71.   y'ei  virgiłu,  far  morę  bcautifuL'}  The  in- 
habitants  of  St.  Christopher  look  whiter,  are  less 
sallow,  and  enjoy  finer  complexions,  than  any  of 
the  dwellen  on  the  other  islands.    Sloana. 
Ii 
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GRA1NGER'S  POEMS. 


The  unadorned  bosom  of  the  deep," 
Which  first  Columbus'  daring  keel  explor'd. 

Daughtcrs  of  Hcaven,  with  reverential  awe, 
Pausc  at  that  godlike  namc;  for  not  your  flighta 
Of  happiest  fancy  can  outsoar  his  famę. 

Columbus,  boast  of  science,  boast  of  man! 
Yet,  by  the  great,  the  leamed,  and  the  iwise, 
Long  held  a  visionary ;  who,  like  thee, 
Could  brook  their  scorn;  wait  seven  loog  yeare  at 
court,  100 

A  selfish,  suUen,  dilatory  court ; 
Yet  never  from  thy  p^ipos*d  plan  decline  ? 
No  god,  no  bero,  of  poetic  times, 
In  7Vuth*s  fair  annals,  may  compare  witb  thee ! 
Each  passion,  weakness  of  mankind,  thou  knew^st, 
Thine  own  concealing;  firmest  basc  of  power: 
Rich  in  expedients ;  what  most  adverse  seemM, 
And  least  expected,  most  advanc'd  thine  aim. 
What  storms,  what  monsters,  what  new  forms  of 

death, 
In  a  vast  ocean,  never  cut  by  keel,  U  O 

And  where  the  magnet  Brst  its  aid  dcclin'd$ 
Alone,  unterrified,  didst  thou  not  iriew'? 
Wise  legislator,  had  the  Iberian  king 
Thy  plan  adopted,  murder  had  not  drench'd 
In  blood  Tast  kingdoms;  nor  had  helWbom  Zeal, 
And  hell-bom  Ayarice,  his  anns  di8grac'd. 
Yet,  for  a  world,  di8C0ver'd  and  subdu'd. 


Ver.  Ul.  And  where  the  magneLl  The  declension 
of  the  needle  was  di8C0vcred,  A.  D.  1492,  by 
Columbus,  in  his  first  voyage  to  America;  and 
would  hare  been  highly  alarming  to  any,  but  one 
of  his  undaunted  and  philosophical  tum  of  mind. 

This  century  will  always  make  a  distinguished 
figurę  in  the  history  of  the  human  mind;  for, 
during  that  period,  printing  was  iuvented.  Greek 
leaming  took  refuge  in  Itely,  the  Reformation 
began,  and  America  was  discoYered. 

The  island  of  Jamaica  was  bestowed  on  Colum- 
bus, as  some  compensation  for  his  discovery  of  the 
new  world;  accordingly  his  son  James  settled,  and 
planted  it,  aarly  (A.  D.  1509)  the  following  ccn- 
tary.  What  improrements  the  Spaniards  madę 
therein  is  no  where  mentioned;  but  had  their  in- 
dustry  been  equal  to  their  opportunities,  their  im- 
provements  shouhl  have  been  considerable;  for 
they  continued  in  the  undisturbed  poasession  of  it 
till  the  year  1596,  when  sir  Anthony  Shirley,  with 
a  single  man  of  war,  took  and  plundered  St.  Jago 
de  la  Vega,  which  then  consisted  of  2000  houses. 
In  the  year  1635,  St.  Jago  de  la  Vega  wat  a  second 
time  plundered  by  500  English  from  the  Łeeward 
islands,  though  that  capital,  and  the  fort,  (which 
they  also  took)  were  defended  by  four  timea  their 
number  of  Spaniards.  One  and  twenty  years  after- 
wards,  the  wjiole  island  was  reduced  by  the  forces 
aent  thithcr  by  01iver  Cromwell,  and  has  cver  sińce 
belonged  to  England.  It  is  by  far  the  largest  idand 
pofisessed  by  the  English  in  the  West  Indies.  Sir 
Thomas  Mody  ford,  a  rich  and  eminent  planter  of 
Barbadoes,  remored  to  Jamaica  A.  D.  1660,  to  the 
great  advantage  of  that  island,  for  he  instructed  the 
young  English  settlers  to  cultiTate  the  sugar-caoe ; 
for  which,  and  other  great  improvement8  which  he 
Łben  madę  them  acquainted  with,  king  Charles, 
three  years  afterwards,  appointed  him  goremor 
thereof,  in  which  honourable  employmeot  he  con- 
tinued tili  the  year  1669. 


What  meed  had^nt  thou }  Wi£h  toil,  disease, 
Tlńne  age  was  spent  soliciting  the  princc,         [out, 
Tó  whom  thou  gav*8t  the  sceptre  of  that  workL  190 
Yet,  blessed  spirit,  where  euthron*d  thoa  8il*st, 
Chief  'mid  the  firiends  of  man,  repine  not  thoa : 
Dear  to  the  Ninę,  thy  glory  shall  remain 
While  winged  Cooimerce  either  ocean  plongfaa ; 
Wbile  its  lov'd  pole  tlie  magnet  ooyly  ^una; 
While  weeps  the  guaiac,  and  while  joints  the  caoe. 
Shall  the  Muse  celebrate  the  dark  deep  moald, 
With  clay  or  gravel  mix*d  ? — This  soU  tbe  cme 
With  pąrtial  fondness  loves;  and  oft  surreya 
Its  progeny  with  wonder. — Soch  rtch  Yeiiis        130 
Are  plenteous  scatter^d  o*er  the  sugar-ialei: 
But  chief  ^that  land,  to  which  the  bearded  fig^ 
Piince  of  the  forest,  gaTe  Baibadoea  Damę : 


Ver.  132 the  hearded  fig.^  This  wonderfbl 

tree,  by  the  Tndians  called  the  bantan-trec;  aodby 
the  botaqists  ficus  indica,  or  beogaliensiB,  ii  esactly 
described  by  O.  Curtius,  and  beantifolly  by  Milton 
in  the  following  lines: 

The  fig-tree,  not  that  kind  renownM  for  fruit. 
But  such  as  at  this  day  to  Indians  knoiwii, 
In  Malabar  and  Decan  spreads  ber  anns; 
Branching  so  broad  and  long,  that  in  the  groand, 
The  bended  twigs  take  root,  and  daughters  gniw 
About  the  mother-tree,  a  pillar*d  shade. 
High  OTer-arch'd,  and  ecboing  walka  bęureen. 
There  olt  the  Indian  herdsman,  shumuDg  beat, 
Shelters  in  oool,  and  tends  his  pasturing  herds 
At  loop-h(des  cttt  through  thickest  ahade. 

What  year  the  Spaniards  first  diacorered  BariM^ 
does  is  not  ceitainly  known ;  this  however  is  oertaia, 
that  they  never  settled  there,  bat  ooly  madę  nae  of 
it  as  a  stock-ialand  in  their  voyagea  to  and  froB 
South  America,  and  the  ielands;  aooofdinglyweaie 
told,  when  the  English  first  landed  there»  whidł  was 
about  the  end  of  the  siateenth  or  beifioBing  of  the 
8eventeenth  century,  they  found  in  it  an  ełcellcjii 
breed  of  wild  hogs,  but  no  inhabitanta.  In  the 
year  1627,  Baibaidoe^  with  most  of  tbe  other 
Carihbee  islands,  were  granted  by  Charies  L  to  the 
earl  of  Carlisle,  that  niibleman  agreemg  to  psy  to 
the  earl  of  Marlborough,  and  bishein,  a  perpetual 
annuity  of  300/.  per  annum,  for  bis  waving  bś 
claim  to  Barbadoes,  which  he  had  obtained,  by  pa- 
tent, in  the  preceding  rdgn.  The  adyenimeis  to 
whom  that  nobleman  parcellcd  out  tbia  island,  at 
first  cultirated  tobacoo;  but,  that  not  tnming  oet 
to  their  advaotage,  they  applied,  with  bettier 
to  cottoo,  indigOk  and  ginger.  At  laat, 
ca^aliers  of  good  fortunę  tranąmrting 
thither,  'and  iotioducing  tbe  sugai^^ane  (A.  IX 
1647)  probably  from  Brazil,  in  ten  ytmn  time  the 
island  was  peopled  with  npwards  of  S0,00O  wbitej 
and  twice  that  number  of  Negroes,  and  senit  yeaily 
▼ery  considerable  ąuantitiesafsngar  to  tbe  Bother- 
country.  At  tbe  Restontion,  king  Charies  II. 
bought  off  the  claim  of  the  Carlisle  Cusily  ;  and,  in 
consideration  of  its  then  beoomii^  a  royal  instead  of 
a  proprietary  govemment»  the  plaoters  gnve  the 
crown  4}  per  eent  on  their  sngars;  wbich  daty 
still  continues,  althongb  the  idand  is  said  to  be  les 
able  to  pay  it  now  than  it  was  a  bondind  yean  aga. 
It  is  upwards  of  20  miles  long,  and  in  sonę  places 
almost  14  broad. 
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3iief  Kevis,  justly  for  its  hot  baths  lamM : 
knd  breezy  Mounksenrat,  whosc  wondrous  springs 
i^hange,  like  Mediisa's  hcad,  whate'er  they  touch. 
To  stony  hardness ;  boast  this  fertile  glebę. 

Tholigh  such  the  soils  the  Antillean  cane 
Sapremely  lores ;  yetotber  soils  abound, 
HThich  art  may  tutor  to  obtaJn  its  smile.  140 

by,  shall  the  experienc'd  Muse  that  art  recite  ? 
iow  sand  will  fertilize  stiff  barre«  clay? 
Iow  clay  unites  the  light,  the  porous  mould, 
iport  of  each  breeze  ?  Aad  how  the  torpid  nymph 
)f  the  raok  pool,  so  lioisome  to  the  smell, 
May  be  solicited,  by  wilyways, 
Do  draw  her  humid  train,  and,  prattling,  ruD 
"iown  tfae  reriTiDg  slopes?  Or  shall  she  say 
^hat  glebes,  ungrateful  to  each  other  art, 
Pheir  genial  treasures  ope  to  fire  alone  ?  150 

lecoid  the  different  compostSi  which  the  cold 
To  plastic  gladness  warm  ?  The  torrid,  which 
)y  soothing  ooolness  win  ?  The  sharp  salinę, 
Vhich  best  subdue?  Which  mollify  the  sourł 

Totbee,  if  Fate  Iow  level  land  assign, 
Slightly  oohering,  and  of  sable  hue, 
'ar  from  the  bill ;  be  parsimony  thine. 
hr  thongh  this  year  when  oonstant  showers  descend ; 
rhe  speedy  gale,  tby  stordy  nnmerous  stock, 
icarcely  sufflce  to  grind  thy  mighty  canes:      160 
fet  Łhoa,  with  ruefnl  eye,  for  many  a  year, 

Ver.  134.  Chief  New."]  This  island,  which  does 
lot  coDtain  many  fewer  square  miles  than  St 
Suistopher,  is  morę  rocky,and  almostof  a  circular 
igure.  It  is  separated  firom  that  island  by  a  chan« 
lel  not  aboTe  one  mile  and  a  half  over,  and  lies  to 
rindward.  Its  warm  bath  possesses  all  the  medical 
HDperties  of  the  hot  well  at  Bristol,  and  its  watcr, 
cing  properly  bottled,  keeps  as  well  at  sca,  and  is 
o  less  agreeable  to  the  palate.  It  was  for  ciany 
'ears  the  capital  of  tUe  Leeward  island  govem~ 
neot;  and,  at  that  period,  contained  both  morc 
rUtes  and  blacks  than  it  does  at  present,  often 
Bostering  SOOO  men.  The  English  first  settled 
here  A.  IX  162B.  Sixty-two  yeara  afterwards,  the 
hief  town  was  almost  wholly  dcstroyed  by  an 
arthquake;  and,  in  1706,  the  planters  were  welU 
igfa  ruined  by  the  French,  who  carried  off  their 
iaVes  contrary  to  capitulation.  It  mtist  have  been 
tiscovered  in  Columbus^s  second  voyage,  A.  D. 
493. 

Ver.  135.  And  breezy  Mounłs€rrtU,'\  This  island, 
rbich  lies  about  30  miles  to  the  south-west  of  Anti- 
na,  is  not  less  famoiisfor  its  solfaterre  (or  voIcano) 
nd  hot  petńfying  spring,  than  for  the  goodness  of 
B  Bogars.  Being  almost  circular  in  its  shape,  it 
ftDnot  coDtain  much  It^ss  land  than  either  Nevis  or 
t.  Christopher.  It  is  naturally  strong,  po  tłiat 
'hen  the  French  madę  descents  thercon,  in  king 
nifiam  and  queen  Anne^s  time,  they  were  always 
spolsed  with  considerable  loss.  It  was  settled  by 
bat  great  adventarer  sir  Thomas  Warner,  A.  D. 
632,  who  sent  thither  some  of  his  people  from  St. 
hristophei*,  for  that  purpose.  In  the  beginning  of 
ae  reign  of  Charles  II.  the  French  took  it,  but  it 
«  restored,  A.  D.  1667,  by  the  treaty  of  Breda. 
A  this  island,  the  Roman  catholics,  who  behaved 
eU  when  our  enemies  attempted  to  conquer  it, 
aye  many  privileges,  and  of  course  are  morę 
amerous  there,  than  in  any  other  of  the  English 
laribbee  islauds.  Its  capital  is  called  Plymouth, 
olumbus  discovered  it  in  his  second  veyage. 


Shalt  view  thy  plants  burat  by  the  torch  of  day ; 
Hear  their  pat-chM  wan  blades  rustle  in  the  air  j 
While  their  black  sugars,  doughy  to  the  feel. 
Will  not  ev'n  pay  the  labour  of  thy  swains. 

Or,  if  the  monntain  be  thy  happier  lot, 
Let  prudent  foresight  still  thy  coffers  guard. 
For  though  the  clouds  relent  in  nightly  rain, 
Though  thy  rank  canes  wave  lofty  in  the  gale: 
Yet  will  the  arrow,  ornament  of  woe,  170 

(Such  monarchs  oft-times  give)  their  jointing  stint; 
Yet  will  winds  lodge  them,  ravening  rats  dcstroy, 
Or  troops  of  monkeys  thy  rich  hari^est  steal. 
The  Earth  must  also  wheel  around  the  Sun, 
And  half  perform  that  circuit ;  ere  the  bill 
Mow  down  tby  sugars :  and  though  all  thy  mills, 
Crackling,  o*erflow  with  a  redundant  juice; 
Poor  tastes  the  liquor  j  coction  long  demands. 
And  highest  temper*  ere  it  saccharize ; 
A  meagre  produce.    Such  is  Virtue's  meed,      180 
Alas,  too  ofl  in  these  degeoerate  days. 
Thy  cattle  likewise,  as  they  drag  the  wain, 
Charg'd  from  the  beach;   in  spite  of  whips  and 

shouts. 
Will  stop,  will  pant,  will  'sink  bcneath  the  load; 

A  better  fate  desęrving. 

Besides,  thy  land  itself  is  insecure : 

For  oft  the  glebe,  and  all  its  waving  load,  , 

Will  joumey,  forc'd  off  by  the  mining  rain  ; 

And,  with  its  fa^thless  burden,  disarrange 

Thy  neighbour's  vale.    So  Markley-hill  of  old,  190 

As  sung  thy  bard,  Pomona,  (in  these  isles 

Yet  unador^d)  with  all  its  spreading  trees. 

Fuli  fraught  with  apples,  chaug'd  its  lofty  site. 

But,  as  in  life,  the  golden  mean  is  best ; 
So  happiest  he  whose  green  plantation  lies 
Nor  iVom  the  bill  too  far,  nor  from  the  shore. 

Planter,  if  thou  with  wonder  wouldst  sunrey, 
Redundant  hanrests,  load  thy  willing.  soil ; 
Let  sun  and  rain  maturę  thy  deep-hoed  land. 
And  old  fat  dung  co-operate  with  these.  SOO 

Be  this  great  truth  still  present  to  thy  mind  ; 
The  half  wclI-cuiturM  far  excceds  the  whole, 
Which  lust  of  gain,  uncouscious  of  its  enJ, 
Ungrateful  vexes  with  uuceasing  toil. 

As,  not  indulg*d,  the  richest  lands  grow  poor; 
And  liamuiga  may,  in  futurę  times, 
If  too  much  urg'd,  her  barrenness  bewail: 
So  culŁivation,  on  the  shallowest  soil, 
0'erBpread  with  rocky  clifis,  will  bid  the  cane, 
With  spiry  pomp,  all  bountifully  rise.  210  ' 

Thus  Britain's  flag,  should  discipline  relent, 

Ver.  170.  Yet  wiU  the  arroa?.]  That  part  of  the 
cane  which  shoots  up  into  the  fructification,  is 
called  by  planters  its  arrow,  having  been  probably 
used  for  that  purpose  by  the  Indians.  Till  the 
arrow  drops,  all  additional  jointing  in  the  cane  is 
supposed  to  be  stopped. 

Ver.  179.  And  highest  temper,"]  Shell,  or  rather 
marble  quick-lime,  is  so  called  by  the  planters: 
without  this,  the  juice  of  the  cane  cannot  be  eon- 
creted  into  sugar,  at  least  to  advantage.  See  Book 
III.  With  quick-lime  the  French  join  ashes  as 
a  temper,  and  this  mixture  they  cali  enyrrage.  It 
is  hoped  the  reader  will  pardon  the  introduction  of 
the  verb  saccharize,  as  no  other  so  emphatically 
expTessed  the  authoHs  mcaning;  for  somechymists 
define  sugar  to  be  a  native  salt^  and  others  a  soap. 

Ver.  206.  And  Ijamuiga.]  The  Caribbean  naae 
of  St.  Christopher. 
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Spite  of  the  natiTe  ćoura^  of  her  sons, 
Would  to  the  lily  strike :  ah,  very  far. 
Far  be  that  voful  day :  the  lily  then 
Will  ru)e  wide  oooan  with  resistlcss  sway ; ' 
And  to  old  Gallia^s  haiighty  shorc  transport 
The  lessening  crops  of  these  delicious  isles. 

Of  composts  shall  the  Muse  descend  to  stng, 
Korsoil  her  heavcnly  plumes  ?  The  sacrcd  Muye 
Nought  sordid  decms,  but  what  is  base ;  iiought  fair 
Cnłcss  tnie  Yirtne  stamp  it  with  her  seal.         221 
Hien,  planter,  wouldst  thou  double  thine  estate; 
Never,  ah  never,  be  asIłamM  to  tread 
Thy  dung-heaps,  where  the  refuse  of  thy  mills, 
With  all  the  ashes,  all  thy  coppers  yicid, 
With  weeds,  mould,  dung,  and  stale,  acompost  form, 
Of  force  to  fertilizc  the  poorest  soil. 

But,  planter,  if  thy  lands  He  fiar  remote, 
And  of  access  are  diificult ;  on  these, 
Leaye.the  cane*s  sapless  foliage :  and  h  ith  pens  230 
Wattled  (like  those  the  Muse  hath  odtimes  seen 
When  frolic  Fancy  led  her  youthful  steps 
In  green  Dorchestria^s  plains)  the  whole  enclose : 
llherc  welł  thy  stock  with  provender  supply ; 
The  well-fed  stock  will  soon  that  food  repay. 

Some  of  the  skilful  teach,  and  some  deuy, 
'l^at  yams  improve  the  soil.     In  tacagre  lauds 
•Tis  known  the  yam  will  ne*er  to  bigness  swell; 
And  finom  each  mould  the  vegetable  trihes, 
However  fnigal,  nutriment  derive :  240 

Yet  may  their  sheltering  vines,  thcir  dropping  Ieaves, 
Their  roots  dividing  the  tenacious  glebę. 
Morę  than  refund  the  sustenance  they  draw. 

Whether  the  fattening  compost,  in  each  hole, 
Tis  best  to  throw,  or,  on  the  surface  spread; 
Ł«  undetermin'd:  trials  must  decide. 
TJnless  kind  rains  and  fostering  dcws  descend, 
To  melt  the  compost*s  fertilizing  salts; 
A  stinted  plant,  deceitful  of  thy  hopes, 
WiU  firom  those  beds  slow  spring  whcre  bot  dung 
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Bat,  if  'tis  9eatter*d  grncfously  o'er  all, 
The  cane  will  better  bear  the  solar  blaze; 
Less  rain  dcmand ;  and,  by  repcated  crops,^ 
Thy  land  improv*d,  its  gratitude  will  show. 

Enougb  of  composts,  Muse ;  of  soils,  enongh : 
When  best  to  dig,  and  when  inhume  the  cane ; 
A  task  how  ardnous !  next  demands  thy  song. 

It  not  imports  beneath  what  sign  thy  hocs 
The  deep  trough  sink,  and  ridge  altcmate  raise : 
If  this  from  washes  guard  thy  gemmy  tops;      260 
And  that  arrest  the  moisture  these  rcquire. 

Ver.  237.  The  yams  improve  the  foz'/.]  The  botani- 
cal  name  of  this  plant  is  dioscoria.  Its  leśires,  Hkc 
those  of  the  water-melon,  or  gotird,  soon  mantle 
over  the  groundwhere  it  is  planted.  Tt  takes  about 
eight  months  lo  come  to  perfection,  and  then  is  a 
wholi^some  root,  either  boiled  or  roasłed.  TTiey 
will  sometimes  weigh  one  and  an  half,  ortwo 
pounds,  but  their  commonest  size  is  from  six  ounces 
to  nine.  They  cannot  be  kept  good  above  half  a 
year.  Tłicy  are  a  native  of  South  America^  the 
West  Indies,  and  of  most  parts  of  Gninea. 

Ver.  260 gtmmy  /o/w.]  The  sum  mit  of  the 

cane  being  smaller-jointed  as  well  as  sofVer,  and 
consequently  having  morę  gems,  from  whence  the 
young  sprouts  shoot,  is  properer  for  planting  than 
any  other  part  of  it.  From  one  to  four  junks,  each 
about  a  foot  long,  are  put  in  every  hole.  Where 
tso  many  junks  are  plimted  in  on«  hole,  th«  canet 


Yet,  should  the  site  of  thine  estate  _ 
Let  the  trade-wind  thy  ridjres  rentilate; 
So  shall  a  greener,  loftier  cane  arise. 
And  richest  nectar  in  thy  coppers  foam. 

As  art  transforms  the  8avage  face  of  things* 
And  order  captivates  the  harmoniom  mindy 
Let  not  thy  Blacks  irregularly^  hoe: 
But,  aided  by  the  linę,  consult  the  site 
Of  thy  dcmesnes ;  and  beautify  the  whole.        TtO 
So  when  a  monarch  rushes  to  the  war. 
To  drive  invasion  from  his*  frighted  realm  ; 
Some  dclegated  chief  the  fronti<*r  views. 
And  to  each  sqnadron,  and  brigade,  assigns 
Their  ordor*d  station :  soon  the  tented  field 
Brigade  and  squadron,  whiten  on  the  sight; 
And  fili  spectators  with  an  awful  joy. 

planter,  Improvement  is  the  child  of  Time; 
Włiat  your  sires  knew  not,  ye  their  offspring  koow; 
But  hath  your  artreceivM  Perfection*s  stamp  ?  2SU 
Thou  can'st  not  say. — Unprejudic'd,  thco  leara 
Of  ancient  modes  to  doubt,  and  new  to  try  : 
And  if  Philosophy,  with  Wisdom,  deign 
Thee  to  cnlighten  with  their  use^il  lorę; 
Fair  famę  and  riches  will  reward  thy  toiL 

Then  say,  ye  swains,  whom  wealth  and  Uam 
inspire, 
Might  not  the  plough,  that  rolls  on  rapid  wbeeli, 
Save  no  smali  labour  to  the  boe-arm*d  gang? 
Might  not  the  culture  tauirht  the  British  binds, 
By  Ceres'  son,  unfailing  crops  secnre;  29d 

Though  neither  dung  nor  fallowing  lent  their  aid  ? 

The  cultnrM  land  recalls  the  devious  Muse; 
Propitious  to  the  planter  be  the  cali : 
For  much,  my  fricnd,  it  thee  imports  to  kncnr 
The  meetest  season  to  commit  thy  tops, 
With  best  advantage,  to  the  well-dug  mould. 
The  task  how  diificult,  to  cult  the  best 
From  thwarting  sentimcnts ;  and  best  adom 
What  Wisdom  chooses,  in  poctic  gaib ! 
Yet,  Inspiration,  come :  the  thcme  onsuog,      900 
Whence  nevcr  poet  cropt  one  bloomy  wreath } 
In  vast  importance  to  my  native  land, 
Whose  swed  idea  rushes  on  my  mind. 
And  makes  me  'mid  this  paradiae  repine; 
Urgc  me  to  pluck,  from  rancy's  aoaring  wtng, 
A  plume  to  deck  Experience'  hoary  brow. 

Attend. — ^The  son  of  Time  and  Truth  declai«% 
Unless  the  low-hung  clonds  drop  (atness  down. 
No  bnnching  plants  of  vivid  green  will  spnng, 
fn  goodly  ranks,  to  fili  the  planter's  eye.  Sltf 

Let  then  Sagacity,  with  curious  ken, 
Remark  the  various  signs  of  futurę  raiiL 
The  signs  of  rain,  tbe  ^lantuan  bard  hath  siiDf 
Tn  loftiest  numbers;  friendly  to  thy  swAins, 
Once  fertile  Ttaly:  but  other  marks 
Portend  the  approaching  sbower,  ńi    tfatese  boi 
cl  i  mes. 
Short  sudd(^  rains,  from  Ocean's  raiBed  bed,. 
Drivcn  by  some  momentary  sąualls,  wil!  oft 
With  frequent  he^vy  bubbling  drops,  down  faH; 
While  yet  the  Sun,  in  doudless  lustre,  shincs:  3fll 
And  draw  their  humrd  train  o*er  half  the  isle. 

may  be  numerous,  but  can neither  become  Tigortwi, 
nor  yield  such  a  quantity  of  rich  IJquor  as  thrj 
otherwise  would.  In  case  the  young  shoots  do  vA 
appear  above  ground  in  four  or  fire  weekf,  tbe  de- 
ficiencies  must  be  suppUed  with  new  tops. 

Ver.  290.  By  Ceres"  »».]  Jethro  Tuli,  es^.  tk 
greatest  improver  in  modem  hutbaodry. 
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ITnbappy  he !  włio  joumcys  tlien  from  home, 
No  shade  to  screen  him.    His  untimely  fate 
Hb  wife,  his  babes,  his  friends,  will  soon  deplore ; 
JJnIess  hot  wines,  dry  clothes,  and  friction'a  aid. 
His  fleeting  spirits  stay.     Yet  not  eveD  these. 
Kor  ail  ApolIo's  arts,  will  alwajs  bribe  ' 
The  insidious  tyrant,  Death,  thnce  tyrani  here: 
Elsę  good  Amyntor,  him  the  graces  lov'd, 
Wisdom  carcssM,  and  Themis  calPd  her  own,    330 
Had  IivM  by  all  admir*d,  had  now  perusM 
•*  Tbcse  lines,  with  all  the  malice  of  a  friend." 

Yet  futurę  rains  the  careful  may  foretcll : 
Mosquit06,  sand-flies,  seek  the  shelterM  roof. 
And  with  fell  ragę  the  stranger-guest  assail. 
Kor  spare  the  sportive  chiid ;  from  their  retreats 
Cockroaches  crawl  displeasingly  abroad: 

Ver.  534.  3fos'juUos,']  This  is  a  Spanish  word, 
•i^paifying  a  gnat,  or  fly.  Tliey  are  very  trouble- 
8omc,  espccially  to  strangers,  wbom  they  bite  un- 
merctfully,  oausing  a  yellow  coloured  tumour,  at^ 
tended  with  excessivc  itching.  Ugly  ulccrs  have 
often  been  occasioncd  by  scratching  those  swellings, 
in  persons  of  a  bad  habit  of  body.  Though  nativca 
of  the  West  Indles,  they  are  not  less  common  in  the 
coldest  regions ;  for  Mr.  Maupertuis  takes  notlce 
bow  troublesome  tht^y  were  to  him  apd  his  attend* 
tnts  on  the  snowy  summit  of  certain  mountains 
withm  the  arctic  circie.  They,  however,  chiefly 
loTe  shady,  moist,  and  warm  places*  Aocordingly 
they  are  commonest  to  be  met  with  in  the  comers  of 
looms,  towards  evening,  and  before  raia.  They  are 
•o  ligbt,  as  not  to  be  felt  w  hen  they  pitch  on  the 
skin;  and,  as  soon  as  they  have  darted  in  thcir  pro- 
boscb,  6y  off,  so  that  the  first  intimation  ouc  has  of 
being  bit  by  tłiem,  is  the  itching  tumour.  Warm 
lime-juice  is  its  remi^dy.  The  mosquito  makes  a 
hqroming  noise,  especially  in  the  night-timc. 

Ver.334 xamf;/7ic^,]  This  insect  the  Spaniards 

cali  mosąoitilła,  being  much  sthallcr  thau  the  mos- 
qaito.  Its  bite  is  like  a  spark  of  firc,  falling  on  the 
ikin,  which  it  raises  into  a  smali  turnour  accom- 
panied  with  itching.  But  if  the  sand-fly  causes  a 
tharper  and  morę  suddeo  pain  than  the  ino6quiŁo, 
yet  it  is  a  morę  honourable  enemy,  for  remaining 
opon  the  skin  aftcr  the  puncture,  it  may  easily  be 
kilłed.  ^  Its  colour  is  grey  and  black,  striped. 
Łemon-juice  or  first  rnnnings  cure  its  bite. 

Ver.  337.  Cockroaches  craiol.'\  This  is  a  large 
species  of  the  chafer,  or  scaribseus,  and  is  a  most 
dttagreeable  as  well  as  destructive  insect.  There 
is  scarce  any  thing  which  it  will  not  devour,  and 
wbereyer  łt  has  remained  for.  any  time,  it  leaves  a 
nauseous  smell  behind  it.  Tliougłi  better  than  an 
liich  long,  their  thiokness  is  no  ways  correspondcnt, 
to  that  they  can  insinuate  themselves  al  most 
thrcmgh  any  crevice,  Sec.  into  cabinets,  drawers^  &c. 
The  smell  of  cedar  is  said  to  frighten  them  away  j 
bnt  this  is  a  popular  mistake,  for  I  haYe-ofteu  killcd 
them  in  presses  of  that  wood.  There  is  a  species  of 
cockroach,  which,  on  account  of  a  beating  noise 
whk^h  it  makes,  especiaMy  in  the  night,  is  called  the 
dnimmer.  Though  largcr,  it  is  neither  of  so  bur- 
Dished  a  coloyr,  nor  so  quick  in  its  motions  as  the 
common  sort,  than  which  it  is  also  less  freąuent,  and 
not  so  pemicious  j  yet  both  will  nibble  peoples  toe- 
ends,  especially  if  not  well  washed,  and  have  so(ne- 
times  occasioned  uneasy  sores  there,  They  are  na- 
tłves  of  a  warm  cliltaate.  The  French  cali  tl^em 
»vets. 


These,  without  pity,  let  thy  slave9  destroy ; 
(Like  Harpies,  they  defile  whate'cr  they  touch) 
While  those,  the  smother of  combustion  ąuells.    340 
The  speckled  lizard  to  its  hole  retreats, 
And  black  crabs  travel  from  the  motintain  down ; 
Thy  ducks  their  feathors  prune ;  thy  doves  return, 
In  faithful  flocks,  and^  on  the  neighbouring  roof, 
Perch  frequent;  where,  with  pleasM  attention,  they 
Behold  the  decpening  congregated  clouds, 
With  sadness,  biot  the  azure  vault  of  Heaven. 

Now,  wbilc  the  showerdepends,  and  rattle  loud 
Your  doors  and  windows,  hastę,  ye  housewives,  płaco 
Yourspouts  and  pails;  ye  Negroes,  seek  the  shade, 
Save  those  who  open  with  the  ready  hoe  351 

The  enriching  water-course :  for,  sec,  the  drops, 
Wliich  fell  with  slight  aspersion,  now  descend 
In  streams  continuous  on  the  laughing  land. 
The  coyest  Naiads  quit  their  rocky  eayes. 
And,  with  delight,  run  brawling  to  the  main; 
While  those,  who  love  still  visible  to  glad 
The  thirsty  plains  from  never-ceasing  ums, 
Assume  morę  awful  majesty,  and  pour, 
With  forceresistless,down  the  channerd  rocks.  360 
The  rocks,  or  spUt,  or  hurried  from  their  base, 
Wit^  trees,  are  whirlM  imp ctuous  to  the  sca : 
Fluctuates  the  forest ;  the  tom  mountains  roar  t 
The  main  itself  recoils  for  many  a  league, 
While  its  green  face  is  changM  to  sordid  brown. 
A  grateful  freshness  every  sense  perrades ; 
While  bcats  the  heart  with  unaccustomM  joy : 
Her  Stores  fugacious  Memory  now  recalls ; 
And  Fancy  prunes  her  wings  for  loftiest  flights. 
The  mute  creation  share  the  enlivening  hour;   370 
Bouuds  the  brisk  kid,  and'wauton  plays  the  lamb. 
The  drooping  plants  revive ;  ten  thousand.blooms^ 

Ver.  341.  The  speckled  lizard,}  This  is  meant  of 
the  ground-lizard,  and  not  of  the  tree-Uzard^  which 
is  of  a  fine  green  colour.  There  are  many  kinds  of 
ground  lizards,  which,  as  they  are  common  in  Hm 
hot  parts  of  Europę,  I  shall  not  descńbe.  All  ^ 
them  ara  perfectiy  Innocent,  llie  Caribbieans  used 
to  eat  them ;  they  are  not  inferior  to  snakes  as  a  me- 
dicated  food.  Suuff  forced  into  their  mouth  soon 
conrulsesthem.  ITiey  cbange  colour,  and  become 
torpid  j  but,  in  a  fcw  hours,  recover.  The  guana, 
or  rather  iguana,  is  the  largest  sort  of  lizard*  Th  is, 
when  i  rritated,  will  fly  at  one.  U  lives  mo&tly  upon 
fniiU  It  has  a  saw-like  appearance,  which  rangcs 
from  its  head  all  along  its  back,  to  its  tait.  The 
flesh  of  it  is  esteemed  a  great  dclicacy.  The  first 
writers  on  the  lues  Ycnerea,  forbid  its  use  to  thoKe 
wH^  lahour  under  that  discase.  It  is  a  very  ugly 
animal.  In-some  parts  of  South  America,  the  atii- 
gator  is  called  iguana. 

Ver.  342.  And  black  crabs»]  Black  land-crabs  are 
cxcellenteating;  but  as  they  somctlmes  will  occa- 
sion  a  most  violent  cholei-a  morbus,  (owiog,  say 
planters,  to  their  feeding  on  the  maboe-berryjthey 
should  never  be  dresscd  till  they  have  fed  for  soma 
weeks  in  a  crab-house,  afle^  being  caught  by  the 
Negroęs.  When  they  inoult,  they  are  most  deli- 
catc ;  and  then,  it  is  belicved,  never  poison.  Thia 
however  is  certain,  that  at  that  time  they  have  no 
gall^  but,  in  its  stcad,  tbc  petrifacdon  called  a 
cnabs-eye  is^ound.  As  I  hare  frequent]y  obscrved 
their  great  claws  (with  which  they  8everely  bite  the 
unwary)  of  very  uneąual  sizes,  it  is  probable  these 
regenerats  when  broke  off  by  accidcnt,  or  other- 
wiset 
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Whicb,  with  their  fragrant  scents,  perfame  the  air, 
Bunt  into  being:;  whtte  the  canes  put  on 
Glad  Nature'8  liTeliest  robę,  the  vivid  green. 

But  chief,  Ict  flxM  Attention  ćast  bis  eye 
On  the  capt  mountain,  whose  high  rocky  verge 
The  wild  fig  canopies,  (yast  woodland  king, 
Beneath  thy  branching  shade  a  banner'd  host 
May  He  in  ambush !)  and  whose  shaggy  sidcs,  380 
Trees  shade,  of  cndless  green,  enormous  size, 
Wondrous  in  shape,  to  botany  unknown, 
Old  as  the  deluge. — ^There,  in  secret  haunts, 
The  watery  spints  ope  their  liquid  coiirt ; 
There,  with  the  wood-nymphs,  link*d  in  festal  band, 
(Soft  ąirs  and  Phoebus  wing  them  to  their  anns) 
Hołd  amorous  dsilliance.    Ah,  may  nonę  profane, 
With  fire,  or  steel,  their  mystic  privacy : 
Por  there  their  fluent  offśpring  first  see  day, 
Coy  inftints  sporting ;  silver-footed  dcw  390 

To  bathc  by  night  thy  sprouts  in  genial  batm ; 
The  green-stoPd  Naiad  of  the  tinkling  rill, 
Whose  brow  the  fem-tree  shados :  the  power  of  rain 
To  glad  the  thirsty  soil  on  which,  arraogM, 
The  gemmy  summits  of  the  cane  await 
Thy  Negro-train,  (in  linen  lightly  wrapt) 
Who  now  that  painted  Iris  girds  the  sky, 
(Aerial  arch,  which  Fancy  Ioves  to  stride  !) 
Disperse,  all-jocund,  o'er  the  long-hoed  land. 

The  bundles  some  untie ;  the  witherM  leaves, 
Othcrs  strip  artful  off,  and  carcful  lay,  401 

Twice  one  junk,  distant  iti  the  amplest  bcd: 
OVr  these,  with  hasty  hoe,  some  lightly  spread 
The  mounded  intcrval,  and  smooth  the  trcnch : 
Well-pleasM,  the  master-swain  revicw8  their  toil ; 
And  rolls,  in  faucy,  many  a  fuU-fraught  cask, 
So,  wheu  the  shield  was  forg*d  for  Peleus*  son ; 
The  swarthy  Cyclops  sharM  th'  important  task : 
With  bellows,  some  reviv*d  the  seeds  of  fire ; 
Some,  gold,  and  brass,  and  steel,  together  fus*d   410 
In  the  ^ast  fumace ;  while  a  cboscn  few, 
In  cąual  measures  lifting  their  bare  arms, 
Inform  the  mass  ;  and,  hissing  in  the  wavc. 
Temper  the  glowing  orb  :  their  sire  beholds, 
Amaz'd,  the  wonders  of  his  fusilc  art. 

While  Procyon  rcigns  yct  fenrid  in  the  sky; 
While  yet  the  fiery  Sun  in  Leo  rides; 
And  the  Sun^s  chiid,  the  maird  anana,  yields 
His  regal  apple  to  the  rayishM  taste ; 
And  thoii  green  avocato,  charm  of  sense,  420 

Thy  ripened  marrow  liberally  bestow^st ; 
Begin  the  distant  mountain-laud  to  plant ; 

Vcr.  393.  Whose  brow  the  fern-tree.]  This  only 
grows*  in  mountainous  situations.  Its  stem  sboots 
up  to  a  considerable  height,  but  it  does  not  divide 
into  branches,  till  near  the  summit,  whcre  it  shoots 
out  horizontally,  like  an  umbrella,  into  leave?, 
which'  resemble  those  of  the  common  fem.  I  know 
of  no  mcdical  uses  whereto  this  singularly  beautiful 
tree  has  been  applied,  and  indeed  its  wood,  being 
spungy,  is  seldom  uscd  to  economical  purposes. 
It,  however,  serves  well  enough  for  building  moun- 
tain-huts,  and  temporary  fences  for  cattle. 

Ver.  418,  ......  /Ae  mml^d  ananc.JThis  is  the  pine- 

apple,  and  needs  no  description;  the  cherinioya,  a 
South  American  fniit,  is  by  all,  who  have  tasted 
botb,  allowed  to  surpass  the  pinc,  and  is  evcn  said 
to  be  morę  wholesome.  The  botanical  name  of 
the  pine-apple  is  bromelia,  Of  the  wild  pine- 
apple,  or  ananas  bravo,  hedgos  are  madę  in  South 
America,    It  prodiices  an  inferior  sort  of  fruit. 


So  shall  thy  canes  defj  Noyember^s  cM, 
Ungenial  to  the  upland  ybung;  so  bcit, 
Unstinted  by  the  arrow*8  deadning  power, 
Long  yellow  joints  shall  flow  witb  generoin  juice.. 

But,  till  the  lemoD,  orange>  and  the  limę* 
Amid  their  Terdant  umbrage,  countleas  glo* 
With  fragrant  fruit  of  vegetable  gold ; 
Till  yellow  plantaoes  bend  the  uD8taJa'd  bough  490 
With  crooked  closters,  prodigally  fuli ; 
Till  Capricom  command  the  cloudy  sky  ; 
And  moist  Aqnsńus  melt  in  daily  slKiwera» 
Friend  to  the  cane-isles ;  tnist  not  tboa  Łby  topa^ 
Thy  futurę  ńches,  to  the  low-land  plain: 
And  if  kind  Heaven,  in  pity  to  thy  prayen, 
Shed  genial  influence ;  as  the  Earth  absoWei 
Her  annual  circuit,  thy  rich  ripen'd  canes 
Shall  load  thy  waggons,  mules,  and  Negro-traoL 

But  chief  thee,  planter,  it  imports  to  mark   440 
(Whether  thou  breathe  the  mountain^s  humid  air, 
Or  pant  with  beat  continual  on  the  plain) 
What  montha  relent,  and  which  from  rain  are  finee., 
In  difrei'ent  islands  ot  the  ocean-atream, 
Even  in  the  different  parta  of  the  same  islCj^ 
The  seasons  rary ;  yet  attention  sooa 
Will  giye  thee  each  yariety  to  know. 
This  once  obBery'd ;  at  such  a  time  inbome 
Thy  plants,  that,  when  they  joint,  (ioDpartant  age, 
Like  youth  just  stepping  into  life)  the  clouds     43i) 
May  constantly  bedew  them :  so  shall  tfaey 
Avoid  those  ails,  which  else  their  manhood  kilL 
Six  timcs  the  changeful  Moon  must  blunt  ber  honB. 
And  fili  with  borrowed  light  ber  silvery  urn  ; 
Ere  thy  tops,  trusted  to  the  mountain-land, 
Commence  their  jointing ;  but  fonr  moons  suffice 
To  bring  to  puberty  the  low-land  canc^ 

In  plants,  in  beasts,  in  man's  imperial  race, 
An  aiien  mixttire  meliorates  the  breed ; 
Hence  canes,  that  sickened  dwarfi««h  on  tbe  plain. 
Will  shoot  with  giant-yigour  on  the  hill.  461 

Thus  all  depends  on  all;  so  God  ordains. 
Thcn  let  not  nian  for  little  selfish  ends, 
(Britain,  remember  this  important  truth  1) 
Presume  the  principle  lo  counteract 
Of  uniyersal  love ;  for  God  is  lorę. 
And  wide  creation  shares  alike  his  carR. 

nis  said  by  some,  and  not  unletter*d  they, 
That  chief  the  planter,  if  he  wealth  desire, 
Should  notę  the  phases  of  the  fickle  Mooo.        47a 
On  thee,  sweet  empress  of  the  night,  depend 
The  tides ;  stem  Neptune  pays  his  court  to  thee  ^ 
The  winds,  obedient  at  thy  bidding,  shift. 
And  tempests  rise  or  fali ;  eyen  lordly  maot 
Thine  energy  controls. — Not  so  the  cane; 
7*he  cane  its  independcncy  may  boast, 
Though  some  less  noble  plants  thine  influence  owo. 

Of  mountain-lands  economy  permits 
A  third,  in  canes  of  mighty  growth  to  rise: 
But,  in  the  low-land  plam,  the  half  will  yield    480 
Though  not  so  lofty,  yet  a  richer  cane. 
For  many  a  crop ;  if  seasons  glad  the  soil. 

"miile  rolls  the  Sun  from  Aries  to  the  Buli, 
And  till  the  Virgin  his  hot  beams  inflame ; 
The  cane,  with  richest,  most  redundant  juice, 
Thy  spacious  coppers  fills.    Then  manage  ao, 
By  planting  in  succession,  that  thy  crops 
The  wond'ring  daughtcrs  of  the  main  may  wafi 

Ver.  482 if  seasons  ghdłhe  lor/.J  Long-coa- 

tiniied  and  yiolent  rains  are  called  seajODS  ia  the 
West  Indies. 
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To  Britaio**  shore,  ere  IJbra  weigh  the  year : 

So  shall  thy  merchant  ch«erfoI  credit  grant,     490 

And  well-earii'd  opulence  thy  cares  repay. 

Tby  fields  thns  planted ;  to  secure  the  canes 
From  the  goafs  haiaeful  tooth)  the^hurning  boor ; 
Fkom  thieve8 ;  from  fire  or  casaal  or  desigaM  $ 
Unfailing  herlmge  to  thy  toiling  herds 
Wouid'8t  thou  afibrd ;  and  the  speotators  charm 
With  beauteous  prospects :  let  the  frequent  hedge 
Tby  green  plantatioti,  regular,  di^ide. 

With  Bmes,  with  lemons,  let  thy  fences  glow, 
Grateful  to  senne ;  now  children  of  this  dime :  500 
And  berę  and  there  let  oranges  erect 
Thdr  shapely  beauties,  and  perfume  the  sky. 
Nor  len  delightftil  blooms  the  logwood-hedge, 
Wbose  wood  to  coctioo  yields  a  precioos  balm, 
Specific  in  the  flux :  endemial  ail, 
Mach  cause  have  I  to  weep  thy  fatal  sway.~-> 
Bat  Ood  18  ja8t|  and  man  must  not  repine. 
Nor  shall  the  ricimis  annoted  pass ; 
Yet,  if  the  cholic's  deathfal  pangs  thoii  dread*8t, 
Taste  not  its  luscious  nut.    The  acasse,  510 

Vcr.  500 mm  children  qf  ihit  clime.']  It  is 

snpposed  that  oranges,  lemons,  and  limes  were  in- 
troduced  into  America  by  the  Spaniards;  but  I  am 
morę  inclined  to  belieTe  they  are  natural  to  the  cli- 
mate.  The  Spaniards  themseWes  probably  had  the 
two  first  from  the  Saracens,  for  the  Spanish  noun 
naraipa,  whence  the  English  word  orange,  is  płainly 
Arabie. 

Ver.  503 the  logwood-hedgeJ]  LimiBeQs's  name 

fsr  tbis  useful  tree  is  hemotOKylon,  but  it  is  better 
ksown  to  physicians  by  that  of  łignum  dompechense. 
Its^rirtues,  as  a  medicine,  and  properties  as  an  in- 
gredient  in  dsing,  need  not  to  be  enumcrated  in  this 
płace.  It  makes  a  no  less  strong  than  beautiful 
hedge  in  the  West  Indies,  wbere  it  rises  to  a  consi- 
deraUe  height 

Ver.  508. Nor  shaU  the  rra»ta.]This  shrub  is 

commoaly  called  the  physic-nut.  It  is  generally 
diTided  into  three  kinds,  the  common,  tłie  Prench, 
aod  the  Spanish,  which  diffsr  from  each  other  in 
their  leaves  and  flowers,  if  notin  theirfruit  orseeds. 
The  plant  from  which  the  castor-oil  is  extracted  is 
also  called  ricinus,  tbough  it  bas  no  resemblance  to 
any  of  the  ibrmer,  in  leaves,  flowers,  or  seeds.  In 
ooe  particnlar  they  atl  agree,  viz.  in  theh*  yieldmg 
to  coctioD  or  expres8ion  a  purgati^e  or  emetic  oil. 
Hie  Spaniards  name  these  nots  ayellanas  purga- 
tiras ;  henc^  Ray  terms  them  avellanie  purgatrices 
nori  orbis.  By  roasttng  they  are  supposed  to  lose 
part  of  their  Tinilency,  whicft  is  wholly  destroyed, 
say  some  people,  by  taking  out  a  leaf-like  substance 
that  is  to.be  found  between  the  iobes.  The  nut  ex- 
ceeds  a  walnut,  or  even  an  almond,  in  sweotness, 
and  yet  three  or  four  of  them  will  operate  briskly 
both  up  and  down.  The  French  cali  this  Useful 
shrub  medecinier.  That  speciesof  it  which  bears 
red  ooral  like  flowers  is  named  bellyach  by  the 
Baibadjans;  and  its  ripe  seeds  are  supposed  to  be 
specific  against  melancholy. 

Ver.  510 The  aeasseJ]  Acacia.     This  is  a 

species  of  thom ;  the  juice  of  the  root  is  supposed  to 
tw  poisoDOus.  Its  seeds  are  contained  iWb,  pod  or 
ligamen.  It  is  of  the  class  of  the  syngenesia.  No 
astring^ent  juice  is  extracted  from  it  Its  triyial 
name  is  cashaw.  Tournelurt  describes  it  in  his 
Yoyage  to  the  Lerant  Sunę  cali  it  the  boly  thom, 
aad  otbers  sweetrbrier.    Tbe  half-ripe  pod  afibrds  a 


With  which  the  sons  of  Jewry,  8tiff-neck'd  race, 
Conjectore  sajrs,  oor  God-Messiah  crown'd; 
Soon  shoots  a  thick  impenetrable  fence, 
Whose  soent  perfumes  the  night  and  moming  sky, 
Though  baneful  be  its  root.    Tbe  pnret  too, 
Whose  white  flowers  rival  the  first  drifts  of  snów 
On  Grampia*s  piny  hills,  (O  might  the  Muse 
Tread,  flash'd  with  health,  the  Grampian  bills 

again ! ) 
Emblem  of  innocence,  shall  grace  my  song. 
Boast  of  the  shrubby  tribe,  caroation  fair,         520 
Nor  thou  repine,  tbough  late  the  Muse  record 
Thy  bloomy  hooours.    Tipt  with  bumish^d  gold. 
And  with  imperial  purple  crested  high, 
Morę  gorgeous  than  the  train  of  Jano*s  bird, 
Thy  bloomy  honours  oft  the  curious  Muse 
Hath  seen  transported:  seen  the  humming  bird, 
Whose  bumish'd  neck  bright  glows  with  verdant 
Least  of  the  winged  Tagrants  of  the  sky,        {gold  ; 
Yet  dauntless  as  the  strong-pouncM  bińl  of  Jove ; 
With  fiuttcring  Tchemenće  attack  thy  cups,      530 
To  rob  them  of  their  nectar*s  luscious  storę. 

Bat  if  with  Stones  thy  meagrc  lands  are  spread  ; 
Be  these  collected,  they  will  pay  thy  toil : 
And  let  Yitruyius,  aided  by  tbe  linę, 
Fence  thy  plantations  with  a  thick-built  wali. 
On  this  lay  cuttings  of  the  prickly  ptor; 

strong  cement;  and  the  main  stem,  being  wounded, 
produces  a  transparent  gum,  like  tbe  Arabie,  to 
which  trees  tbis  bears  a  strong  resemblance. 

Ver.  515 Thepmet. ]  Ligustrum.  This  shmb 

is  sufliciently  known.  Its  leares  and  flowers  make 
a  good  gargle  in  the  apbtbss,  and  ulcered  throat. 

Ver.  520 camatknfttir,'^  This  is  indeed  a 

most  beautiful  flowering  shrub.  It  is  a  natire  of 
the  West  Indies,  and  called,  from  a  French  goremor, 
named  Depoinci,  poinciana.  If  permitted,  it  will 
grow  twenty  fect  high;  but,  in  order  to  make  it  a 
good  fence,  it  should  be  kept  Iow.  It  is  always  in 
blossom.  Though  not  purgatire,  it  is  of  the  senna 
kind.  Its  leaves  and  flowers  are  stomacbic,  carmi- 
native,  and  emmenagogue.  Some  authors  name  it 
cauda  paTonis,  on  account  of  its  inimitable  beauty ; 
the  flowers  have  a  physicky  smell.  How  it  came  to 
be  called  doodl&-doo  I  know  not;  the  Barbadians 
morę  properly  term  it  flower  fence.  This  plant 
grows  also  in  Guinea. 

Ver.  526 seen  the  humming  btrd,"]  The  hum- 

mmgbird  is  called  picaflore  by  the  Spaniards,  on  ac- 
count of  its  hoTeringover  flowers,  and  sacking  their 
juices,  without  lacerating,  or  eyen  so  much  as  dis- 
composing  their  petals.  Its  Indian  name,  says 
Ulloa,  is  gninde,  though  it  is  also  known  by  the  ap- 
pellation  of  rabilargo  and  lizongero.  By  the  Ca- 
ribbeeans  it  was  called  callobree.  It  is  common  in 
atl  the  wann  parts  of  America.  Tliere  are  variot» 
speciesof  them,  all  exceeding smali,  beautiful,  and 
bold.  The  crested  one,  though  not  so  freąuent, 
is  yet  morę  beautiful  than  the  otbers.  It  is  chiefly 
to  be  ibund  in  the  woody  parts  of  the  mountains. 
Edwarda  bas  described  a  very  beautiful  humming 
bird,  with  a  long  taił,  which  is  a  native  of  Surinam, 
but  which  I  never  saw  in  these  islands.  They  arte 
'casily  caught  in  rainy  weather. 

Yer.  536. pneklypear.  ]  The  botanical  name  of 

this  plant  is  opuntia ;  it  will  gro#  in  the  barrenest 
soils,  and  on  thetopsof  thewalls,  if  a  smali  portion 
of  earth  be  added.  There  are  two  sortu  of  it,  one 
whose  iruit  is  roundish  and  sweet,  the  other,  whicb 
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They  soon  a  formidable  fence  will  shooi : 
Wild  liąuorice  here  its  red  beadB  loTes  tn  hang, 
Whiist  Bcaudent  bioMoms,  yellow,  purple,  blue, 
Unhiirty  wind  round  its  sbield-like  leaf  and  speara. 
Nor  is  its  fruit  iDcleganŁ  of  taste,  541 

Though  Diore  its  coloiir  charms  the  ravish*d  eye; 
Yermetl,  as  yoiithful  beauty^s  roseat  hue; 
As  thine,  fair  Christobelle:  ah,  wben  will  Fate^ 
Tbat  iong  bath  scowrd  relentless  od  the  bard, 
Oivc  him  some  smali  plantation  to  enclose, 
Wbich  he  may  cali  his  own  ?  Not  wealth  he  cniYes, 
But  independence :  yet  if  thoa,  sweet  maid, 
In  healŁb  and  rirtue  bloom ;  though  worse  betide, 
Thy  smile  will  smootb  v^dversity's  rough  brow.    550 

In  Italy'a  green  bounds,  the  myrtle  shoots 
A  fragrant  fence,  and  blossoms  in  the  Sun. 
Here,  on  the  rockiest  verge  of  these  blest  isles, 
Wjth  little  care,  the  plant  of  love  would  grow. 
Ilien  to  the  citron  join  the  plant  of  łovQ, 
And  with  their  scent  and  shade  enrich  your  isles. 

Yet  some  pretend,  and  not  unspecious  they, 
The  wood-nymphs  foster  tbe  contagious  blast* 
Foes  to  tbe  DryaHs,  they  remorseless  fell  559 

F^rh  shrub  of  shade,  each  tree  of  spreading  root, 
That  woo  the  first  glad  fannings  of  the  breeze. 
Far  frpm  the  Muse  be  such  inhuman  thoughts; 
Far  better  recks  she  of  the  woodland  tribes, 
Earth'8  eldest  birth,  and  Earth's  best  ornament 
Ask  him,  whom  rude  necessity  compels 
To  dare  the  noontide  fervour,  in  this  clime, 
Ah,  most  intensely  hot ;  how  much  he  loogs 
.For  cooling  vaBt  impenetrable  shade  ? 
The  Muse,  alas,  th'  expenenc'd  Muse  can  tell :    ^^ 
Oft  hath  she  travelPd,  while  solstitial  beams     5*10 
Shot  yellow  deaths  on  the  devoted  land ; 

has  morę  the  shape,of  a  fig,  is  sour.  The  former 
is  sometimes  eat(>n,  but  tbe  other  seldom.  The 
French  cali  thera  pomml  de  raquette.  Both  fruit 
and  leaTei  are  guarded  with  sharp  prickles,  and, 
even  in  the  interior  part  of  the  fruit,  there  is  one 
which  must  be  removed  before  it  is  eaten«  The 
Ieaves,  which  are  half  an  inch  thiok,  having  a  sort 
of  pulp  interposed  between  their  surfaoes,  beiug 
deprired  of  their  spines,  and  sofleoed  by  the  fire, 
make  no  bad  poultice  for  inflammations.  The 
juice  of  the  fruit  is  an  innocent  fucus,  and  is  often 
used  to  tinge  guava  jellies.  The  opuntia,  upon 
which  the  cochineal  insect  breeds,  has  no  spines, 
and  is  cultivated  with  care  in  South  America, 
where  it  also  grows  wild.  The  pńckly  pear  makes 
a  strong  fence,  and  is  easily  trimm^  with  a  sci- 
mitar.     It  grows  naturally  in  some  parts  of  Spain. 

Ver.  533.  ^i/d  liquorice^'\  This  is  a  scandent 
plant,  from  which  the  Nćgroes  gather  what  they 
cali  jumbee  beeds.  These  are  about  the  size  of 
pigeon-peas,  almost  round,  of  a  red  colour,  with  a 
black  speck  on  one  extremity.  They  act  as  an 
e  netic,  but,  being  vio1ent  in  their  operation,  great 
eaution  should  be  obseryed  in  using  them.  The 
leares  make  a  good  pectoral  drink  in  disorders  of 
^  the  breast.  By  the  French  it  is  namcd  petit  pana- 
ooco,  to  distinguish  it  from  a  large  tree.  which  bears 
aeeds  of  the  same  colours,  only  much  bigger. 
This  tree  is  a  species  of  black  ebony. 

Ver.  553. contagious  biait.'^  So  a  particular 

species  of  blight«  called  in  the  West  ludiest  See 
its  descriptkrn  in  tbe  second  boolu 

Ver.  5 7 1 yeliow  deaths, ]  The  yellow  fever,  to 

which  Eprppeans  of  a  siu)guiiie  habit  of  body,  aad 


Oft,  oft  hath  she  their  iU-Judg*4  aTarioe  blam*^ 
Wbio,  to  the  stranger,  to  their  sUłves  and  b«nis^ 
Denied  this  best  of  joys,  tbe  httezy  sbade. 
And  are  there  noae,  wbiom  generous  pity  wanD% 
Friends  to  tbe  woodland  reign ;  whom  shadea  deUgfat  ? 
Who,  round  their  green  domaius^  plaot  bedlge-nw 

trees; 
And  with  cool  cedars  screen  tbe  public  way  ) 
Yes,  good  Montano  ^  friend  of  man  was  hm  : 
Him  persecution,  Yirtue's  deadliest  foe,  58Q 

Drove,  a  lom  exile,  firom  his  native  shore  ; 
From  his  green  hills,  where  many  a  fleecy  floek, 
Wbcre  many  a  belfer  cropt  tbehr  wbolesome  Ibodj 
And  many  a  swain,  obedient  to  his  rule, 
Him  their  loT*d  master,  their  piotector,  oin&*d» 
Yet,  ^m  that  paradise,  to  Indian  wildś, 
To  tropie  suns,  to  fell  barbarie  hinds, 
A  poor  outcast,  an  alien,  did  he  roam ; 
His  wife,  the  partner  of  his  better  hoors,  5S9 

And  one  sweet  infiuit,  cheer*d  his  dismal  way. 
Unu8'd  to  laboor  $  yet  the  orient  Sun, ' 
Yet  western  Pboebus,  saw  him  wield  the  hoe. 
At  first  a  garden  all  his  wants  snpplied, 
(ForTemperancesat  cheerful  at  his  board) 
With  yams,  cassada,  and  the  food  of  strength, 
Thrice-wholeMme  tanles :  while  a  neighboariiig  deO, 

who  exceed  in  drinking  or  exercise,  are  liable  oa 
their  arrival  in  the  West  Indies.  The  Frencii  cail 
it  maladie  de  Siame,  or  morę  properiy,  la  fievTe  des 
matelots.  Thosc  who  have  lived  any  time  in  tka 
islands  are  no  morę  subject  to  this  disease  thsn  the 
Creoles,  whence,  however,  some  physicians  ba«w 
too  hasŁily  C4>nc]uded,  that  it  was  of  Ibfeign  ex* 
traction. 

Ver.  595.  Casiada,'\  CassaTi,  ca8sava,  Is  called 
jatropha  by  botanists.  Its  meal  makes  a  wbole- 
some  and  well-tasted  bread,  although  its  juice  be 
poisonous.  There  is  a  species  of  cassada  whidi 
may  be  eat  with  safety,  without  eaipressing  tbe 
juice ;  this  the  French  cali  camagnoc.  Tbe  ookiar 
of  its  root  is  wbite,  like  a  parsnip :  tbat  of  tbe 
com.mou  kind  is  of  a  browoisb  red,  before  it  is 
scraped.  By  coction  'the  cassada  juice  becomcs 
an  eacellent  sauce  for  fish  ;  and  the  Indians  pie- 
parę  many  wholesome  dishes  from  it.  I  ba^e  givea 
it  intemally  mixed  with  flour  without  any  bad  eon- 
seąuences ;  it  did  not  bowever  produce  any  of  tbe 
salutary  efTects  I  expected.  A  good  starcb  is  madę 
from  it.  The  stem  is  knotty,  and,  being  cat  ima 
smali  junks  and  planted,  young  sprouts  shoot  up 
from  each  knob.  Horses  have  been  poisoned  by 
cating  its  leayes.  The  French  name  it  manibuC, 
roagnoc,  and  manioc,  and  the  Spaniards  mandioclia^ 
It  is  pretended  that  all  creatures  but  man  eat  tbe 
raw  root  of  the  cassada  with  impunity ;  and,  wboi 
dried,  that  Jt  ts  a  soyereign  antidote  against  rt" 
nomous  bites.  A  wholesome  drink  is  prepared 
from  this  root  by  the  Indians,  Spaniards,  and  For- 
tuguese,  acconling  to  Pineda.  lliere  is  one  qpecict 
of  this  plant  which  the  Indians  only  use,  and  is  by 
tliem  called  baccacoua. 

\>r.  596.  Tames.'\  This  whalesom<^  itx)t,  in  sonę 
of  the  islands,  is  called  edda:  its  boŁanical  nameis 
arum  moKimum  £gyptiacum.  There  are  tfaree  spe- 
cies of  tanies,  tbe  blue,  tbe  Acratching,  aud  that 
which  is  commonły  roasted.  llie  blossoms  of  all 
thrce  are  very  fragrant,  in  a  momin^  or  ev«ittng, 
Tbe  young  leayes,  as  well  as  tbe  spiral  stalks  whii^ 
support  thę  tiwcr,  arę  ęaten  l^y  n^^roes  m  «  saladi 
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(WhicK  Nstnre  to  the  sounop  had  resignM) 
With  ginger,  and  with  Raleigh^s  pungent  plant, 
Ga^e  wealth;   aod  gołd  bought  better  land  and 
slaves.  599 

HeaT«n  bleas^d  his  labonr:  now  the  cotton-sbrub, 
OcacM  with  broad  yellow  flowers,  unburt  by  wonns> 
0'er  many  an  acre  shed  its  wbitest  down : 
Tbe  power  of  rain  in  gental  moisture  bath*d 
His  cacao-walk,  which  teem'd with  marrowypods ; 

The  Toot  makes  a  good  broth  in  dysenteric  com- 
plaints.  They  are  seidom  so  large  as  the  yam, 
but  most  people  think  them  prefenble  in  point  of 
taste. 

Ver.  597 to  the  toitrscp*']  The  trne  Indian  name 

of  this  tree  is  suirsaak.  It  grows  in  the  barrenest 
płaces  to  a  considerable  heigbt.  -  Its  fniit  will 
often  weigh  two  pounds.  Its  skin  is  green,  and 
fODiewhat  prickly}  The  pulp  is  not  disagreeable 
to  the  palate,  being  cool,  and  having  its  sweetness 
temperied  witb  some  degree  of  an  acid.  IŁ  is  one 
of  the  anonas,  as  are  aiso  the  custard,  star,  and 
fugar-apples.  The  leaves  of  the  soursop  are  rery 
abioing  and  green.  The  fhiit  is  whoiesome,  but 
seidom  admitted  to  the  tables  of  the  elegant.  The 
fleeds  are  dispersed  through  tbe  pulp  like  the  giTaya. 
It  has  a  peculiar  flaTOur.  It  grows  in  the  East  as 
well  as  the  West  Indies.  The  botanical  name  is 
guanabanus.  The  French  cali  it  petit  corosol,  or 
caear  de  b<Buf,  to  which  the  fruit  bears  a  resem- 
blance.  The  root,  being  reduced  to  a  powder,  and 
snuffed  up  the  nose,  produces  the  same  effect  as 
tobaccoi  Taken  by  the  mouth,  tbe  Indians  pi-eteud 
it  as  a  speci6c  in  the  epilepsy. 

Ver.  6^0.  Cotłon,']  The  fine  down,  which  this  shrab 
produces  to  enrelope  its  seeds,  is  sufficiently  kpown. 
The  English,  Italian,  and  French  names,  evidently 
are  derived  from  the  Arabie  algodon,  as  the  Spa- 
niards  at  this  day  cali  iL  It  was  first  bronght  by 
the  Arabians  into  the  Levant,  where  it  is  now  ctil- 
tivated  with  great  success.  Authors  mention  four 
fpecies  of  cotton,  but  they  confound  thr  silk-cotton 
tree,  or  ceiba,  araong  thenu  The  flower  of  tbe 
West  India  cotton-shrab  is  yellow,  and  campanu- 
lated.  It  produces  twice  e^ery  year.  That  of 
Cayenne  is  tbe  best  of  any  that  comes  from  Ame- 
rica. .  This  plant  is  very  apt  to  be  destroyed  by  a 
grab  within  a  short  time ;  bating  that,  it  is  a  pro- 
fitable  prodaction.  Pliny  mentions  gossipium,  which 
is  the  commoD  botanioal  name  of  cotton.  It  is 
likewise  called  zylon.  Martinus,  in  his  Philological 
Lexjcon,  derives  cotton  from  the  Hebrew  word  \op 
katon,  or,  as  pronounoed  by  the  German  Jews, 
kotoun. 

Ver.  60^ cacaowali.']  It  isalso  called  cocao 

and  cocd.  It  is  a  natire  of  some  of  the  provinces  of 
South  America,  and  a  drink  madę  from  it  was  the 
common  food  of  the  Indians  before  the  Spaniards 
came  among  them,  who  were  some  time  in  those 
countries  ere  they  could  be  prerailed  upon  to  taste 
it ;  and  it  most  be  confessed,  that  the  Indian  cbo- 
colate  had  not  a  tempting  aspect;  yet  I  much 
doubt  whether  the  Europeans  have  greatly  im- 
pn>v«d  its  wholesomeness,  by  the  addition  of  va- 
nellas  and  other  hot  ingredients.  The  tree  often 
grows  fifteen  or  twenty  feet  high,  and  is  straight 
and  handsome.  Tbe  pods,  which  seidom  contain 
less  than  thirty  nuts  of  the  size  of  a  flatted  olive, 
grow  npon  the  stem  and  principal  branches.  The 
$f«ekn*e«  a  nioisty  ricb|  aod  ihaded  soil;    bence 


His  coffee  bath'd,  that  gk»w*d  with  b^rłes,  red 

As  Danae*s  lip,  or,  Theodosia,  thine, 

Yet  conntless  as  the  pebbies  on  the  shore ; 

Oft,  while  drought  kiird  his  impious  neigbbour*> 

grove. 
In  time,  a  numerous  gang  of  sturdy  8laves, 
Well-fed,  we1l-c1oth*d,  all  emnious  to  gain        610 
Their  master^s  smile,  who  treated  them  like  men  j 
Blacken'd  his  cane-lands :  which  with  vast  increase> 
Beyond  the  wish  of  avarice,  paid  his  toil. 
No  cramps,  with  sudden  death,8urprisM  his  mulet} 
No  glander-pest  his  airy  stables  thinn'd : 
And,  if  disoitler  8eiz'd  his  Negro  train, 
Celsus  was  callM,  and  pining  Illness  flew. 
His  gate  stood  wide  to  all ;  but  chief  the  poor, 
Th*  unfriendedstranger,  and  the  siekły,  shar^d 
His  prompt  munificence :  no  surly  dog,  f£0 

Nor  snrlier  Ethiop,  their  approaoh  debarr^d. 
The  Muse,  that>pays  this  tribute  to  his  famę, 
Oft  hath  e8cap*d  the  Sun's  meridian  blaze, 

those  who  plant  cacao-walks,  sometimes  screea 
them  by  a  hardier  tree,  which  the  Spaniards  aptly 
term  mądre  de  cacao.  They  may  be  planted  fifteen 
or  twenty  feet  distant,  though  some  ad^ise  to  plant 
them  much  nearer,  and  perhaps  wisely ;  for  it  is 
an  easy  matter  to  thin  them,  when  they  are  past 
the  danger  of  being  destroyed  by  dry  weather,  &c. 
Some  recommend  planting  cassada,  or  bananas,  in 
the  inter^als,  when  the  cacao-trees  are  young,  to 
destroy  weeds,  from  which  the  walk  cannot  be  kept 
too  free.  It  is  generally  three  years  before  they 
prod||ce  good  pods ;  but,  in  six  years,  they  are  in 
highest  perfection.  The  pods  are  commoniy  of 
the  size  and  shapo  of  a  large  cucumber.  Tłiere 
are  three  or  fbur  sorts  of  cacao,  which  difTer  from 
one  another  in  the  oołour  and  goodness  of  their 
nuts.  That  from  the  Caraccas  is  certainly  tbe 
"best.  Nonę  of  the  species  grow  in  Peru.  Its  a!i- 
mentary,  as  well  as  physical  properties,  are  suffi- 
ciently known.     This  word  is  Indian. 

Ver.  605.  His  coffee,"]  This  is  certainly  of  Arabie 
derivation ;  and  nas  been  used  in  the  East,  as  a 
drink,  time  immemorial.  The  inhabitants  about 
the  mouth  of  the  Red  Sea  were  tanght  the  use  of 
it  by  tbe  Persians,  say  authors,  in  the  fifteenth  cen- 
tury;  and  the  coiTce-sbrub  was  gradually  intro- 
dnced  into  Arabia  Felix,  whence  it  passed  into 
Rg^ypt,  Syria,  and  lastly  Constantinople.  Th^ 
Turks,  though  so  excessively  fond  of  coffee,  have 
not  known  it  miich  above  one  hnndred  and  fifty 
years;  whereas  the  Knglish  ha^e  been  acquainted 
therewith  for  upwards  of  an  hnndred,  one  Pasąua, 
a  Greek,  having  opened  a  cofiee-house  in  London 
abont  the  middte  of  the  I7th  century.  The  famous 
traveller,  The^enot,  introduced  cofiee  into  France. 
This  plant  is  cultivated  in  the  West  Indies,  partf- 
cułarly  by  the  French,  with  great  success;  but  the 
berry  from  thence  is  not  equal  to  that  from  Mocba. 
It  is  a  species  of  Arabian  jasmine ;  the  flower  is 
particularly  redolent,  and  fh>m  it  a  pleasant  cor- 
dial  water  is  distilled.  It  produces  fruit  twice 
CTery  year;  but  the  shrub  must  be  three  years  old 
before  any  can  be  gathered.  It  shonld  not  be  al- 
lowed  to  grow  abore  six  feot  high.  It  is  very  apt 
to  be  destroyed  by  a  large  fly,  which  the  French 
cail  mouche  a  caflTe;  as  well  as  by  the  wbite  grnb, 
which  they  name  puccron.  Its  medical  and  ali- 
mentary  ąualities  are  as  generally  known  as  those 
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Beneath  yon  tamaHnd-TisU,  which  his  haodg 
Planted ;  aad  whicb,  impemous  tb  tbe  Suo, 
His  latter  days  bebeld.— -One  noon  be  sat 
Beneath  iU  breezy  shade,  wbat  time  tbe  San 
His  sultry  vcngeance  from  tbe  Lion  pour*d ;  * 
And  calmly  tbus  his  eldest  hope  addrest. 

"  Be  pious,  be  iodustrious,  be  humane ;        650 
From  proud  Oppression  guard  the  labouring  bind. 
Whftte^er  their  creed,  God  is  tbe  Stre  of  man. 
His  image  they  $  then  dare  not  tbou,  my  son. 
To  bar  tbe  gates  of  mercy  on  mankiud. 
Yottr  fbes  forgive,  for  merit  must  make  foes ; 
And  in  each^virtue  far  surpass  your  sire. 
Your  means  are  ample,  Heaven  a  heart  bestow ! 
So  heaitb  and  peace  shall  be  yoor  portion  here; 
And  yon  brigbt  sky,  to  which  my  soul  aspires, 
Shall  bless  you  witb  eternity  of  joy."  640 

He  spoke,  and  ere  the  swift^wing^d  zagabadore 
Tbe  mountain  desert  starUed  with  his  bum ; 
Ere  fire-flies  trimmM  their  vital  lamps ;  and  ere 
Dun  £;rening  trod  on  rapid  Twilight*s  heei : 

His  knell  was  rung; 

And  all  the  cane-lands  wept  their  father  lost 

Muse,  yet  awbile  indulge  my  rapid  course ; 
And  I  'II  unbamessy  soon,  the  foaming  steeds. 

If  Jove  desceodi  propitious  to  thy  vows, 
In  frequent  Aoods  of  rain ;  8uccessive  crops      650 
Of  weeds  will  spring.    Nor  Tenture  to  repine, 
Though  oft  their  toil  thy  little  gang  renew ;    . 
Their  toil  tenfold  tbe  meltipg  beavens  repay : 
For  soon  thy  plants  will  magnitude  aoquire. 
To  crush  all  undergrowtb ;  before  tbe  Sun, 
The  planets  tbus  withdraw  their  puny  fires. 
And  though  untutor*d,  then,  thy  caues  will  sboot : 

Ver.  624.  TamonnJ-otf/a.]  This  large,  shady,  and 
beautifnl  tree  grows  fost  even  in  tbe  driest  soils, 
and  lasts  long ;  and  yet  its  wood  is  bard,  and  very 
fit  for  mecbanical  uses.  The  ]eaves  are  smaller 
than  those  of  senna,  and  pennated:  they  taste 
sourisb,  as  does  the  pulp,  which  is  oontained  in 
pods  ibur  or  five  inches  long.  They  bear  once  a 
year.  An  exceUent  vinegar  may  be  madę  from 
the  fruit ;  but  tbe  Creoles  chiefly  presenre  it  with 
tugar,  as  tbe  Spaniards  witb  salt  A  płeasant 
syrup  may  be  madę  from  it  The  name  is,  in 
Arabie,  tamara.  The  ancientswere  not  acquainted 
therewith ;  for  the  Arabians  flrst  introdoced  tama- 
rinds  into  physic ;  it  is  a  native  of  tbe.East  as  well 
as  of  the  West  Indies  and  South  America,  where 
different  prorinces  cali  it  by  different  names.  Its 
cathartic  qualities  are  well  known.  It  is  good  in 
lea^iokness.    The  botanicai  nanie  is  tamarindos. 

Ver.  641.  ...  and  ere  the  swfł-wing^d  tumóadore,^ 
This  bird,  which  is  one  of  the  largest  and  swiftest 
known,  is  only  seeo  at  nigfat,  or  rather  heard ;  for 
it  makes  a  hideous  hnmming  ncnse  (wbence  its 
name)  on  the  desert  tops  of  the  Andes.  See  Ulloa^s 
Yoyage  to  Sooth  America.  It  is  also  called  condor. 
|ts  wings,  wfaen  exp«nded,  haye  been  known  to  ex- 
eeed  sizteen  feet  firom  tip  to  tipw  See  Pbil.  TVans. 
Na  SOS. 

Ver.  643.  Ere  fre^fiietJ]  Hiis  surprising  insect  is 
freqnent  in  Guadaloupe,  flcc.  and  all  tbe  warmer 
parts  of  America.  There  are  nonę  of  them  in  the 
Eoglish  Caribbee,  or  Yirgin  Islands. 

Ver.  644. onrofid  Tmtigkft  heeL}  Thereis 

little  or  no  twilight  in  the  West  Indies.  AU  tbe 
year  round  it  is  daik  before  eight  'at  night  The 
dawn  ts  cqaalły  sbort 


Gare  meliorates  their  grow^h.    The  treQcfa«ft  SU 
With  their  coUateral  mould ;  as  in  a  town 
Which  fises  have  long  beleaguer*d»  unawares     660 
A  strong  detachment  sallies  from  each  gate. 
And  levels  all  the  laboors  of  the  plain. 

And  now  thy  cane*s  first  blades  their  Yerdure  iow^ 
And  hang  their  idle  heads.    Be  these  stript  off ; 
So  shall  Ireah  sporti^e  airs  their  joints 
And  by  tbeir  dalliance  gire  the  sap  to 
But,  O  heware,  let  no  unskilful  band 
Tbe  vivid  foUage  teajr :  thehr  chaaiiefd 
Weil-pleas^d,  the  wat*ry  nntriment  oooTey, 
With  filial  daty,  to  the  tbinty  stem ;  670 

And,  spreading  wide  their  rererential 
Defend  their  pajrent  from  solstittal  skies. 


7TIE  SUGAR-CANE. 
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ADTBRTISEMEBrr. 

l^B  following  book  having  betai  originally  ad- 
dressed  to  William  Shenstone,  esq.  and  by  him 
approved  of ;  the  author  sbonld  deem  it  a  kind  of 
poetical  sacrilege,  now,  to  address  it  to  any  otfa«r. 
To  his  memory,  therefore,  be  it  sacred  ;  as  a  smali 
but  sincere  testimony  of  the  high  opinion  the  anthor 
entcrtained  of  that  gcnt1eman*s  genios  and  mao- 
ners;  and  as  the  only  return  now,  alas!  in  his 
power  to  make,  for  tbe  friendshtp  wherewith  Mr, 
Shenstone  had  condescended  to  honour  him. 


ARG  UM  EDIT. 

I 

Subject  proposed.  Address  to  William  Shenstone, 
e8q.  Of  monkeys.  Of  rats  and  otber  Tennia 
Of  weeds.  Of  the  yellow  fly.  Of  the  grcasy  fly. 
Oftheblast.  A  hurricane  detcńbed.  Ofcahos 
and  earthąuakes.    A  tale. 


EifoucH  of  culture.— A  less  pleasing  thcme, 
Wbat  i  lis  await  tbe  ripening  cane^  demands 
My  serious  numben:  thesc^  the  tbougbtfn]  Mose 
Hatb  oft  beheld,  deep-pierc*d  with  geoerous  woe. 
For  she,  poor  exile !  boasts  no  waving  crops; 
For  her  no  eircling  mules  press  dulcet  streams; 
No  Negro-band  huge  foaming  coppers  skim  ; 
Nor  fermentatton  (wine's  dr^  sire)  for  her, 
With  Vulcan's  aid,  ftom  cane  a  spirit  diaws, 
Potent  to  queU  the  madness  of  despair.  10 

Yet,  oft,  the  rangę  she  waUu,  at  shut  of  ere; 
Oft  sees  red  lightning  at  tbe  midnight-bour, 
When  nod  the  watches,  stream  along  the  sky; 
Not  innoceot,  as  wbat  the  leamed  cali 
The  Boraal  mcm,  which,  thiough  the  azare  air, 
Flaahes  its  tremulous  rays,  in  painted  streaksi, 
While  o*er  Nighfs  Teil  her  lucid  tre«es  fkm : 
Nor  quitB  the  Muse  her  walk,  immer8'd  in  tlioagfar, 
How  ehe  the  planter,  haply,  may  adme ; 
Till  tardy  Mora  unbar  the  gates  of  ligfat,  20 

And,  opening  on  the  raain  with  soltry  bóm. 
To  buraiah'd  silver  tums  the  bloe-^reen  ware. 
Say,  will  my  Shenstone  lend  a  patient  ear, 
Ahd  weep  at  woes  unknown  to  BiJtaiB^s  iiie  ? 


THE  SUGARrCANE.    BOOK  W. 


491 


Ye8»  tKou  wili  weep ;  for  Fity  cbose  thy  breast, 
With  Taste  and  Science,  for  tbeir  soft  abode : 
Yes,  thouwilt  weep:  thine  own  distress  tbou  bear*st 
Undaunted ;  but  another^s  melts  thy  soul. 

**  O  were  my  pipę  as  soft,  my  dittied  song*' 
Ab  smooth  as  thme,  my  too,  too  distant  friend,  30 
Shenstone ;  my  soft  pipę,  and  my  dittied  song 
Should  bush  the  harricafie^s  tremendoas  roar, 
And  from  each  evi1  guard  the  ripcning  cane ! 

I>estractive,  on  the  upland  sugar-grove8  ) 

The  monkey  nation  preys:  from  rocky  heights,  U 
In  silent  parties,  they  descend  by  oight, 
And  posting  watchful  sentinels,  to  wam 
When  hofitile  steps  approach,  with  gambols  they 
Poor  o'er  the  cane-gTove.    Luckless  be  to  whom 
That  land  pertains  !  in  ey\\  bour,  perbaps,  40 

And  thougbtless  of  to  morrow,  on  a  die 
He  hazaMs  millions  i  or,  perbaps,  reclinea 
On  lAuniry^s  soft  lap,  the  pest  of  wealtb ; 
And,  inconsiderate,  deems  his  Indian  crops 
Will  amply  her  insatiate  wants  supply. 

From  these  insidious  droles  (peculiar  pest 
Of  Łiamuiga^s  hills)  would'st  tbou  defend 
Thy  waving  wealtb ;  in  traps  put  not  thy  trust, 
Howerer  l^ited  :  treble  e^ery  watch, 
And  well  with  arms  provide  them ;  foitbful  dogs, 
Of  noae  sagacious,  on  their  footsteps  wait.  51 

With  these  attack  the  predatory  bands ; 
Quickly  th*  uneąual  conflict  they  decline. 
And,  chattering,  fling  their  ill-goŁ  spoils  away. 
So  when,  of  late,  innumerous  Gallic  hosts 
Fierce,  wanton,  cruel,  did  by  stealth  invade 
The  peaceable  American^s  domains, 
While  desolation  markM  their  faithless  rout ; 
No  sooner  Albion'8  martial  sons  advanc'd,  , 

Than  the  gay  dastards  to  tbeir  forests  fled,         60 
And  left  their  spoils  and  tomabawks  behind. 

Nor  with  less  waste  the  whiskerM  vermin  race, 
A  countiŁss  elan,'  de^poil  the  low-land  cane. 

These  to  dest|t>y,  while  commerce  hoists  the  sail, 
lioose  rocks  abound,  or  tangling  busbes  bloom, 
What  planter  knows? — ^Yet  prudence  may  reduce. 
£ncourage  then  the  breed  of  savage  cats. 
Nor  kill  the  winding  snake,  tby  fbes  they  eat.    ,  n 


Ver.  46.  peculiar  pest"]  The  monkeyswhich 

are  now  bo  numerous  in  the  mountainous  parts  of 
St.  Christopher,  were  brought  thither  by  the  French 
when  they  possessed  balf  that  island.  This  cir- 
cumstance  we  learn  from  Pere  Labat,  who  furtber 
tells  us,  that  they  are  a  most  delicate  food.  The 
Englisb  Negroes  are  yery  fond  of  them,  but  the 
white  inbabitants  do  not  eat  them.  They  do  a 
great  deal  of  mischief  in  $t  Kitts,  destroying  many 
thousand  pounds  sterling^s  worth  of  canes  every 
year. 

Ver.  64.  These  to  desłny,^  Kats,  Sec.  are  not  na- 
tives  of  America,  but  came  by  shipping  from 
Europę.  They  breed  in  the  ground,  under  loose 
rocks  and  bushes.  Durante,  a  Roman,  who  was 
physician  to  pope  Sixtus  Quintus,  and  wbg  wrote 
a  Latin  poem  on  the  preservatioo  of  health,  enu- 
merates  domestic  rats  among  animals  that  may  be 
eaten  with  safety.  But  if  these  are  wholesome, 
cane-rats  must  be  much  morę  delicate,  as  well  as 
morę  nourishing.  Accordingly  we  find  most  field 
Negroes  fond  of  them,  and  I  ha^e  beard  that  straps 
of  cane-rats  are  pubUcly  sold  in  tbe  markets  of 
Jamaica. 


Thos,  oo  the  mangroTe-banks  of  Guayaąuil, 
Cbłld  of,the  rocky  desert,  sea-like  stream,  ^0. 

With  studious  care,  the  Ameiican  pi-esenrei 
The  gallinazo,  else  that  sea-like  stream 
(Whence  Traffic  pours  her  boujities  on  mankind) 
Dread  alligatore  would  alone  possess. 
Thy  fote,  the  teetb-fiPd  Ibbos  also  love ; 
Nor  tbou  tbeir  wayward  appetite  restrain. 

Some  place  decoys,  nor  will  they  not  avatly 
Replete  with  roasted  crabs,  in  e^'ery  grove 
These  fell  marauders  gnaw ;  and  pay  their  slaTfS 
Some  smali  reward  for  every  captive  foe.  80 

So  practise  Gallia'8  sons ;  but  Britons  t^uifŁ 
In  otber  wiles ;  'and  surer  tbeir  success. 

With'Młsnian  arsenie,  deleterious  bane* 
Pound  up  tbe  ripe  cassada^s  well-rasp'd  root. 
And  form  in  pellets ;  these  profusely  spread 
Round  the  cane-groTes,  wfaere  sculk  the  Termin 

.  breed: 
They,  greedy,  and  unweeting  of  the  bait, 
Crowd  to  tbe  in^iting  cates,  and  swift  devour 
Their  palatable  death ;  for  suon  they  seek 

Ver.  69 mangrooe'banks.'\  This  tree,  wbich 

botanists  cali  rizophora,  grows  in  marshy  soila,  and 
on  the  sides  of  rivers ;  and,  as  tbe  branches  take 
root,  they  frequently  render  nanrow  streams  im- 
passable  to  boats.  Oysters  often  adhere  to  their 
roots,  jcc.  The  French  name  of  this  strange  water- 
sbrub  is  pal£uvier.  Tbe  species  meant  berę  is  the 
red  mangrove.  • 

Ver.  74.  Thead  alUgaiors.']  Tbis  dreadfbl  animal 
is  ampbibious,  and  seldom  lays  fewer  tban  a  bun- 
dred  eggs.  These  she  carefully  coTers  with  sand. 
But,  notwithstandlng  thisjirecaution,  the  gallinazo 
(a  large  species  of  carri«n-crow)  conceals  itself 
among  tbe  thick  boughs  of  the  neighbouring  trees, 
and  thus  often  discovers  the  hoard  of  the  alłigator, 
wbich  she  no  sooner  leave8,  than  the  gallinazo 
souaes  down  upon  it,  and  greedily  scraping  ofT  the 
sand,  regales  on  its  conteuts.  Nor  is  the  małe  al- 
łigator less  an  enemy  to  tbe  increase  of  bis  own 
honid  brood,  than  these  useful  birds;  for,  when 
instinct  prompts  the  female  to  let  her  young  fry 
out  by  breaking  the  eggs,  be  never  fails  to  accom- 
pany  her,  and  to  devour  as  many  of  them  as  he 
can  : '  so  that  the  motber  scarce  ever  escapes  into 
tbe  river  with  morę  than  ńve  out  of  all  ber  huo- 
dred.  Thus  proYidence  doubly  prerents  the  other- 
wise  immense  propagation  of  tbat  Yoracious  animal, 
on  the  banks  of  the  river  Guayaquil ;  for  the  gal- 
linazo is  not  always  found,  where  alligators  are. 
Ullua. 

Ver.  75 łeeth-JiPd  Ubos-I  Or  Ebbos,  as  they 

are  morę  commonly  called,  are  a  numerous  nation. 
Many  of  tbem  bave  tbeir  teeth  fiied,  and  blackened 
in  an  exti*aordinary  roanner.  They  make  good 
slaves  when  bought  young  ;  but.  are,  in  generał, 
foul  feeders,  mauy  of  them  greedily  devouring  the 
raw  guts  of  fowls :  they  aiso  feed  on  dead  mulet 
and  horses ;  whose  carcaases,  therefore,  should  be 
buried  deep,  tbat  the  Negroes  may  not  cumę  at 
them.  But  the  surest  way  is  to  bum  them  ;  othcr- 
wise  they  will  be  apt,  pnvily,  to  kill  those  useful 
animals,  in  order  to  feast  on  them. 

Ver.  76.  Aor  Łhou  ŁhetrtDayward.']  Pere  Labat  says 
tbat  cane-rats  give  those  Negroes  who  eat  tbem 
pulmonic  disorders,  but  tbe  good  jesuit  was  no  phy- 
sician. I  have  been  told  by  those  who  have  eat 
them,  that  they  are  rery  delicate  food. 
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The  neighbouring;  spring;    and  driuk,  and  swełl, 
and  die.  90 

But  dare  not  thou,  if  lifc  deserve  thy  care, 
The  infected  rivulet  taste ;  nor  let  thy  herds 
Graze  its  polluted  brinks,  till  rolling  time 
Have  fin'd  the  water,  and  destroy'd  the  bane. 
'Tis  safer  then  to  mingle  night<«hade'8  juice 
With  flour,  and  throw  it  liberał  'mong  thy  canes : 
They  touch  not  this ;  its  deadly  scent  they  fly. 
And  sudden  colonize  some  distant  vale. 

Shall  the  Muse  deign  to  sing  of  humble  weeds, 
That  check  the  progrcss  of  th'  imperial  canc  ?    1 00 

In  every  soil,  unnumberM  weeds  will  spring; 
Nor  fewest  in  the  best:  (thus  oh  we  flnd 
Enormoas  vices  taint  the  nohlest  souls  ! ) 
These  let;  thy  little  gang,  with  skilful  hand, 
Oft  as  they  spread  abroad,  and  oft  they  spread, 
*  Carefuł  pluck  up,  to  swell  thy  growing  heap 
Of  rich  manure.     And  yet  some  weeds  arise, 
Of  aspect  mean,  with  wondroas  Yirtues  fraught: 
(And  doth  not  oft  uncommon  merit  dwell 
In  men  of  vólgar  looks,  and  triTial  air  ?)  110 

Such,  planter,  be  not  thou  asham'd  to  5ave 
From  lóul  pollufion,  and  unseemly  rot ; 
Much  will  they  benefit  thy  house  and  thee. 
But  chief  the  yellow  thistle  thou  select, 
Whose  seed  the  stomach  frees  from  nauscous  loads; 
And,  if  the  musie  of  the  mountain-d07e 
Delight  thy  pcnsive  ear,  sweet  frlend  tp  thought! 
This  prompts  their  cooing,  and  iu^ames  their  love. 
Nor  let  rude  hands  the  knotted  grffss  profane, 
Whose  juice  wcfrms  fly :  ah,  dire  endcmial  ill ! 
How  many  fathers,  falhcrs  now  no  niore ;  121 

How  many  orpbans,  now  lament  thy  rago  ? 
The  cow-itch  also  save;  but  let  thick  glores 
Thine  hands  defend,  orthou  wilt  sadly  nie 
Thy  rash  impnidence,  when  ten  thousand  darts» 
Sharp  as  the  bce-sting,  fasten  in  thy  flesh, 
And  give  thee  up  to  torturę.     But,  unhnrt, 
Planter,  thou  may*st  the  humble  chickweed  cull; 

Ver.  95.  ^Ttstafer  then  ło  mingle  mghtshade*s  juice.'] 
See  the  article  Solanum  in  Newman^s  Chemistry 
published  by  Dr.  Lewis.  There  is  aspeciesof  East 
India  ani  mai,  ćalled  a  mungoes,  which  bears  a  na- 
tural  antipathy  to  rats.  Its  introduction  into  the 
migar-islainds  wonid,  probably,  effectuate  the  ex- 
tirpation  of  this  destructire  vermin. 

Ver.  114 łheytlloto  thistle.]  The  seeds  of 

tbis  plant  are  an  excellenŁ  emetic ;  and  almost  As 
useful  in  dysenteric  complaints  as  ipecacuanha.  It 
grows  every  whcre. 

Ver.  119.  IŚor  let  rude  hands  the  knotted  grass 
profane.]  This  is  truły  a  powerful  rermifuge ;  but, 
uncautiously  administered,  bas.  often  proved  mor- 
tal.  The  juice  of  it  clarified  is  sometimes  given ; 
but  a  decoction  of  it  is  greatly  preferable.  Its  bo- 
tanical  name  is  spigelia. 

Vcr.  123.  ?%•  cow-itch  also  saoe.]  This  extra- 
ordinary  vine  should  not  be  permitted  to  grow  in  a 
cane-piece;  for  negroes  bave  been  known  to  fire 
the  canes,  to  i)ave  themselves  from  the  torturę 
which  attends  working  in  grounds  where  it  bas 
abounded.  Mixed  with  melasses,  it  is  a  safe  and 
excellent  yermifuge.  Its  seeds,  which  resemble 
blackish  smali  beans,  are  purgatire.  Its  flower  is 
purple ;  and  its  pods,  on  which  the  stinging  brown 
setsg  are  found,  are  as  large  as  a  full-grown  £iiglisb 
field-poa. 

Ver,  128.  Pktnter,  thou  may*st  tht  humble  chickwted.] 


And  that,  which  coyly  flies  th'  asfonishM 

Not  the  confection  nam'd  from  Pontus*  kin^  ;  130 

Not  the  ble»sM  apple  Mediaiv  cliraes  produce, 

Though  lofty  Maro  (whose  immortal  Muae 

Distant  I  follow,  and,  submiss,  adore) 

Hath  sung  its  properties,  tu  countcract 

Dire  spells,  slow-mutter'd  o^er  the  baoeful  bowl, 

Where  cruel  stepdames   pois^nous  dnigs   barę 

brew*d; 
Can  Tle  with  thcse  Iow  tenants  of  the  Tale, 
In  driving  poisons  from  th*  infected  (ramę: 
For  berę,  alas !  (ye  sons  of  Luxury  mark  !) 
The  sea,  though  on  its  bosom  halcyoos  sleep,    140 
Abounds  with  poison*d  fish ;  whose  crimson  fiu, 
Whose  eyes,  whose  scales,  bedropt  with  azure,  góld^ 
Purple,  and  green,  in  all  gay  Summer^s  pride, 
Amuse  the  sight ;  whose  taste  the  palate  chamsi 
Yet  Death,  in  amhush,  on  the  banquet  waits^ 
Unless  these  antidotes  be  timely  given. 
But  say,  what  strains,  what  numbers  can  recite^ 
Thy  pręiises,  Yerrain ;  or,  wild  liquorice,  tłune  ? 
For  not  the  costly  root,  the  gift  of  Ood, 
Gather'd  by  those,  who  drink  the  Volga*s  waTe* 
(Prince  of  Earopa^s  streams,  itself  a  sea)  151 

There  are  two  kinds  of  chickweed,  which  grow  spoo- 
taneously  in  the  Caribbees,  and  botb  possess  verj 
considerabłe  Tirtues,  particularly  that  which  bo- 
tanists  cali  cajacia,  wad  which  the  Spaniards  em- 
phatioally  name  enidos  cobres,  or  snakeweed,  oa 
account  of  its  reniarkable  qualitic8  against  poison- 
ous  bites.  It  is  really  of  use  against  fiih-poisoD  ; 
as  is  also  the  sensitive  plant,  which  the  SpanianU 
prettily  cali  the  vergon£oza,  the  bashful,  and  la 
donzella,  or  the  maiden.  There  are  many  kinds  of 
this  extraordinary  plant,  which  grow  every  where 
in  the  islands  and  South  America.  The  botanical 
name  of  the  former  is  aisine,  and  that  of  the  latter 
minosa. 

Ver.  130.  Kot  the  confeclian.]  This  medicine  ia 
called  Mithridatum,  in  honour  of  Mitbridates  king 
of  Pontns;  who,  by  using  it  constantly,  had  se- 
cured  himself  from  the  effects  of  pcHson,  in  such  a 
manner,  that,  when  he  actually  attempted  to  put 
an  end  to  his  life,  by  that  means,  he  fsuled  in  his 
purpose.  So,  at  least,  Pliny  infbrms  us.  But  ve 
happily  are^notobli^ed  to  believe,  implicitly,  what- 
ever  that  elabomte  compiler  has  told  us.  Wbea 
poisons  immediately  operate  on  the  nerrous  system » 
and  their  >ffects  are  to  be  cxpelled  by  the  skin, 
this  electuary  is  no  coatemptible  antidote.  Bot 
how  many  poisons  do  we  know  at  present,  which 
produce  their  effects  in  a  dlfferent  manner  ?  and, 
from  the  accounts  of  authors,  we  have  reason  to  be 
persuaded,  that  the  ancients  were  not  much  t>ehind 
us  in  their  variety  of  poisons.  If  therefore,  the 
king  of  Pontus  had  really  intended  to  haye  de- 
stroyed  himself,  he  could  have  been  at  no  loss  for 
the  means,  notwithstanding  the  daily  use  <^  thia 
antidote. 

Ver.  131.  Kot  the  bless'd  apple.]  Authors  are  not 
agreed  what  the  apple  is,  to  which  Yirgil  attributea 
such  remarkable  yirtues,  nor  is  it  indced  possible 
they  eyer  should.  Howeyer,  we  have  this  comfort 
on  our  side,  that  our  not  knowing  it  b  of  no  detri- 
ment  to  ns ;  for  as  spells  caunot  affect  us,  we  are 
at  no  loss  foi*  antidotes  to  guard  against  tbem. 

Ver.  149.  For  not  the  costly  root.]  Some  medical 
writers  ha v'e  bestowed  the  high  appellationof  doDuoą 
Dei  on  rhubarb. 
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Bąoals  yonr  potency  !  Did  planters  know 
But  half  yonr  virtaes,  not  thc  cane  itself 
Would  ihey  vith  greater,  fonder  pains  presenre ! 

StiU  otber  maladies  infest  the  cane. 
And  worse  to  be  subda*d.    The  iosect^tribe 
That,  fluŁteńng,  spread  their  pinlons  to  tlie  Sun, 
RecaJl  the  Muse :  nor  sball  their  many  eyes, 
Though  edgM  with  gold,  their  many-colour^d  down, 
From  death  presenre  them.     In  what  distant  clime, 
In  what  rccesses  are  the  plunderers  hatchM,      161 
Say,  are  they  waAed  iii  the  liv  ng  gale, 
From  distant  islands  ?  Thiis,  the  locust-breed, 
lo  winged  caravans,  that  biot  tbe  sky, 
Descend  from  far,  and,  ere  bright  morning  dawn, 
AstonishM  Afric  sees  her  crop  devour'd. 
Or,  doth  thc  cane  a  proper  ncst  afTord, 
And  food  adapted  to  the  yelJow  fly  ?  — 
The  skillM  in  Nature*8  mystJc  lorę  obserre, 
£ach  tree,  each  plant,  that  drinks  the  golden  day, 
Some  reptile  life  sustains.  Thus  cochiniile        17  J 
Feeds  on  the  Indian  fig;  and,  should  itharm 
The  foster  plant,  its  worth  that  harm  repays : 
But  ye,  base  insects !  no  bright  scarlet  yield, 
To  deck  the  British  Wolfe ;  who  now,  perhaps, 
(So  HeaTen  and  Oeorge  ordain)  in  triumpb  mounta 
Some  strong-built  fortresa,  won  fromhaughty  Gaul! 
And  though  no  plant  such  luscious  nectar  yields, 
As  yields  the  cane-plant;  yet,  vi  te  parricides! 
Ungrateful  ye  !  the  parent^cane  destroy.  180 

Muse!  say,  what  remedy  hath  skiłl  devis'd 
To  quelł  this  noxiou8  foe  ?  Tkr  Blacks  send  forth, 
A  i^rong  detachment !  ere  tKe  increasing  pest 
Have  madę  too  firm  a  lodgment !  and,  with  care, 
Wipe  every  taintcd  blade,  and  liberał  la^e 
With  sacred  Neptune's  purifying  streanu 
Bat  this  Augaean  toil  long  time  demands, 
Which  thou  to  morę  advantage  may*st  employ: 
If  vow8  for  rain  thou  e^er  didst  prefer, 
Planter,  prefer  them  now:  the  rattling  shower*  190 
Poar'd  down  in  constant  streams,  for  days  and  nights, 
Kot  only  swells,  with  nectar  sweet,  thy  canes; 
But,  in  the  deluge,  drowns  thy  plundering  foe. 

When  may  the  plautcr  idly  fold  his  arms, 
And  say,  "  My  soul,  take  ircst  V'  Superior  ills, 
Ills  which  no  care  nor  wisdom  can  avert, 
In  black  succession  rise.    Ye  men  of  Kent, 
When  nipping  Euras,  with  the  brutal  fbrce 
Of  Boreas,  joinM  in  rufiian  league,  assail 
Your  ripen'(Vhop-grounds  ;  tell  me  what  you  feel. 
And  pity  thc  poor  planter;  when  the  blast,       001 
Feli  plague  of  Hcaven !  perdition  of  the  isles  I 
Attacks  his  waving  gold.     Though  wcll-manur'd ; 
A  ricbness  though  tby  fidds  from  Naturę  boast^ 
Though  seasons  pour;  this  pestiicnce  inyades : 

Ver.  ni Thus  cochiniile.']  This  is  a  Spa- 

nish  word.  Por  the  manner  of  propagating  this 
useful  insect,  see  sir  Hans  Sloane'8  Natura!  His- 
tory  of  Jamaica.  It  was  long  believed  in  Ęurape 
to  be  a  sced,  or  vegetable  production.  The  bota- 
nical  name  of  the  plant  on  which  the  cochiniile 
feeds,  is  opontia  maxima,  folio  oblongo,  majore, 
spinulis  obtusis,  mollibus  et  innocentibus  obsito, 
fiore,  ^riis  rubris  variegato.     Sloane. 

Vef.  205.  Though  seasons,]  Without  a  rainy  sea- 
ton,  the  sugar-cane  could  uot  be  cultivated  to  any 
advantage:  for  what  Pliny  the  Elder  writes  of 
another  plant  may  be  applied  to  this,  gaudet 
tniguis,  et  toto  anno  bibere  amat 

Yer.  SU5.  thU  ptstiknce.']  It  muf^  how- 


Too  oh  it  seizes  the  glad  infaht  thron«r, 
Nor  pities  their  green  nonage:  their  broad  blades, 
Of  which  the  graceful  wood-nymphs  erst  ćompos'd 
The  greenest  garlands  to  adom  their  browb', 
First  palłid,  siekły,  dry,  and  nitlierM  sbow ;     210 
Unseemly  stains  succeed ;  which,  nearer  view'd 
By  raicroscopic  arts,  smali  eggs  appcar, 
Dire  fraught  with  reptile  life ;  alas,  too  soon 
They  burst  their  filmy  gaol,  and  crawl  abread, 
Bugs  of  uncommon  shape;  thrice  hideous  show! 
Innumerous  as  the  painted  shells,  that  load 
The  wave-wom  margin  of  the  Yirgin-isles ! 
Innumerous  as  the  leaYes  the  płumb-tree  8h«ds» 
When,  proud  of  her  fecundity,  she  sbows, 
Naked,  ber  gold  fruitto  the  god  of  noon.  239 

Remorselcss  to  its  youth  ;  what  pity,  say, 
Can  tlfe  cane's  age  expect?  In  vain,  its  pith 
With  juice  nectareous  flows;  to  pungent  souff 
Foe  to  the  bowel8,-80on  its  nectar  turns: 
Yain  every  joint  a  gemmy  embryo  bears, 
Altemate  rang*d ;  ftt>m  these  no  filial  young 
Shall  grateful  spring,  to  bless  the  planter's  eye^ 
With  bugs  confederate,  in  destructtve  league, 
The  ants'republicjoinss  a  viłlain  crew, 
As  tbe  waves  countless  that  plough  up  the  deep, 
( Where  Eurus  reigns  vicegerent  of  tbe  sky,        23| 
Whom  Rhea  borę  to  the  bright  god  of  day) 
When  furious  Auster  dire  commotions  stirs : 
These  wind,  by  subtle  sap,  their  secret  way, 
Pernicious  pioneers  !  while  tbose  inve8t. 
Morę  firmly  daring,  in  the  face  of  Heareo, 
And  win,  by  regular  approach,  the  cane. 

'Gainst  such  ferocious,  such  unnumbeHd  bands, 
What  arts,  what  arms  shall  sagę  experience  use  ? 

Some  bid  the  planter  load  thc  favouring  gale 
With  pitch,  and  sulphnr^s  sufibcating  steam,     241 
Useless  the  vapour  o'er  the  cane-grove  fiies, 
In  curling  volumes  lost ;  such  feeble  arms. 
To  man  though  fatal,  not  the  blast  subdue. 
Othcrs  again,  and  better  their  success, 
(Jommand  their  slaves  each  tainted  blade  to  pick 
With  care,  and  bum  them  in  vindictive  fiames. 
T^bour  immense !  and  yet,  if  smali  the  pest ; 
If  numerous,  if  indiistrious  be  thy  gang ; 
At  length,  thou  may'st  the  victory  obtain.         250 
But,  if  the  liviug  taint  be  far  diff'us*d, 
Bootless  this  toil ;  nor  will  it  then  avai1 
(Thou^  ashes  lend  their  sufibcating  aid) 
To  bare  thc  broad  roots,  and  the  mining  swanns 
Expose,  remorselcss,  to  the  buraing  noon*- 
Ab !  must  then  ruin  desolate  the  plain  ? 
Must  the  lost  planter  other  climes  explore  ? 
Howe*er  reluctant,  let  the  hoe  uproot 

* 
« 

ever,  be  confessed,  that  the  blast  is  less  freqn<nit 
in  łands  naturally  rich,  or  such  as  are  madę  so  by 
well-rolted  manure. 

Ver.  218 the  plumb-tret  sheds,"]    This  is 

the  Jamaica  plumb-trce.  When  covered  with 
fruit,  it  bas  no  leaves  upon  it  The  fhiit  is  whole- 
'  some.  In  like  manner,  the  pauspan  is  destitute  of 
foliage  when  cuvered  with  flowers.  The  lattcr  is  . 
a  species  of  jessamine,  and  grows  as  large  as  an 
applc-tree. 

Yer.  231 Eurus  reigns.'\   The  cast  is  the 

centrę  of  the  trade-wind  in  the  West  Imlies,  which 
YeeiB  a  few  points  to  thc  north  or  south.  What 
Homer  says  of  the  west  wind,  in  his  islands  of  the 
blessed,  may  morę  aptly  be  applied  to  the  trade- 
winds. 
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Th'  infecte^  cane-pieee;  and,  with  eager  flames, 

The  bostile  myriads  thou  to  emben  tum :         260 

Far  better,  thus,  a  mighty  loss  sustain, 

Wbich  happter  yeare  and  pnidence  may  retriere; 

Than  ńsk  thine  all.    As  when  an  advene  storai, 

Impetuous,  thandera  on  some  luckless  sbip, 

From  green  St  Chnstopher,  or  Cath&y  bouod  : 

£ach  nautłc  art  the  reeling  seamen  try : 

The  storm  redoables :  Death  ndes  erery  wave: 

Down  by  the  board  the  cracking  masts  they  hew; 

And  heaTe  their  precious  cargo  in  the  main. 

Say,  can  the  Muse,  the  pencil  in  ber  band,   270 
The  ałl-wasting  hurricane  obserrant  nde  ? 
Can  she,  undazzled,  view  the  lightning*8  glare, 
That  fires  the  welkin  ?  Can  she,  unappalPd, 
When  all  the  flood-gates  of  the  sky  are  ope, 
The  sboreless  deluge  stem  ?  The  Muse  hath  seen 
The  piUar^d  flame,  whose  top  hath  reachM  the  stare; 
Seen  nx:ky,  molten  fragments,  slung  in  air 
Prom  iEtna*s  Text  abyw ;  seen  baming  streams 
Pourdown  its  channclM  side;  tremendous  scenes ! — 
Yet  not  vext  .£tna's  pillar^d  flaines,  that  strike  280 
The  stara ;  nor  molten  mountains  hurlM  on  high ; 
Nor  pond^roas  rapid  deluges,  that  bum 
Its  deeply-channel^d  sidest  cause  such  dismay, 
Such  desolation,  Hurricane !  as  thou ; 
When  the  Almighty  gives  thy  ragę  to  blow. 
And  all  the  batties  of  thy  winds  engage. 

Soon  as  the  Virgin*s  charms  engross  the  Sun  ; 
And  till  his  weaker  flame  the  Scorpion  feels ; 
But,  chief,  while  Libra  weighs  th'  unsteady  year: 
Planter,  with  mighty  props^thy  dome  support;  290 
£ach  flaw  repair ;  and  well,  with  massy  bars, 
Thy  doore  and  windows  guard  ;  securely  lodge 
Thy  stocks  and  mill-points. — ^Then,  or  calms  obtain ; 
Breathłess  the  royal  palm-tree'8  airiest  van ; 
While,  o^er  the  panting  isle,  the  demon  Heat 
High  hurls  his  flaming  brand ;  Tast,  distant  wave8 
The  main  drives  furious  in,  and  heaps  the  shore 
With  strange  productions:  or,  the  blue  serene 
Assames  a  louring  aspect,  as  the  clouds  299 

Fly,  wild-careering,  through  the  vault  of  Heaven ; 
Then  transient  bhrds,  of  vartous  kinds,  frequent 
Each  stagnant  pool ;  some  hoTer  o*er  thy  roof ; 
Then  Eurus  reigns  no  moYe ;  but  each  bold  wind. 
By  tums,  usurps  the  epipire  of  the  air 
With  quick  inoonstancy ; 
Thy  herds,  as  sapient  of  the  coming  storm, 
(For  beasts  partake  some  portion  c»iF  the  sky) 
In  troops  associate;   and,  in  cold  sweats  bath^d, 
Wiid-bellowing,  eye  the  pole.    Ye  seamen,  now, 
Ply  to  the  southward,  if  the  changefiil  Moon,    310 
Or,  in  ber  interlunar  palące  bid, 
Sbun9  Night;  or,  fuli'orb'd,  in Nighfsforehead  glows: 
For,  see !  the  mists,  that  late  inyoWM  the  bill, 
Disperse ;  the  midday  Sun  looks  red ;  strange  bun 
Surround  the  stars,  which  raster  fili  the  eye. 
A  horrid  stench  the  pools,  the  main  emits ; 


Ver.  265.  GsMat/.]  An  old  name  for  China. 

Vcr.  293 Stoch  and  mill-pomis,^  The  sails 

are  fastened  to  the  mill-points,  as  those  are  to  the 
stocks.  They  sbould  always  be  taken  down  before 
the  hurricane-season. 

Yer.  314 »..,  tłrange  burs.']  These  are  astral 

balos.  Columbus  soon  madę  bimself  master  of 
the  signs'  that  precede  a  hurricane  in  the  West 
Indies,  by  which  means  be  sared  his  own  squadron ; 
while  another  large  fleet,  wbose  commsuider  de- 
spised  his  prognostics,  put  to  sea,  and  was  wrecked. 


Fearful  the  genius  of  the  forest  sighs ; 

The  mountains  moan;  deep  groans  the  caTemM  cUff 

A  night  of  Tapour,  clcsing  fb^t  around,  SI 9 

Snatches  the  golden  noon. — Each  wind  appeaB'd, 

The  No;rth  flies  forth,  and  hurls  the  frigfated  air: 

Not  all  the  brazen  engin^ries  of  man, 

At  onće  exploded,  the  wild  burst  surpaas. 

Yet  thunder,  yok'd  with  lightning  and  with  rain, 

Water  with  fire,  increase  th'  infemal  din: 

Canes,  shrubs,  trees,  buts,  are  whirlM  aloft  iti  air.— > 

The  wind  is  spent ;  and  "  all  the  isle  below 

Is  bush  as  death." 

Soon  issues  forth  the  West,  with  sudden  bmst ; 

And  blasts  morę  rapid,  morę  resistless  driTesi   330 

Rushes  the  headlong  sky ;  the  city  rocks  ; 

The  good  man  tbrows  him  on  the  trembling  groand  { 

And  dies  the  murderer  in  his  inmost  soul. 

Su  Hen  the  West  withdraws  his  eager  stoi  mc      * 

Will  not  the  tempest  now  his  furies  cbain  ? 

Ab,  no  !  as  when  in  Indian  forests,  wild. 

Barbarie  armies  suddenly  rettre 

Aher  some  furious  onset,  and,  bebind 

Vast  rocks  and  trees,  their  horrid  forms  oonceal, 

Brooding  on  slaughter,  not  repuls'd ;  for  soon   340 

Their  growtng  yeti  the  affrightcd  welkin  rends, 

Aud  błoodier  camage  mows  th'  ensanguin'd  plain : 

So  the  South,  sallying  finom  his  iron  eaves 

With  mightier  force,  renews  the  aerial  war; 

Sleep,  frighted,  flies ;  and,  see !  yon  lofty  palm. 

Fair  Nature's  triumph,  piide  of  Indian  groTes, 

Cleft  by  the  sulphuroitil  bolt !  See  yonder  jiome, 

Wbere  grandeur  with  propriety  combinM, 

And  Theodorus  with  deyotioii  dwelt ;  349 

InToIv'd  in  smouldering  flames.-~From  erYyrock 

Dashes  the  turbid  torrent ;  through  each  street 

A  river  foams,  which  sweeps,  with  untam'd  miglit. 

Men,  oxen,  cane-lands  to  the  billowy  main.— 

Pauses  the  wind. — ^Auon  the  sarage  East 

Bids  his  wing*d  tempests  morę  rclenticss  rsTe; 

Now  brighter.  Yaster  coruscations  flash ; 

Deepens  the  deluge ;  nearer  thunders  roli ; 

Earth  trembles ;  Ocean  reels ;  and,  in  ber  fongs* 

Grim  Desolation  tean  the  shrieking  isle, 

Ere  rosy  Moro  possess  th'  ethereal  ptain,  360 

To  pour  ou  darkness  the  fuli  flood  of  day. — 

Nor  does  the  Hurricane^a  all-wasting  wrath 
Alone  bring  ruin  on  its  sounding  wing : 
£v'n  calms  are  dreadfol,  and  the  fiery  South 
Oft  reigns  a  tyrant  in  these  fervid  isles : 
For,  from  its  buroing  furnace,  when  it  breatbes, 
Europę  and  A8ia's  vegetable  sons, 
Touch*d  by  its  tainting  Tapour,  shriveIVd,  dle. 
The  hardiest  children  of  the  rorks  repine: 
And  ali  the  upland  tropie  plants  hang  down     STO 
Their  drooping  heads;,show  arid.  cotFd,  adusL 
The  main  itself  seems  paited  into  streams, 
Clear  as  a  mirror;  aud,  with  deadly  scents, 
Annoys  the  rower;  who,  heart-fainting,  eyes 
The  sails  hang  idly,  noiseless,  from  the  mast. 
Thrice  hapless  be,  whom  thus  the  band  of  Fatt 
Compels  to  risk  th'  insufferable  beam  ! 
A  fiend,  the  worst  the  angry  skies  ordain 
To  punish  sinful  man,  shall  fatal  seize 
His  wretched  life,  and  to  the  tomb  consign.      380 

When  such  the  raTage  of  the  burning  calm 
On  the  stout,  sunny  children  of  the  hill  ;     [sprouti 
What  must  thy  cane-lands  fccl  ?  Thy  late  green 
Nor  bunch,  nor  joint ;  but,  saploss,  arid,  pine : 
Those,  who  have  manhood  reachM,  of  yellow  hne, 
(Symptom  uf  health  and  strength)  soon  raddy  show  j 
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Wh3e  the  rich  juice  that  cirćied  in  their  Yeins, 
Aoescent,  wafry,  poor,  unwholesome  tastes. 

Nor  odIjt,  planter,  are  thy  cane-grove8  bamt ; 
Thy  life,  is  thr^ten'd.    Muse,  the  maimer  sing. 

Then  earthqaakes,  Natare'sagoniziDg  pangs,  391 
Oft  shake  tb'  a8toiii8b'd  isles :  the  solftiterre 
Or  sends  ibrth  thick,  blue,  suffocatiog  steams; 
Or  sbooU  to  temporaiy  flame.     A  dio, 
Wild,  thnnigh  the  mountain's  quivering  rocky  cayes 
Like  the  dread  crash  of  tumbling  planets,  roars. 
When  tremble  thus  the  pillars  of  the  globe, 
Like  the  tali  cocoa  by  the  flerce  North  blown ; 
Can  the  poor,  brittle,  tenements  of  man  599 

Withstand  the  dread  cotiTolsion }  Their  dear  homes 
(Which  shaking,  tottering,  crashing,  bursting,  fali) 
The  boldest  flyj  and,  on  the  open  plain 
Appaird,  in  ag^y  the  moment  wait, 
Wben,  with  disrupture  Tast,  the  waying  Earth 
Shall  whelm  them  in  ber  sea-disgorging  wumb. 

Nor  lesB  affrighted  are  the  bestial  kind. 
The  bold  steed  quiverB  in  each  panting  vein, 
And  staggers,  bath'd  in  deluges  of  sweat : 
Thy  lowing  berdsfbrsake  their  grassy  food. 
And  send  forth  frighted,  woful,  bollow  sounds:  410 
The  dog,  thy  trusty  centinel  of  night, 
BesertB  bis  post  assignM ;  and,  piteous,  howls. 

Wide  Ocean  feels: 

The  mountain-wayes,  paasing  their  custom'd  bounds, 
Make  direAil,  lond  incunions  on  the  land, 
A]l-overwhelming:  sudden  they  retreat, 
With  their  whole  troubled  waters ;  bat,  anon, 
Sadden  ratam,  with  londer,  mightier  force ; 
(The  black  rocka  whiten,  the  vext  shores  resound) 
And  yet,  morę  rapid,  distant  they  retire.  420 

Vast  coniscations  lighten  all  the  sky, 
With  Tolam^d  flames;  whileThund6r'8  awful  voice, 
From  fbrth  his  shrine,  by  night  and  horrour  girt, 
Astounds  the  gnilty,  and  appals  the  gfood : 
For  oft  the  b^  smote  by  the  bolt  of  Heayen, 
Wrapt  in  ethereal  ilame,  fbrget  to  lirę : 
Elsę,  fair  Theana — Mnse,  ber  ftkte  deplore. 

Soon  as  ycung  reason  dawnM  in  Junio*s  breast. 
His  lather  sent  him  firom  these  genial  isles, 
To  where  old  Thameswith  oonscious  pride  sunreys 
Green  Etoo,  soft  abode  of  every  Muse.  431 

Each  classic  beauty  soon  he  madę  his  own ; 
And  soon  fam'd  Isis  saw  him  woo  the  Ninę, 
On  ber  inspiring  banks :  I^e  tunM  his  song ; 
For  fiur  Theana  was  his  oniy  theme, 
Acasto*s  daughter,  whom,  in  early  yooth, 
He  oft  di8tinguish'd;  and  for  whom  he  oft 
Had  climb*d  the  bendmg  coooa's  airy  height, 

Ver.  399.  SMfaierre.']  Yolcanos  aite  called  snl- 
phars,  or  solfaterres,  in  the  West  Indies.  There 
sre  few  mountainous  islands  in  that  part  of  the 
globe  witbout  them,  and  those  probably  will  destroy 
them  in  time.  I  sair  much  sulphur  and  alum  in 
the  solfisterrc  at  Mountserrat  The  stream  that 
nins  througb  it  is  almost  as  hot  as  boiling  water, 
and  its  stearos  soon  blacken  silver,  &c. 

Ver.  438 the  bemSng  eocod's.'\  The  cocoa- 

nut  tree  is  of  the  palm  genns;  there  are  se- 
Teral  species  of  them,  which  grow  naturally  in 
the  torrid  tonę.  The  cocoa-nut  tree  is,  by  no 
means,  so  useful  as  travel]ers  have  represented  it 
The  wood  is  of  little  or  no  service,  being  spongy, 
and  the  brown  coTering  of  the  nuts  is  of  too  rough 
a  testure  to  serve  as  apparel.  The  shell  of  the 
aut  receires  a-good  polishj  aod,  haying  a  handle 


To  rob  it  of  its  nectar ;  whtch  the  maid, 

When  he  presented,  morę  nectareous  deem'd.      440 

The  sweetest  sappadillas  oft  he  brought^ 

From  him  morę  sweet  ripe  sappadillas  seemM.— > 

Nor  had  loog  absence  yet  eflac'd  her  form ; 

Her  charms  still  triumph'd  o^er  Britannia'8  fair. 

One  mcm  he  met  her  in  Sheen's  royal  walks ; 

Nor  knew,  till  then,  sweet  Sbeen  containM  his  alh 

His  taste  maturę  approv'd  his  inftmt  choice. 

In  colour,  form,  espression,  and  in  grace, 

She  shone  all  perfect ;  while  each  pleasing  art. 

And  each  soft  yirtue  that  the  sex  adoms,  450 

AdomM  the  woman.     My  imperfect  strain, 

Which  Percy's  happier  pencil  would  demand, 

Can  ill  describe  th^  transports  Janio  felt 


put  to  it,  18  commonly  used  to  drink  water  ont  of. 
The  milk,  or  water  of  the  nut,  1s  cooling  and 
pleasant ;  but,  if  dnink  too  freely,  will  frequently 
occasion  a  pain  in  the  stomach.  A  salutary  oil 
may  be  extracted  from  the  kemel ;  which,  if  old, 
and  eaten  too  plentifully,  is  apt  to  produce  a 
Shortness  of  breathing.  A  species  of  arrack  is 
madę  from  this  tree  in  the  East  Indies.  The 
largest  cocoa-nut  trees  grow  on  the  banks  of  the' 
river  Oronoko.  They  thrive  best  near  the  sea, 
and  look  beautiful  at  a  dtstance.  They  afford  no 
great  shade.  Ripe  nuts  bave  been  produced  from 
them  in  three  years  after  planting.  The  nuts 
should  be  maceratcd  iń  water,  before  they  are  put 
in  the  ground.  Cocoa  is  an  Indian  name;  the 
Spaniards  cali  it  also  palma  de  las  Indias;  as  the 
smallest  kind,  whose  nuts  are  less  than  walnuts,  is 
termed  by  them  coąuillo.  This  grows  in  Chili, 
and  the  nuts  are  esteemed  morę  delicate  than  thoso 
of  a  largersize.  In  the  Maldiry  islands,  it  is 
preteiided,  they  not  only  build  housesof  the  cocoa- 
nut  tree,  but  also  yessels,  with  all  their  rigging  i 
nay,  and  load  them  too  with  winę,  oil,  vinegar, 
black  sugar,  ftuit,  and  strońg  water,  fh)m  the 
same  tree.  If  this  be  true,  the  Maldirian  cocoa- 
nut  trees  must  differ  widely  from  those  that  grow 
in  the  West  Indies.  The  cocoa  must  not  be  con- 
founded  with  the  cocoa-nut  tree.  That  shrub 
grows  in  the  hottest  and  moistest  vales  of  the  Andes. 
rts  leaf,  whidi  is  gathered  two  or  threc  times  a 
year,  is  much  co^ted  by  the  natires  of  South 
America,  who  wi11^ravel  great  joumeys  upon  a 
single  handful  of  the  leaves,  which  they  do  not  8waV- 
low,  but  only  chew.  It  is  of  an  unpleasant  taste, 
but,  by  use,  soon  g^rows  agreeable.  Some  autbors 
have  also  confóunded  the  cocoa-nut  palm  with  the 
cocoa  or  cboc6Iate-tree.  The  French  cali  the 
cocoa-nut  tree  cocotier.  Its  stem,  whioh  is  very 
lofty,  is  always  bent ;  for  which  reason  it  looks 
better  in  an  orchard  than  in  a  regular  garden. 
As  one  limb  fodes,  another  shoots  up  in  the  cen- 
ter, like  a  pikę.  The  botanical  name  is  palma 
indica,  coccifera,  angulosa. 

Ver.  441.  Sappadilłat.']  This  is  a  pleasaot-tasted 
fruit,  somewhat  resembling  a  bergamot-pear,  in 
shape  and  colour.  The  tree  which  produces  it  is 
large  and  shady.  Its  leayes  are  of  a  shining  green ; 
but  the  flowers,  which  are  monopetalous,  are  of  a 
palish  wbite.  The  fruit  is  coronated  when  ripe, 
and  contains,  in  its  pulp,  seyeral  longish  black 
seeds.  It  is  wholesome.  Antigua  produces  the 
best  sappadillas  1  ever  tasted.  The  triyial  name 
is  Spanisb.    Botanists  cali  łt  cainito. 
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At  this  discoYery :  he  cledtarM  his  love  ; 
Bhe  ow]]'d  his  merit,  nor  refusM  bis  hand. 

And  shall  not  Hymen  light  bis  brightcst  toreb. 
For  this  delighted  pair  ?  Ah,  Junio  knew, 
His  sirc  detested  his  Theana'8  bouse  ! — 
Thus  duty,  reverence,  gratitudA,  conspirM 
To  cbeck  tbeir  happy  union.     He  resolv'd        460 
<And  many  a  sigb  tbat  resolution  cost) 
To  pass  the  time,  till  death  bis  sire  reniov'd, 
In  Tłsitingold  Europe*s  letter*d  climesi 
While  sbe  (and  many  a  tear  tbat  parting  drew) 
£mbark'd,  reluctant,  forher  native  isle. 

Though  leamed,  curious,  and  though  nobly  bent, 
\Vitb  each  rare  talent  to  adom  his  mind, 
His  native  land  to  ser\'e ;  no  joys  be  fouud. 
Yet  sprightly  Gaulj  yet  Belgium,  Satum^s  reign; 
Yet  Greece,  of  old  the  seat  of  cvery  Muse,        470 
Of  freedom,  courage ;  yet  Ansonia^s  clime. 
His  steps  explor*d ;  where  painting,  music*s  strains» 
Whcre  arts,  whcre  laws,  (Philosophy'8  bcst  cbild) 
Witb  rival  beautics,  his  attention  ciaim'd. 
To  his  jusŁ-judging,  bis  instructed  eye, 
Tb»  all-perfect  Mediccan  Yenus  seem^d 
A  perfect  semblance  of  his  Indian  fair: 
But,  wben  sbe  spokc  of  loTe,  ber  votce  sarpass*d 
Th'  barmonious  warblings  of  Italian  song. 

Twice  one  Jong  yearelapsM,  when  letters  caroe, 
^Hiicb  brieay  told  him  of  bis  father^s  dcath.        481 
Afflicted,  filial,  yet  to  Heaven  resign*d, 
Soon  be  reach'd  AJbion,  and  as  soon  embark^d, 
Eager  to  clasp  the  object  of  his  lovc. 

Blow,  prosperous  breezes;  swiftly  sail,  thou  Pd: 
Swift  saird  the  Po,  and  happy  breezes  blew. 

In  Biscay*8  stormy  seas  an  armed  ship, 
Of  force  superior,  from  loud  Charente's  ware 
Clapt  them  on  board.     The  frighted  flying  crew 
Tbeir  colours  strike ;  when  dauntless  Junio,  fir*d 
Witb  noble  indignation,  kiU'd  the  chief,  491 

Who  on  the  bloody  deck  dealt  slaugbter  round. 
The  Gauls  rctreat;  the  Britons  loud  huzza; 
And  touchM  witb  shame,  witb  emulation  stung, 
So  p]ied  tbeir  cannon,  plied  their  missile  fires, 
Tbat  soon  in  air  the  hapless  tbunderer  blew. 

Blow  prosperous  breezes,  swiftły  sail  thou  Po, 
May  no  morę  dangerous  fights  retard  thy  way ! 

Soon  Porto  Santo's  rocky  heights  tb/ey  spy, 
tjke<:louds  dim  rising  in  ihe  distant  air.  500 

Glad  Eunis  whistles  ;  laugh  the  sportire  crew ; 
Each  saii  i-i  set  to  catcb  the  fa^kring  gale, 
While  on  the  yard-arm  the  barpooner  sits, 

yer.  499.  Jhrło  Santo.'\  This  is  one  of  the  Ma- 
4eira  islands,  and  of  course  subject  to  the  king 
of  Portugal.  Itlies  in  52.33  degrees  of  N.  lati- 
tude.  It  is  neither  so  fruitful  nor  so  large  as 
Madcira  Proper,  and  is  cłiiefly  peopled  by  con- 
▼icts,  &c. 

Yer.  504 the  boneła.'\   This  fish,  wbich  is 

equal  in  size  to  the  largest  salmon,  is  only  to  be 
>found  in  the  warm  latitudes.  It  is  not  a  delicate 
food,  but  those  who  have  lived  for  any  lengtb  of 
time  on  salt  meats  at  sea,  do  not  dislike  it«  Sir 
Hans  Sloane,  in  bis  Yoyage  to  Jamaica,  dcscribes 
the  method  of  striking  tbem« 

Yer.  504 J..  or  the  sharkJ]    This  voracious 

fish  needs  no  description ;  I  ba^e  seen  them  from 
15-to  20  feet  long.  Some  naturalists  cali  it  canis 
carharias.  They  have  been  known  to  ibllow  a 
slave-ship  from  Guinea  to  the  West  Indies.  Tbey 
swim  witu  incredible  c«lerity,  and  are  found  in 


Strikes  the  boneta,  olr  the  Auk.  inśnktm* 
Tbe  fring*d  urtica  spreads  ber  purple  fana 
To  catcb  the  gale,  and  dances  o*er  the 
Smali  winged  fishes  on  the  shrouds  alight ; 
And  beauteouf  dolpbins  gently  play'd  aroand- 

Though  faster  than  the  tropie  bird  tbey  Aew, 
Oft  Junio  cried,  "Ab  i  when  sball  we  see  land  f*  510 
Soon  land  tbey  madę :  and  now  in  thougbt  he  daspt 
His  Indian  bride,  and  deem'd  his  toiis  o*erpaJd. 

She,  no  Jess  amoroils,  eir'ry  evening  walk'd 
On  the  cool  margin  of  the  purple  main, 
lutent  ber  Junio's  Yessel  to  desery. 

One  eve  (iaint  calms  for  many  a  day  had  img^d} 
The  wniged  deroons  of  the  tempest  rosę ; 
Thunder,  and  rain,  and  rłgbtning's  awful  pofwer. 
She  fied :  could  innocence,  could  beauty  daim 
Ijcemption  from  tbe  grare  ;  tb*  ethereail  bolt,  5S0 
That  6tretch*d  ber  speechleas,  o'er  ber  lordy  hcad 
Had  innocently  roird. 

Meanwhile,  impatient  Junio  leapt  asbore, 
Regardless  of  tbe  demons  of  tbe  storm. 
Ab,  3routh !  wbat  woes,  too  great^for  man  to  bear^ 
Are  ready  to  burst  on  thee  ?  Urge  n«t  so 
Thy  flying  courser.     Soon  Theana'8  porch 
Iteceiv'd  him :  at  his  sight,  the  ancien t  alares 
AiTrigbted  sbriek,  and  to  the  chamber  point:— 
Confounded,  yet  unknowing  wbat  they  meant,  539 
He  ent^^r^d  hasty 

Ab  !  wbat  a  sight  for  one  who  loT'd  so  weU  ! 
AU  pale  and  cold,  in  every  feature  death, 
Theana  lay ;  and  yet  a  glimpse  of  joy 
Play*d  on  ber  face,  wbile  with  faint,  faltering  rmee, 
Sbe  thus  addrest  the  youth,  wbom  yet  sbe  knew. 

"  Welcome,  my  Junio,  to  thy  native  shorel 
Thy  sight  repays  this  snmmons  of  my  fate: 
li^e,  and  live  happy;  sometimes  think  of  me : 
By  nigbt,  by  day,  3'ou  still  engag*d  my  care ;   540 
And,  next  to  God,  you  now  my  thoughts  employ : 

Accept  of  this ^my  little  all  I  give  ; 

Would  it  were  larger"^-^Natare  could  no  morę 
Sbe  lookM,  embrac*d  him,  with  a  groan  CKpir^d. 

But  say,  wbat  strains,  wbat  langiiage  can  ezpreai 
The  thousand  pangs  wbich  tore  the  lo^er**  breast? 
Upon  hcr  breatbless  corse  himself  he  threw. 
And  to  ber  clay-cold  lips,  with  trembling  baste. 
Ten  thousand  kisses  gave.    He  strore  to  speak; 
Nor  words  he  Cound :  he  claspt  her  arms ;        550 
He  sigh^d,  be  swoon'd,  lookM  up,  and  died.  away. 

One  gprave  contatns  this  hapless,  fisitbfu!  pair; 
And  still  the  cane-isles  tell  tbeir  matchleas  lorę  i 

some  of  tbe  warmer  seas  of  EufOpe,  as  weU  as  b^ 
tween  tbe  tropics. 

Yer.  505.  Urtica.'\  Thb  fish  the  seamen  cali  a 
Portuguese  main  of  war.  It  makes  a  most  beao- 
tiful  appearance  on  the  water. 

Yer.  507. toiiigei/^iAec.]    This  eztiaordi* 

nary  species  of  fish  is  only  found  in  the  warm  lati- 
tudes. Being  pursued  in  the  water  by  a  fish  of 
prey  called  albacores,  they  betake  themsdTes  in 
shoals  to  flight;  and  in  the  air  are  oftea  snapped 
up  by  the  garayio,  a  sea  fowl.  They  sometimes 
fali  on  tbe  shrouds  or  decks  of  shipa.  They  ars 
well  tasted,  and  commonly  sold  at  Barbadoe& 

Yer.  508.  Do^ns.']  Tbis  is  a  most  beauiifiU 
fish,  when  first  tsJcen  out  of  the  sea ;  bat  its  beauty 
vanishes  almost  as  soon  as  it  is  dead. 

Yer.  509.  Tnpic-bird.)  Tbe  Fienck  csdl  this  bird 
fregatę,  on  account  of  its  iwift  Aying.  It  ii  only 
to  be  met  with  in  tbe  warm  latitodń. 
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Argument. 

Hymn  to  the  month  of  January,  when  erop  begins. 
Addpess.  Planters  have  employment  all  the 
year  round.  Planters  should  be  pious.  A  ripe 
cane-pieee  oh  fire  at  midnight.  Crop  begun. 
Cane*cuŁting  described.  Effects  of  masie  Oreat 
care  requisite  in  feeding  the  mili.  Humanity 
towards  the  maimed  recommended.  The  tainted 
canc9  should  not  be  ground.  Their  use.  How 
to  preserve  the  latbs  and  mill-points  from  sudden 
squalls.  Address  to  the  Sun,  and  praise  of  An- 
tigua. A  cattle-mill  described.  Care  of  mules, 
&c.  Diseases  to  which  they  are  subject.  A 
water-mtll  the  least  liable  to  interniption.  Com- 
mon  in  Guadaloupe  and  Martinico.  Praise  of 
lord  Romney.  The  necessity  of  a  strong,  elear 
fit«,  in  boiling.  Planters  should  always  haye  a 
sparesetof  yessels,  because  the  iron  fumaces 
are  apt  to  crack,  and  copper  ressels  to  melt. 
The  danger  of  throwing  cold  water  into  a  tho- 
rough-heated  fumace.  Cleanliness  and  skim- 
miog  well  recommended.  A  boiling-hóuse  should 
bfe  lofty,  and  open  at  top,  to  the  leeward.  Con< 
•tituent  parts  of  yegetables.  Sugar  au  essentiał 
salt.  What  retards  its  granulation.  How  to 
forward  it  Dumb  cane.  Effects  of  it.  Bris- 
tol limę  the  best  temper.  Yarious  uses  of  Bristol 
Ume.  Good  muscovado  described.  Bermudas 
limę  recommended.  The  Negroes  should  not  be 
hindered  from  drinking  the  hot  liquor.  The 
cheerfalness  and  healtbiness  of  the  Negroes  in 
crop-time.  Boilers  to  be  encouraged.  They 
should  netther  boil  the  sngar  too  little,  nor  too 
much.  When  the  sugar  is  of  too  loose  a  grain, 
and  about  to  boil  over  the  teache,  or  last  copper, 
a  little  grease  settles  it,  and  makes  it  boil  closer. 
The  French  often  mix  sand  with  their  sugars. 
This  practice  not  followed  b^  the  English.  A 
character.  Of  the  skimmings.  Their  Tarious 
nses.  Ofmm.  Its  praise.  A  West  India  pros- 
pect,  when  crop  is  finished.  An  address  to  the 
Creoles,  to  ]ive  morę  upon  their  epŁates  than 
they  da    The  reasons. 


From  scenes  of  deep  distress,  the  heayenly  Mose, 
Emerging  joyous,  claps  ber  dewy  wings. 
As  when  a  pilgrim,  in  the  bowling  waste^ 
Hath  long  time  wanderM,  fearful  at  each  step, 
Of  tumbltng  clife,  fell  serpents,  wbelming  bogs ; 
At  last,  from  some  long  eminence,  descries 
Fair  haunts  of  sociał  life ;  wide-cultur'd  plains. 
Cer  which  glad  reapers  pour ;  he  cheerly  sings : 
So  she  to  sprightUer  notes  ber  pipę  attunes, 
Than  e*er  these  mountains  heard ;  to  gratulate, 
With  duteous  cafols,  the  beginning  year.  11 

Hail,  eldcst  birth  of  Time !  in  other  climes, 
In  the  old  world,  with  tempests  usherM  in ; 
While  rifled  Naturę  thine  appearance  wails, 
And  savage  Winter  wields  his  iron  mace : 
But  not  the  rockiest  terge  of  these  green  isles, 
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Though  mountains  heapt  on  uounta?nsbrave  the  sky , 
Dares  Winter,  by  his  residence,  profane. 
At  times  the  ruffian,  wrapt  in  murky  state, 
Inroads  will,  sly,  attempt ;  but  soon  the  Sun,     20 
Benign  protector  of  the  cane- land  isles, 
Repels  th'  inyader,  and  his  rude  mace  breaks. 
Herę,  e^ery  mountain,  every  winding  deli, 
(Haunt  of  the  Dryads ;  where,  beneath  the  shade 
Of  broad-leafd  China,  idly  they  repose, 
Charm'd  with  the  murmur  of  the  tinkling  rill ; 
Charm'd  with  the  hummings  of  the  neighb'ring  hi  ve;) 
Welcome  thy  glad  approach :  but  chief  the  cane, 
Whose  juice  now  longs  to  murmur  down  the  spout, 
Hails  thy  lov'd  coming ;  Jang^y,  hail !  30 

O  M !  thou,  whose  polish'd  mind  contains 

Each  science  useful  to  thy  native  isle  I 
PhiloBOpher,  without  the  hermit^s  spleen! 
Poiite,  yet  leamed;  and,  though  solid,  gay  ! 
Critic,  whose  head  each  beauty,  fond,  admires; 
Whose  heart  eaćh  errour  flings  in  frieudjy  shade ! 
Planter,  whose  yohth  sagę  CulŁi\'ation  taught 
Eachiecret  lesson  of  ber  sylvan  school: 
To  thee  the  Muse  a  grateful  tribute  pays ; 
She  owes  to  thee  the  precepts  of  her  song :  40 

Nor  wilt  thou,  sour,  refuse ;  though  other  cares, 
The  public  welfare,  claim  thy  busy  hour; 
With  her  to  roam  (thrice  pleasing  devious  walk) 
The  ripen'd  cane-piece ;  and,  with  her,  to  taste 
(Delicious  draught ! )  the  nectar  of  the  mili  I 

Thep1anter's  labour  in  a  round  revolves; 
Ends  with  the  year,  and  with  the  year  begins. 

Ye  swains,  to  Hearen  bend  Iow  in  grateful  prayer, 
Worship  the  Almighty ;  whose  kind-fostering  hand 
Hath  blest  your  labour,  and  hath  given  the  cane 
To  rise  superior  to  each  menacM  ii  I.  51 

Nor  less,  ye  planters,  in  devotion,  sue, 
That  nor  the  heavenly  bolt,  nor  casual  spark. 
Nor  hand  of  Maltce  may  the  crop  destroy. 

Ah  me !  whatnumerous,  dcafning  bells,  resound? 
What  cries  of  horrour  startle  the  duli  slecp  ? 

Ver.  1 7.  Though  mountains  keapt  on  mountains*'^ 
This  morę  particularly  alludes  to  St.  Kitts;  where 
one  of  the  highest  ridges  of  that  chain  of  moun- 
tains, which  run  through  its  centrę,  from  one  end 
of  it  to  the  other,  bears  upon  it  another  mountain, 
which,  somewhat  resembling  the  legendary  prints 
of  the  l>eviV8  carrying  on  his  shoulders  St.  Chris- 
topber;  or,  as  others  write,  of  a  giaut,  of  that 
appellation,  carrying  our  Saviour,  in  the  form  of 
a  child,  in  the  same  manner,.througb  a  deep  sea; 
gave  name  to  this  island. 

Ver.25.  Of  broąd^ieafd  CWmi.J  The  leaves  of 
this  medicinal  tree  are  so  large,  that  the  Negroes 
commonly  use  them  to  cover  the  water,  which 
they  bring  in  pails  from  the  mountain,  where  it 
chicfly  grows.  The  roots  of  this  tree  werc  intro- 
duced  into  European  practice  soon  after  the  vene« 
real  disease ;  but,  unless  they  are  fresh,  it  must 
be  confessed  they  possen  fewer  Tirtues  than  either 
sarsaparilla  or  lignum  vitss.  It  also  grows  in 
China,  and  many  parts  of  the  East  Indies,  where 
it  is  greatly  recommendM  in  the  gont,  palsy, 
sciatica,  obstructions,  and  obstinate  head-achs: 
but  it  can  surely  not  effect  the  removal  of  these 
terrible  disorders;  sińce,  in  China,  the  people  eat 
the  fresh  root,  boiled  with  their  mcat,  as  we  do 
tumtps;  and  the  better  sort  there  use  a  water 
distilled  from  it  The  Spaniards  cali  it  pało  de^ 
China.  The  betaoical  name  is  smiliuc. 
Kk 
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What  gleamingbrightness  makes,  at  midnight,  day  ? 
By  its  portentous  glare,  too  well  ł  sce 
Palemon^s  fate ;  the  rirtuous,  and  tbe  wise  I 
Where  were  ye,  watches.  when  the  flame  burst  forth  ? 
A  little  care  had  thtm  6ie  hydra  queird  :  61 

But,  now,  what  clouds  of  white  smoke  load  the  sky ! 
How  strong,  how  rapid  the  cotnbustion  pours ! 
Atd  not,  ye  winds !  with  your  destroying  breath, 
Tbe  spreading   veDgeance.— Tbey  coDtemn  my 
praycr. 

Rous*d  by  the  dearning  bells,  the  cries,  the  blaze, 
From  every  quarter,  in  tumultuous  bands, 
The  Negroes  rush;  and,  'mid  the  crackling  flames, 
Plunge,  demon-likel  AU,  all,  urge  every  nerve: 
Tbis  way,  tear  up  thole  canes ;  dash  the  fire  out,  7U 
Which  sweeps,  with  serpeiit-errour,  o*er  the  ground. 
There,  these  hew  down ;  their  topmost  branches  bura: 
And  here  bid  all  thy  wafry  engiues  play ; 
For  here  the  wind  the  baming  deluge  driyes. 

In  Tain. — Morę  wide  the  blazing  torrent  rolls ; 
Morę  loud  it  roars,  morę  bright  it  fires  the  pole ! 
And  fward  thy  mansión,  see,  it  bends  its  way. 
Hastę !  far,  O  far,  your  infant-throng  remoTe : 
Quick  from  your  stablesdrag  your  steeds  and  mules: 
With  well-wet  blankets  guard  your cypress-roofś;  80 
And  where  thy  dried  canes. in  largestacks  arepird. — 

Efibrts  but  serre  to  irritate  the  flames : 
Naught  but  thy  ruin  can  their  wrath  appease. 
Ah,  my  Palemon !  what  avaiPd  thy  care, 
Oft  to  prevent  tbe  earliest  dawn  of  day. 
And  walk  thy  ranges  at  the  neon  of  night  ? 
What  thougb  no  ills  assaird  thy  buncUing  sprouts, 
And  seasons  pourM  obedient  to  thy  will : 
AU,  all  must  perish ;  nor  shalt  thou  preserve 
Wherewith  to  feed  thy  little  orphan-throog.        90 

Oh,  may  the  cane-isles  know  few  nights  like  this ! 
For  now  the  sail-clad  points,  impatient,  wait 
The  hour  of  sweet  release,  to  court  the  gale. 
Tha  łate-hung  coppers  wish  to  feel  the  warmth, 
Which  well-dried  fuel  irom  the  cane  imparts : 
'  The  Negro-train,  with  placid  looks,  survey 
Thy  fields,  which  fuli  perfection  have  attain*d, 
And  paut  to  wield  tbe  bill :  (no  suriy  watch 
Dare  uow  deprive  them  of  the  luscious  cane) 
Northou,  my  fricnd,  their  wiUing  ardour  check;  1 00 
Encourage  rather ;  cheerful  toil  is  Irgbt 
So  from  no  field,  shall  slow-pacM  oxen  draw 
Morę  frequent  loaded  wanes ;  which  many  a  day, 
And  many  a  night  shaU  feed  thy  crackling  mills 
With  richest  offeńngs :  while  thy  far-seen  ilames, 
Barsting  through  many  a  chimney,  bright  emblazo 
The  £thiop-brow  of  night     And  see,  tbey  pour 
XEre  Phosphor  his  pale  circiet  yet  withdraws, 
What  time  grey  Dawn  stands  tip-toe  on  the  hiU) 
O^er  tbe  rich  cane-grove :  Muse,  their  labour  sing. 

Some  bending,  of  their  sapless  burden  ease    111 
The  yeUow  jointed  canes,  (whose  height  exceeds 
A  mounted  trooper,  and  whose  clammy  round 
Measures  two  incbes  fuU)  and  near  the  n>ot 
Lop  the  Stern  off,  which  quiverB  in  their  band 
With^fond  impatience :  soon  its  branchy  spires 
(Food  to  thy  cattle)  it  resigns ;  and  soon 
Its  tender  pńckly  tops,  with  eyęs  thick  set. 
To  load  with  futurę  crqąs  thy  long-hoed  land. 

Ver.  81.  And  where  thy  dried  eaites^l  The  cane- 
etalks  wluch  have  been  ground  are  called  magoss; 
probably  a  comąption  of  the  French  word  bagasse^ 
wbich  signifies  tLe  same  thiag.  They  make  an 
%xceUeDt  fueL 


These  with  their  green,  their  pliant  branches  boaad, 
(For  not  a  part  of  tbis  amazing  plant  12t 

Rut  serves  some  useful  puipose)  charge  the  yonag: 
Not  laziness  declines  this  easy  toi! ; 
Even  lameness  from  its  leafy  pallet  crawla. 
To  join  the  favourM  gang.     What  of  the  cane 
Remains,  and  much  the  largcst  part  remmins, 
Cut  into  juflks  a  yard  in  length,  and  ticd 
In  smali  lightbuudles,  load  the  broad-whed^d  wane, 
Tbe  mules  crook-haruest,  and  the  sturdier  crew, 
With  sweet  abundance.    Ai  on  lincoln-pluns,  ISO 
(Ye  plains  of  Lincoln  sound  your  Dyei^s  praise!) 
Wheo  the  lav'd  snow-white  flocks  are  nuinenias 

penn'd; 
The  senior  swains,  with  8harpen*d  shean,  cut  off 
The  fleecy  vestmen(;  others  śtir  tbe  tar ; 
And  some  imprtss,  upon  their  captiYes'  sides, 
Their  master*s  cipher ;  while  the  infant  tbrong 
Striye  by  the  horns  to  hołd  the  strnggling  ram, 
Proud  cif  their  prowess.     Nor  meanwhile  tbe  jest 
Łight-bandicd  round,  but  innocent  of  ill; 
Nor  chorał  soug  are  wanting :  echo  rings.  140 

Nor  need  the  drirer,  JEthiop  authoriz'd,  ^ 
Thence  morę  inhuman,  crack  his  horrid  whip ;  . 
From  such  dire  sounds  th'  indignant  Muae  aveits 
Her  virgin-ear,  where  musie  łoves  to  dweli : 
*Tia  malice  now,  'tis  wafltonness  of  power 
To  lash  the  laughing,  labouring,  singing  tfaroog. 

What  cannot  song  ?  all  naturę  feela  its  power : 
The  hind's  blithe  whistle,  as  through  stubboni  aoils 
He  drtves  tbe  shining  share,  morę  tban  the  good 
His  tardy  steęrs  impells.— The  Muse  bath  seen,  \50 
When  health  danc'd  firolic  in  her  youtbfal  ▼eiiB, 
And  vacant  gambols  wing'.d  the  laughing  faoun  ; 
The  Muse  hath  seen  on  Annan's  pastorał  hilU, 
Of  theft  and  slaughter  erst  the  fell  retreat. 
But  now  the  8hepherd*s  be6t-beloved  walk : 
Hath  seen  the  shepherd,  with  his  sylTan  |Hpe^ 
Lead  on  his  ftock  o*er  crags,  through  bof^  aad 

streams, 
A  tedious  journey  *,  yet  not  weary  they, 
Drawn  by  the  enchantment  of  hit  artless  song; 
What  cannot  musie? — Wlien  brown  Ceres  asks 
The  reaper's  sickle ;  what  like  magie  soond,     161 
PuflTdfrom  sonorofts  bellows  by  the  sąueeae 
Of  tuneful  artist,  can  the  ragę  disarm 
Of  the  swart  dog-star,  and  make  harvest  hght? 

And  now  thy  mills  dans»  eager  in  the  gale; 
Feed  well  their  cagerness  ;  but  O  bewąre! 
Nor  trust,  between  tbe  steel-cas'd  o^Iinders, 
Tbe  band  incautious :  off  tbe  member  snapt 
Thou  'It  ever  me  ^  sad  spectacle  of  woe ! 


Ver.  168 of  the  number  twę^^  This 

cident  will  sometlmes  happeo,  espećiaily  in  the 
night :  and  the  unfortunate  wretch  most  hil  a 
▼ictim  to  his  imprudence  or  sleepines^  if  a  hatchet 
do  not  immediately  strike  off  the  entangled  mem- 
ber ;  or  the  mili  be  not  instantly  put  o«t  of  tbe 
wind. 

Pere  Labat  says,  be  was  informed  the  Eng&di 
were  wont,  as  a  punishment,  thus  to  grind  tbeir 
Negroes  to  death.  But  one  may  venture  to  afium 
this  punishment  never  had  the  sanction  of  law ; 
Boó  if  any  Englishman  ever  did  grind  his  Nq 
to  death,  I  will  take  upon  me  to  aver,  he 
universalły  detested  by  his  countrymen. 

Indeed  the  bare  suspicion  of  such  a  piece  «f 
barbarity  leaves  a  stain:  and  therelbre  anthois 
cannot  be  too  cautioos  of  admitting  into  thdr 
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Are  therp,  the  Masę  can  scarce  believe  tbe  tale; 
Are  tbere,  who,  lost  to  erery  feeling  weoae,       171 
To  reasoD,  inttfrest  loet ;  thdr  slaves  desc-t. 
And  roannmiŁ  them,  i^eoerous  boon  !  to  starre 
Maiin*d  by  impnidence,  or  the  band  of  Heaven? 
The  good  man  feeds  his  błind,  bis  aged  steed, 
That  in  his  serrice  speot  his  vigoroDs  prima : 
And  dares  a  mortal  to  his  (bllow-man, 
(For  spite  of  vanity,  th  j  slaves  are  men) 
Deny  proteetion  ?  Masę  snppress  tbe  tale. 

ye !  who  in  bandles  bind  the  lopt-ofrcanes;.  180 
But  chiefly  ye !  who  feed  the  tight-brac^d  mili ; 
In  separata  pareels,  far,  the  infected  fling : 
Of  bad  cane-juice  the  least  admixture  spoils 
The  richest,  sonndest ;  thus,  io  pastorał  walks. 
One  tainted  sheep  contaminates  the  fold. 

Nor  yet  to  dung-heaps  thou  resign  the  canet, 
Which  OT  the  Sun  hatb  bumt,  or  rats  have  gnaw*d. 
These,  to  smali  junks  reduc'd,  and  in  huge  casks 
Steept,  where  no  cool  winds  blow,  do  thoa  fer- 
ment:— 
Then,  when  from  his  entanglements  enlarg^d    190 
Th*  eyasive  sptrit  mounts ;  by  VulcaD*8  aid 
(Nor  Amphitryte  will  her  help  deny) 
Do  thou  tbrongb  all  bis  winding  ways  parsue 
The  nmaway ;  till  in  thy  sparkline  bowl 
Confin'd,  be  dances ;  morę  a  friend  to  life, 
And  joy,  tban  that  Nepenthe  fam*d  of  yorfe, 
Which  Polydamoa,  Thone^s  imperial  queen, 
Tanght  JoTe-bom  Helen  on  the  banks  of  Nile. 

As  on  old  ocean,  when  the  wind  blows  high, 
The  cantious  mariner  contracts  his  sail ;  SOO 

So  here,  when  sqaa11y  bnrsts  the  speediog  gale, 
]f  thoa  from  ruin  woo1d'st  thy  points  preserve, 
Leas-bellying  canTass  to  the  storm  oppose. 

Yet  the  faint  breeze  oft  flags  on  listless  wings. 
Kor  tremniates  the  cocoa's  airiest  arch, 
While  the  red  Sun  darts  deinges  of  fire. 
And  sooii  (if  tm  the  gale  thy  crop  depend) 
Will  all  thy  hopes  of  opulence  defeat 

"  Informer  of  the  plaoetary  train !" 
Souree  undiminished  of  all-cheenng  light,        SIO 
Of  roseat  bcaoty,  aud  beart^gladning  joy  ! 
Foantain  of  being,  on  whose  water  broods 
The  organie  spirit,  principle  of  life ! 
Lord  of  the  seasons  t  who  in  conrtly  pomp 
Łacquay  thy  presence,  and  with  glad  dispatch, 
Pour  at  thy  Didding,  o*er  the  land  and  sea  1 
Parent  of  Tegetation,  whose  fbnd  grasp 
Tbe  sugar-cane  displays ;  and  whose  green  car 
Softrstealing  dews,  with  liąnid  pearls  adom*d, 
Fat-fbatering  rains,  and  buxom  genial  airs        220 
Atteud  triumphant !  why,  ab  why  so  oft, 
Why  hath  Antigua,  tweetly  socid  isle, 

writmga,  any  insinuatioo  that  bears  bard  on  the 
humanity  of  a  people. 

Daily  obsenration  afTords  bnt  too  many  proofs, 
where  domestic  slarery  does  not  obtain,  of  the  fatal 
consequences  of  indulged  passion  and  revenge ;  bot 
where  one  man  is  the  absolute  property  of  anc^her, 
those  passions  may  perhaps  receive  additional  ac- 
tivity :  planters,  therefore,  cannot  be  too  much  on 
their  guard  against  the  first  sallies  of  passion;  as 
by  indalgence,  passion,  like  a  faroarite,  will  at  last 
grow  independeotly  powerful. 

Ver.  198.  ^mfAtryU."]  A  mixtare  of  sea  water, 
is  a  real  improremeut  in  the  dtstillation  of  rum. 

Yer.  222.  Whf  hath  An^gwi.'\  This  beautiful 
abnd  liei  in  16  deg.  and  14  min.  north  latitnde. 


Norse  of  each  art ;  where  Science  yet  iinds  friends 
Amid  thfs  waste  of  waters ;  wept  thy  ragę } 

Then  trust  not,  plantec,  to  th'  unsteady  gale: 
But  in  Tobago's  endless  forests  fell 
The  tali  tough  hiccory,  or  calaba. 
Of  this,  be  ibrc'd  two  pillars  in  the  ground, 
Four  pBcesdistant,  and  two  cubits  high : 
Other  two  pillan  raise ;  the  wood  the  same,     290 
Of  eqaal  size  and  heighL    The  oaiaba, 
Tban  steel  morę  durable,  contemns  tbe  rain. 
And  Sun'B  intensest  beam ;  the  worm,  that  pest 
Of  mariners,  which  winds  its  fatal  way 
Throojgh  heart  of  British  oak,  reluctant  leavet 
The  closer  calaba. — By  trans^erse  beams 
Secnre  the  whole ;  and  in  the  pillarM  frame, 
Sink,  artist,  the  vast  bridge-tree*s  mortis* j  fonn 
Of  pond*roaB  hiccory ;  hiccory  time  defies : 
To  this  be  naird  three  poli8h*d  iron  plates ;      240 
Whereon,  thrre  steel  capouces,  tum  with  ease, 
Of  three  long  rollers,  twico-niue  inches  round, 
With  iron  casM,  and  jaggM  with  many  a  cogg. 
Tbe  central  cylinder  exceed8  the  rest 
In  portly  size,  thence  aptly  captain  nam'd« 
To  this  be  rivetted  th'  extended  sweeps ; 
And  hamess  to  each  sweep  two  seaaoned  mntes  t 
They  pacing  round,  give  motion  to  the  whole. 
The  clos»-faMrac'd  cylinders  with  ease  reyoWe 
On  their  greas'd  axle ;  and  with  ease  reduce   250 
To  trash  the  caaes  thy  Negroes  throw  betwcen. 
Fast  flowB  the  liquor  through  the  lead-]in'd  spouts; 
And  depnrated  by  opposing  wires, 
In  the  receirer  floats  a  limpld  stream. 
So  twice  five  casks,  with  muscovado  fillM, 
Shall  from  tliy  staunchions  drip,  ere  Day's  bright  god 
Hath  in  the  Atlantic  8ix  times  cool'd  his  wbeels. 

Wouldst  thou  against  calamity  provide  ? 
Let  a  well-shingled  roof,  from'  Raleigh's  land, 

It  was  long  uninhabited  on  acconnt  of  its  wanting 
fresh-water  rivers ;  but  is  now  morę  fhlly  peopled^ 
and  as  well  cułtivated  as  anyi)f  the  Leeward  Islandiu 
In  a  seasonable  year,  it  bas  madę  thirty  thousand 
hogsheads  of  sugar.  It  bas  no  Tery  high  moun- 
tains.  The  soil  is,  in  generał,  clayey.  The  water 
of  the  body-ponds  may  be  used  for  every  porpose 
of  life.  Antigua  is  well  fortifled,  aAd  has  a  good 
militia. 

Yer.  227.  Hiccory.^  This  is  a  lofly  spreading  tree, 
of  Tery  bard  wood*  ezcełlently  adapted  to  the  por- 
poses  of  the  milł-wright.  The  nut,  whose  shell  it 
thick,  bard,  and  rougbisb,  contains  an  agreeable 
and  wbolesome  kemd.  It  grows  in  great  abun- 
dance  in  St  Croix,  Crab-island,  and  Tobaga 

Yer.  227.  Calaba,]  This  lofty  tree  is  c^mmonly 
called  mastic :  H  is  a  bard  wood,  and  is  (bund  in 
the  places  where  the  hiccory  grows.  The  flowers 
are  yellow,  and  are  sacceedad  by  a  fruit,  wbioh 
bears  a  distant  reaemblance  to  a  shrub. 

Yer.  259 Raleigh^s  land.']  Sir  Walter  Ra- 

letgh  gave  the  name  of  Yirginia,  in  bonour  of 
queen  Elizabeth,  to  the  whole  of  the  north-east  of 
North  America,  wbićh  Sebastian  Cabot,  a  nati^e 
of  Bristol,  (tbongh  others  cali  him  a  Yenetian,) 
first  discoTered,  A.  IX  1497,  in  the  time  of  kin|p 
Henry  YII.  by  whom  he  was  employed ;  but  no 
advantages  could  be  reaped  from  this  discorery, 
on  account  of  the  vanoas  disturbances  that  ensued 
in  Englaod  dnringthe  succeeding  reigiis,  till  about 
the  year  1584,  quecn  Klizabeth  gare  sir  Walter 
Raleigh  a  patent  fur  all  such  land,  from  33  to  4U 
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Defend  thy  stock  froon  tiooo^s  inclement  blaze,  260 
And  from  night-dcws;  fur  night  no  respite  knows. 

Nor,  when  tbcir  de8tin'd  Jabour  is  performM» 
Be  thou  asham*d  to  lead  the  panting  Muse 
(The  Muse,  soft  parent  of  each  social  grace, 
With  eyes  of  Iove  God*s  wholc  crcation  yiews) 
T*  the  warni  pen ;  where  copious  forage  strow^d, 
And  strenuous  rubbing,  renovate  their  strengtb. 
So,  fewer  aiU  (alas,  how  pronc  to  ails !) 
Tbeir  days  shall  shorten ;  ah,  too  short  at  best ! 

For  not,  cven  tben,  my  fsiend,  art  thou  secure 
From  Fortune  :  śpiic  of  all  thy  stcady  care,     271 
What  ills,  that  laiigh  to  seom  Machaon*8  art, 
Await  tłty  cattlc  !  farcy^s  tabid  form, 
Joint-racktng  spasms,  and  cbolic's  pungent  pang, 
Need  the  Muse  tell  ?  which,  in  one  luckless  moon, 
Thy  shcds  dispeople ;  when  perhaps  thy  groves. 
To  fuli  perfection  shot,  by  day,  by  night, 
Indosinent  demand  their  vigorouB  toil. 

Ihen  happiest  hc,  for  whom  the  Naiads  pour, 
Froni  rocky  ums,  the  neyer-ceasing  stream,      280 
To  turn  his  rollcrs  with  unbought  dispatch. 

In  Karukera's  rich  well'Water'd  isle! 
In  Matanina !  tx>ast  of  Albion's  arms, 
The  brawling  Naiads  for  the  planters  toil, 
Howc'er  unworthy  5  and,  through  solemn  scenes, 
Romantic,  cool,  with  rocks  and  woods  betneen, 
Enchant  the  senses  !  but,  among  thy  swains. 
Sweet  Łiainuiga !  who  such  bliss  can  boast? 
Yes,  Romney,  thou  may*st  boa$t ;  of  British  heart, 
Of  courtly  manners,  join^d  to  ancient  worth :     290 
Friend  to  thy  Britain^s  every  bIood-eam'd  right, 
From  tyrants  wrung,  the  many  or  the  few. 
By  wealth,  by  titles,  by  ambitfon^s  lure, 
Not  to  be  tempted  from  fair  honour^s  path : 
While  others,  falsely  flattering  their  prince, 
Bold  disapprov'd,  or1>y  oblique  surmise 
Their  terrour  hinted,  of  the  people  ann'd  ; 
Indignant,  in  the  senate,  he  uprose,. 
And,  with  the  well-urg*d  energy  of  zeal, 
Their  sijecious,  subtle  sophistry  disproT'd;        300 
Th'  importance,  the  necessity  display 'd, 
Of  civil  armics,  freedom's  surest  guard ! 
Kor  in  the  senate  didst  thou  only  win 
Hie  palm  of  eloąumice,  sccurcly  bold; 
But  rear'dst  thy  bannei^s,  fluttering  in  the  wind : 


Dorth  latitude,  as  he  should  choose  to  settle  witłi 
Englisb,  rejerving  only  to  the  crown  a  fifUi  part  of 
all  the  gold  and  silver  which  should  therein  be  diS' 
cpvered,  in  li^u  of  all  serrices.  Accordingly  se- 
veral  embarkations  were  fitted  out  from  England, 
but  all  to  no  purpose.  Some  further  attempts, 
liowever«  were  madę  to  settle  this  part  of  the 
country  in  the  succceding  reign  ;  but  it  was  not 
tUl  the  year  1620,  that  a  regular  form  of  goTem- 
ment  took  płace.  Then  was  tobacco  planted,  and 
Negroes  impurted  into  Yirginia.  Since  that  time 
it  has  gradually  improrcd,  and  does  not  now  con- 
tain  fewer  than  a  hundred  thousand  white  people 
of  better  condition,  besides  twice  as  many  8ervants 
aind  slave8.  The  best  shingles  oome  from  Egg- 
fiarbour.  • 

Ver.  282.  Karukera.']  The  Indian  namp  of  Gna* 
daloupe. 

Ver.  283.  Matanina,^  Tha  Caribbe^n  name  of 
Martinioo.  The  ilav&nnah  had  not  then  beeu 
taken. 

Yer.  289.  Jiomne*/.'^  The  late  lord  Romoey.     C 


Kent,  from  each  hamlet,   pooi^d  ber  nwnbafA 

swains, 
To  hurl  •!eiiance  on  the  tfareatening  GauL 

Thy  foaming  coppers  well  with  fuel  feed  ; 
For  a  elear,  strong,  continued  fire  impiorea 
Thy  mascovado'8  colour,  and  its  gr^n.  SIO 

Yet  vebement  hcat,  protracted,  will  ooDSume 
Thy  vessels,  whether  from  the  martial  minę. 
Or  from  thine  ore,  bright  Yenns,  they  are  drawn; 
Or  hammer,  or  hot  fusion,  give  thcm  form. 
If  prudence  guldes  thee  then,  thy  stores  sball  l>9ld 
Of  welUsiz^d  YesseU  a  complete  sapply : 
For  every  hour,  thy  boilers  cease  to  aidm, 
(Now  Canccr  reddcns  with  the  sołar  ray) 
Defeats  thy  honest  purposes  of  gain. 

Nor  smali  the  risk  (when  piety,  orchance^ 
Force  thee  from  boiling  to  desist)  to  1ave  321 

Thy  heated  fu  mace  with  the  gelid  streans. 
The  chymist  knows,  when  all-dissoŁnng  fire 
Bida  the  mctalline  ore  abruptly  flow ; 
What  dread  esplosions,  and  what  dire  effecti, 
A  few  cold  drops  of  water  will  prodace, 
Uncautious,  on  the  noveł  flatd  thrown. 

For  grain  and  colour,  wouldst  tboa  win,  my  fneod, 
At  every  curious  mar^  the  constant  palm  ? 
0'er  all  thy  works  let  Cleanliness  yreskde,         330 
Child  of  Frugality  j^  and,  as  the  skum 
Thick  mantles  o*er  the  boiling  wa^e,  do  tboa 
The  skum  that  manUea  carefully  remove. 

From  bloating  dropsy,  firom  pulmonic  ailtt 
Would^st  thou  defend  thy  boilers,  (pńme  of  sla^cs) 
For  days,  for  nights,  for  weeks,  fbr  maiit]is»  inroh^ 
In  the  warm  yapour^s  all-relaxing  steam } 
Thy  boiling^house  be  lofty :  al!  atop 
Open,  and  pervious  to  the  tropie  breeze  ;         SS9 
Whose  cool  perflation,  woo*d  through  many  a  gnti^ 
DispcIIs  the  steam,  and  gives  the  lungs  to  play. 

The  skiird  in  chemia,  boast  of  modem  arti» 
Know  fix)m  £xpciiment,  the  sire  of  Tkvtb, 
In  many  a  plant  that  oil,  and  acid  juice. 
And  ropy  mucilage,  by  naturę  live : 
Tbese,  envious,  stop  the  much-desir'd  embfaoe 
Of  the  esscntial  salts,  though  coction  bid 
Th*  aąueous  particles  to  mount  in  air. 

'Mong  salts  essential,  sugar  wins  the  palm. 
For  taste,  for  colour,  and  for  various  use :         350 


Ver.  312.  Tky  vesteU.'\  The  ressels,  wherein  the 
cane-juice  is  reduced  to  sugar  by  coctioo,  are  ó- 
ther  madę  of  iron  or  of  copper.  Each  aort  bath  iti 
advantages  and  dlsadrantages.  The  teacbe,  or 
smallest  vessel  from  whcnce  the  sugar  is  laTed  toto 
the  cooler,  is  generally  copper.  When  it  melu, 
it  can  be  patcbcd ;  but,  when  the  large  twrt  cf 
Yesscls,  calle^  iron-fumaces,  crack,  which  they  an 
too  apt  tu  do,  no  further  use  can  be  madę  of  them. 

Yer.  339.  Open  and  peroioiu.]  This  also  assisti 
the  chrifitallzatian  of  the  sugar. 

Yer.  350.  J*br  ttutCffor  colour,  and  for  carkMts  ust.] 
It  were  impos&ible,  in  the  short  limits  of  a  notę,  to 
enumcrate  the  rarious  uses  of  sugar ;  and,  indeed, 
as  tbese  are  in  generał  so  well  knowo,  it  is  needle& 
A  few  properties  of  k,  howe^er,  wherewith  tbe 
leamed  are  uot  commoniy  acquainted.  I  siiall 
mentton.  In  some  placet  of  the  East  Indics^  aa 
excellent  arrac  is  madę  from  the  sugar-caae: 
and,  in  South  America,  sugar  is  used  as  an  aoti- 
dote  against  one  of  the  most  sudden,  as  well  sf 
fatal  poisons  ia  the  world.    Taken  by  mouth. 


THE  SUGARCANE.    BOOK  III. 


JOl 


Andy  ia  the  nectar  of  the  yellowest  cane, 
Mnch  acor,  oil,  aod  mucilagc  abound : 
But  in  the  kss  maturę,  from  mountain-land, 
ThesK  hanh  intrtiders  so  redundant  float, 
Muster  so  stronccy  as  scarce  to  be  subdued. 

Muse,  sing  the  ways  to  quell  them.    Some  use 
caoe, 
That  cane,  whoee  juices  to  the  tongtie  app1y'd, 
•Id  ailence  lock  it,  sudden,  and  const.ram'd, 
(Deatb  to  XaQtippe)  with  distortin^  pain. 

Nor  ia  it  not  effectual :  but  wouldst  thoa      360 
Have  rival  brokers  for  thy  cades  contend  ; 
Superior  arts  remain. — Smatl  casks  provide, 
Rq>lete  with  Hme-«tone  thoroughly  calcinM, 
Aod  from  the  air  secur^d :  this  Bristol  srads, 
Bristol,  Britannia^s  second  mart  and  eye ! 

Nor  "to  thy  waters  only  trust  for  famę," 
Bristol  ;  nor  to  thy  beamy  diamonds  trust: 
Thoug-b  theM  oft  drck  Britannia^s  lorely  fair : 
And  tbose  oft  8avc  the  guardians  of  her  realm. 
Thy  inarbJe-quarries  claim  the  voice  of praise,   370 
Which  rich  incrusts  thy  ATon's  baoks,  sweet  banks ! 
Though  not  to  you  young  Sbakspeare,  Fancy*s  ohild, 
All-rudely  warbled  his  first  woodland  notes ; 
Though  not  yonrcaves,whileTerrourstalk'daround, 
Saw  bim  essay  to  clutch  the  ideał  sword, 
With  drops  of  blood  di8taio'd :  yet,  lovc1y  banks. 
On  yoa  reclinM,  anothcr  tun*d  his  pipę ; 
Wbom  all  the  Mnses  emulously  lo\'e. 
And  in  whose  strains  your  praises  shall  endure, 
While  to  Sabrina  speeds  your  healing  stream.  380 

Bristol,  without  thy  marble,  by  the  flame 
CaleiD*d  to  whiteness,  yatn  the  statciy  reed 
Would  swell  with  juice  mellifluent ;  beat  would  soon 
The  strongest,  best-hung  furnaces,  consume. 
Withotit  its  aid  the  coo1-imprison'd  stream, 
Seldom  allowM  to  view  the  faoe  of  day, 
Thon^h  late  it  roamM  a  denizen  of  air ; 
Would  steal  from  its  inimluntary  bounds. 
And,  by  sly  windings,  set  itself  at  large.  389 

Bot  ohi«f  thy  limę  th'  experienc*d  boiler  love8. 
Nor  Ioves  ill-fbunded  ;  when  no  other  art 
Can  bribe  to  union  the  coy  flosting  salts, 

tulą  morłe  carent,  this  poison  is  quite  innocent;  but 
the  slightest  wound  marle  by  an  arrow,  whose  point 
is  tinged  therewith,  proves  immedtatc  dcath  ;  for, 
by  drivtng  alt  the  blood  of  the  body  immediatciy 
to  the  heart,  it  forthwith  bursts  iL  The  fish  and 
birds  killed  by  these  poisoned  arrows  (in  the  usc  of 
which  the  Indians  are  astonishinply  cxp<^rt)  are 
perfectły  wholesome  to  feed  on.  Soc  Uliou  and  Dc 
la  Coiidamine's  account  of  the  grcat  river  of  Ama- 
son.     It  is  a  regetable  preparation. 

Ver.  357.  Tkał  cone.]  This,  by  the  natires,  is 
emphatically  called  the  dnmb  cane  ;  for  a  ^small 
quanti ty  of  its  juice  belng  rubbed  on  the  brim  of  a 
drinking  Tessel,  whoerer  drinks  out  of  it,  itoon  after 
will  haTe  his  lips  and  tongue  enormousty  sweiled. 
A  ph3rsician,  howeTer,  who  wrote  a  ahort  account 
of  the  diseases  of  Jamaica,  in  Charles  the  Second^s 
time,  reoommends  \%  botb  by  the  mouth  and  ex- 
temally,  in  dropsical  aod  other  cases :  hut  I  can- 
not  say  I  have  had  any  expcrience  of  its  efficacy 
in  these  disorders.  It  grows  ^ńld  in  the  mountnins ; 
and,  by  its  use  in  sugar-making,  should  scem  to  be 
lomewhat  of  an  alcalescent  naturę.  It  grows  to 
foar  fect  high,  haring,  at  the  top,  two  green  shin- 
iDg  leaves,  about  nine  inch(»  long ;  aud,  between 
theic,  a  smali  spira  emerges. 


A  proper  portion  of  this  precious  du^t, 
Cast  in  the  waye,  (so  showers  alone  of  goM 
Could  win  fair  I^nan  to  the  god's  embrace) 
With  nectarM  muscorado  soon  will  charge 
Thy  shelying  coolers,  which,  severely  press'd 
Between  the  fingers,  not  resolres ;  and  which 
Rings  in  the  cask;  and  or  a  light-brown  hue, 
Or  thine,  raore  precious  8ilvery-grey,  assumes. 

The  fatn*d  BenuudaN  ever-healthy  isles,      401 
Morę  fam'd  by  gentle  Waller^s  deathless  strains, 
Than  for  their  ccdars,  which,  insulting,  fly 
0'er  the  wide  ocean ;  mid  their  rocks  contain 
A  stone,  which,  when  calcinM,  (experience  says) 
Is  only  fecond  to  Sabrina^s  lime. 

While  flows  the  juice  mellifluent  from  the  cane, 
Orudge  not,  my  friend,  to  letthy  slaves,  each  mom. 
But  chief  the  sick  and  young,  at  setting  day, 
Themselres  regale  with  oft-repeat^'d  draughts  410 
Of  tepid  nectar;  so  shall  health  and  strength 
Confirm  thy  Negroes,  and  make  lal)our  light 

While  flame  thy  chimneys,  while  thy  coppert 
foam, 
How  blithe,  how  jocund,  the  plantation  smilcs ! 
By  day,  by  night,  resounds  the  chorał  song 
Of  glad  barbarity ;  serene,  the  Sun 
Shines  not  iutensely  hot :  the  trade-wind  blows : 
How  sweet,  how  silken,  is  its  noontide  brcath  ! 
While  to  far  climes  the  fell  destroyer,  Death, 
Wings  his  dark  flight.    Then  seldom  pray  for  rain: 
Rather  for  cloudless  days  thy  prayers  prefer ; 
For,  if  the  skies  too  frequently  relent,  422 

Crude  flows  the  cane-juioe,  and  will  long  clude 
The  boiler^s  warieiit  skill :  thy  canes  will  spring 
To  an  uuthrifty  lofliness ;  or,  weigh*d 
Down  by  their  load,  (ambition*8  curse)  decay. 

Encourage  thou  thy  boilers  ;  much  depends 
On  their  skilPd  efibrts.     If  too  soon  they  strike,. 
Ere  all  the  wafry  particles  have  fled  ; 
Or  lime  suiRcient  granulate  the  juice :  430 

In  vain  the  thick^nins^  liquor  is  effusM ; 
An  heterogeneous,  an  uncertain  mass. 
And  never  in  thy  coolers  to  condense. 

Or,  planter,  if  the  coction  they  prolong 
Beyond  its  stated  timc ;  the  yiscous  wave 
Will  in  huge  flinty  masses  crystalize, 
Which  forceful  fingers  scarce  can  crumble  down ) 
And  which  with  its  melasses  ne'cr  will  part : 
Yet  this,  fast-dripping  in  nectareous  drops. 
Not  oniy  betters  what  remains,  but,  when         44C 
With  art  fermcntod,  yields  a  noble  winę, 
Than  which  nor  Gallia,  nor  the  Indian  clime, 
Where  roHs  the  Ganges,  can  a  nobler  show. 

Ver.  428 Ifioa  snon  they  itnke.']  When  the 

canc-juice  isgranulated  sufficiently,  which  is  known 
by  the  sugar^s  sticking  to  the  ladle,  and  roping  like 
a  syrup,  but  breaking  oflf  from  its  edges ;  it  is 
poured  into  a  cooler,  wherc,  its  surface  being 
smoothed,  the  crystalization  is  soon  completed. 
This  is  called  slńking,  The  generał  precept  is  to 
temper  hich,  and  strike  Iow.  When  the  muscovado 
is  of  a  proper  consistence,  it  is  dug  out  of  the  cooler, 
and  put  into  hogsheads ;  this  is  called  połthifg.  The 
casks  being  placed  upon  staunchioiis,.tbe  melasses 
drips  from  them  into  a  cistem,  madę  on  purpose, 
below  them,  to  receive  it.  The  sugar  is  suihcienŁly 
tnired,  when  the  hogshead  rings  upon  iie.ng  struck 
with  a  stick ;  and  when  the  two  caiies,  which  are 
put  into  evcry  cask,  hUow  no  melasses  upon  thcii, 
when  drawn  out  of  it. 


sos 


ORAINGERS  POEMS. 


So  misers  tn  their  coflbn  lock  that  gold, 
Whicb,  if  allowed  at  liberty  to  nam, 
Would  better  them,  an^  beoefit  maokiiuL 

In  the  last  coppers,  when  th'  embrowning  wave 
Witb  suddea  fury  swells ;  some  grease  iinmtx'd, 
The  foaming  tumult  sudden  viU  compo6e» 
And  force  to  imion  the  divided  grain.  450 

So  when  two  swarmE  in  airy  battle  join, 
The  vinged  beroes  beap  the  bloody  field ; 
Until  some  dust,  thrown  upward  in  the  sky, 
Quell  the  wild  coaflict,  and  sweet  peace  restore. 

False  Gallia^s  sons,  that  hoe  the  ocean-isles, 
Mix  witb  their  sugar  loads  of  worthless  sand, 
Fraudful,  their  weigbt  of  sugar  to  increase. 
Far  be  such  guile  from  Britain^s  honest  swains^' 
Such  arts,  awhile,  tb'  unwary  may  surprise. 
And  benefit  th'  impostor  ^  but,  ere  long,  460 

The  skilful  buyer  will  the  fraud  detect. 
And,  with  abhorrence-,  reprobate  the  name. 

Fortune  had  crown^d  Avaro'8  younger  yean 
With  a  vast  tract  of  land,  on  which  the  cane 
Belighted  grew,  nor  ask^d  the  toil  of  art. 
llie  sugar-bakers  deemM  themseWes  secure 
Of  mighty  profit,  could  they  buy  his  cades ; 
For  wjhiteness,  bardness,  to  the  leeward-crop. 
His  nni8covado  gave.    But,  not  content 
With  this  pre-eminence  of  honest  gaiii,  4*70 

He  baser  stigars  started  in  his  casks ; 
His  own,  by  niixing  sordidithings,  d<^as*d. 
One  year  the  fraud  succeeded ;  wealth  immense 
Flowed  in  upon  him,  and  he  blesŁ  his  wiles: 
The  next,  the  brokers  spuniM  th'  adulterate  mass, 
Both  on  the  Avon  and  the  banks  of  Tharoe. 

Be  thrifty,  plaoter,  even  thy  skifoiiniugs  8ave : 
For,  planter,  know,  the  refuse  of  the  cane 
Serres  needfuhpurposes.    Are  barbecues 
The  cates  tbou  k)v'st }  Wbat  Uke  rich  skimmingt 
feed  480 

The  gninting,  bristly  kind  ?  Your  labounng  mules 
They  soon  iuvigorate :  give  old  Baynard  tfaese, 
Untir'd  he  trudges  in  his  destinM  round ; 
Nor  need  the  dnver  crack  his  horrid  lash. 

Yet,  with  smali  quantities  indulge  the  steed, 
Whom  skimmings  nc'er  have  fattenM :  ełse,  too  fond, 
So  gluttons  use,  he'll  eat  intemp'rate  meab; 
And,  staggering,  fali  the  prey  of  ravening  sharks. 

But  say,  ye  boon  companions,  in  what  strains, 
What  grateful  strains,  shall  I  reoord  the  praise  490 
Of  their  best  produce,  heart-recruiting  rum  ? 
Thrioe  wholesome  spirit !  welł-matur^d  with  age, 
Thrice  grateful  to  the  palate!  when,  with  thirst, 
With  beat,  with  labour,  and  wan  care  opprest, 
I  quafr  thy  bowl,  where  fruit  my  hands  ha^e  cuird, 
Round,  golden  frait ;  where  water  from  the  spring, 
Which   dripping  coolnesb  spreads  her   umbrage 

round; 
With  hardest,  whitest  sugar,  thrice  refinM; 
Dilates  my  soul  with  genuine  joy  j  Iow  care 
I  spum  indignant ;  toil  a  pleasuce  seems.         500 
For  not  Mame*8  flowery  banks,  nor  TiUe's  green 

bounds, 
Where  Ceres  with  the  god  of  vintage  reigns 
In  bappiest  union ;  not  Vigomiao  hills, 
Pomgna*8  lov'd  abode,  affonl  to  man 
f  >oblel8  morę  priz^d,  or  laudable  of  taste, 
'lo  slake  parch'd  thirst,  and  mitigate  the  clime. 

Ver.  501.  ...  Mame's  flowery  bankt,  nor  Ttlle*t,'] 
Two  riyers  in  France,  along  whose  banks  the  best 
burgundy  and  Champ^gne  grapes  grow. 


Yet,  mid  this  blest  ebrietj,  lome  tcarf^ 
For  friends  I  left  in  Albłon's  distant  isle. 
For  Johnson,  Percy,  White,  escape  minę  eyeas 
For  her,  iair  autb^ress !  whom  fin>t  Calpe^s  locki 
A  Bportive  infant  saw ;  and  whose  green  yean  31 1 
True  genius  blest  with  her  benignest  gifts 
Of  happiest  fancy.     O,  were  ye  all  bere» 
O,  were  ye  here;  with  him,  my  Peon^s  son! 
Long-known,  of  worth  appror'd,  thrice  candidsoal! 
How  would  yo'ir  converse  cbarm  the  lonety  boar  ł 
Your  converse,  where  mild  wiadum  tempcn  miith; 
And  charity,  the  petulance  of  wit ; 
How  would  your  cxmver8e  polish  my  rude  lay% 
With  what  new,  noble  images  adom  ?  590 

Then  should  I  scarce  regret  the  banks  ofUMOie^ 
AU  as  we  sat  beneath  that  sand-boK  shade ; 
Whence  the  detighted  eye  expatiates  wide 
0'er  the  fair  landsoape ;  where,  in  loFeliest 
Green  cultivation  bath  array*d  the  land. 

See !   there,  what  mills,  like  glants  raJac 
arms. 
To  quell  the  speediog  gale !  what  smoke  aacenda 
From  every  boiling  house !  What  stnictnres  lise, 
Neat  though  not  lofty,  pervioos  to  the  breeze; 
With  galieries,  porclies,  or  piazsas  grac*d  !       530 
Nor  not  delightful  are  those  reed-biiUt  huta. 
On  yonder  bill,  that  front  the  risiug  Sun  ; 
Witb  plantanes,  with  baiiana'8  bo8oin'dHleep, 
1*hat  flutter  in  the  wind :  where  frolic  goats 
Butt  the  young  Negroes,  wbile  their  swartby  sirei^ 
With  ardent  gladness  wield  the  bill;  and  bark, 
The  crop  is  finish*d,  how  they  rend  the  sky  ! 

Nor,  beauteoos  only  shows  the  cułtured  loil, 
From  this  cool  station.  No  less  charms  the  eye 
That  wild  interminable  waste  of  warea :  540 

While  on  the  horizon'8  furthest  verge  are  seen 
Islands  of  differeot  shape,  and  difićreat  size ; 
Wbile  sail-clad  ships,  with  their  sweet  prodwc 

fraught, 
Swell  on  the  straining  sight ;  wbile  near  yon  rock. 
On  which  ten  tbousand  wings  with  ccaselcas  daag 
llieir  airies  build,  a  waterspout  descends. 
And  shakes  mid  ocean ;  and  while  there  below, 
That  town,  embowcr'd  in  the  diff'rent  shade 
Of  tamarinds,  panspaus,  and  papavs,  o'er  wUch 

Ver.  510.  Rr  her,  fair  autk*res$.^  Mn.  Lcsbok. 

Ver.  522.  sond  iox.'\  So  called,  from  the 

pericarpiums  being  often  madę  use  of  Ibr  contaia- 
ing  sand,  wben  the  seeds,  which  aie  a  ^iofeat 
emetic,  are  taken  out.  This  is  a  fine  shady  tnt, 
especially  when  young ;  and  its  lea^es  are  eflica- 
ciousiy  appUed  in  headacbs  to  the  temylet,  which 
they  sweat.  It  gniws  fast ;  but  loses  mach  of  its 
beauty  by  age.  Its  wood  is  brittle,  and  when  cct 
emits  a  milky  jnice,  which  is  not  canatie.  Tbe 
sand-box  thrires  best  in  warm  shady  places.  Tke 
Sun  often  splits  the  pericarpium,  which  tbes  cn^ 
likc  a  pistol.  It  is  round,  flatted  both  above  and 
below,  and  divided  into  a  greafc  number  of  regaiar 
compartroents,  each  of  which  contaioa  one  seed 
flatted  oYularly.     The  botanical  naiDe  is  bura. 

Ver.  549.  Panspans.  ]  See  the  notes  od  book  ii 

Ver.  549.  /a/Miw.]  This  singalar  tree,  whose 
fruits  surround  its  suoimit  iminedtately  ander  the 
branchesand  leaves  like  a  necklaoe,  grows  qaicher 
than  almost  any  other  in  the  West  Ibdiea  Tbs 
wood  is  ofnouse,  being  spoogy,  hoUow,  and  heibs- 
ceous;  ho«cvcr,  the  blossoms  and  fruit  nMke  ci- 
ccUent  sweetmeatsj    but  aliore  aU«  the  jukc  cf 
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A  double  Iris  throwt  h<r  painted  arcb,  550 

Shows  commerce  toiliog  in  each  crowded  rtreet. 
And  each  throng^d  Street  with  limpid  carrents  lav'd. 
What  thoogh  no  bird  of  song  here  charms  the 
sense 
With  her  wild  minstrelsy ;  far,  far  beyond, 
Th'  unnatural  quaver8  óf  Hesperian  throats ! 
Thoaich  the  chaste  poet  of  the  vemal  woods, 
That  ahuns  rude  Fai]y*s  din,  delight  not  here 
The  listennig  eve  j^bid  though  no  herald-lark 
Here  leave  his  couch,  high-towering  to  desery 
Th*  appruach  of  dawn,  and  hail  her  with  his  song: 
Yet  not  unmiisical  the  tuikling  lapse  561 

Of  yon  cool  argent  rill,  wkich  Phosbus  gilds 
With  his  first  orient  rays ;  yet  musicał, 
Thoee  busom  airs  thatthroagh  the  plantanes  play, 
And  tear  with  wantonness  their  leafy  scrotU; 
Yet  not  unmusical  the  ware's  hoarse  sound, 
That  dashes,  su  Hen,  on  the  distant  shore ; 
Yet  musiea}  those  littłe  inseots*  hnm, 
That  hover  round  us,  and  to  Reason's  ear 
Deep,  morał  tniths  convey;  while  overy  beam  570 
Flings  on  them  transient  tints,  which  vary  when 
They  wave  their  purple  pliimes ;  yet  musical 
The  loTe-Iom  cooing  of  the  mouQtaiu-dove, 
That  woos  to  plcasing  thoughtfulness  the  soul ; 
But  chief  the  breeze,  that  murmura  through  yon 

•caneSf 
Encbants  the  ear  with  tonaUe  delight 

While  such  foir  scenes  adom  these  blissful  isles ; 
Why  will  their  sons,  ungrateful,  roam  abroad  ? 
Why  spend  their  opulence  in  other  climes  ? 

Say,  is  pre-eminence  your  partial  aim  ?  — 
Distinction  courts  yoa  here ;  the  senatc  calłs.  581 
Herc,  croDching  slaTes,  attcndant  wait  your  nod : 
While  there,  umioted,  bot  for  Folly*9  garb, 
For  FoHy's  jargon;  yóar  duli  hours  ye  pass, 
EcIipsM  by  tities,  and  superior  wealth. 

^>oes  martial  ardonr  fire  your  generous  yeins  ? 
Fly  to  yoar  native  isles :  Bellona,  there, 
Hath  loog  time  rear*d  her  bloody  flag ;  these  isles 
Your  strennous  arms  demand ;  for  yc  are  brave ! 
Kor  hmger  to  the  lute  and  tabour*s  sonnd         590 
Wca^e  antic  measures.    O,  eould  my  weaic  song, 
O  conid  my  song,  like  his,  heaven-favouTed  bard, 
Who  led  desponding  Sparta'8  oft^beat  hosts 
To  yictory,  to  glory ;  fire  your  sools 
With  Eagli^h  ardour !  for  now  £ngłand*8  swains, 
(The  man  of  Norfolk,  swains  of  England,  thank) 
Ali  enialous,  to  Frcedom*s  standard  fly, 
And  drive  Inrasiou  from  their  native  shore: 
How  would  my  soul  exult  with  conscious  pride; 
Nor  grudge  those  wreaths  Tyrtsus  gainM  of  yore. 


the  fniit  being  nibbed  n\yon  a  spit,  will  inteneratc 
new>killed  fowls,  &c.  a  circumstance  of  great  con- 
iequeoce  in  a  climate,  where  the  warmth  soon 
reoders  whaterer  meats  are  attempted  to  be  madę 
tender  by  keeping,  unfit  for  cuiinary  purposes. 
Nor,  will  it  only  intenerate  frcsh  meat ;  but,  being 
bołled  with  salted  beef,  will  retider  it  eańly  di- 
gestible.  Its  milky  juice  is  somctimes  used  to  cure 
ringprorms.  It  is  said,  that  the  guts  of  hogs  would 
in  time  be  lacerated,  were  they  to  fecd  on  the  rlpc, 
nnpeełed  fruit.  Its  seed  is  said  to  be  anthelmintic. 
Tbe  butanical  name  is  papaya. 

Vcr,  592 h€aven--favourcd  bard."]  Glover. 

Ver.  596.  The  man  ąf  NorfoUi,'\  The  honojrablc 
generał  George  Townshend. 


Or  are  ye  fond  of  rich  hnnirions  cates  ?«-     591 
Can  aught  in  Europę  emulate  the  pine, 
Or  fruit  forbidden,  natire  of  your  isles? 
Sons  of  Apicius,  say,  can  £urope'8  scas, 
Can  aught  the  edible  creation  yields, 
Compare  with  turtle,  boast  of  land  and  wave? 
Can  £urope*s  seas,  in  all  their  finny  realms, 
Aught  so  delicious  as  the  Jew-fish  show  ? 
Tell  me  what  viands,  land  or  streams  produce, 
The  large,  black,  female,  monlting  crab  excel? 
A  richer  flavour  not  wild  Cambria*8  bi\ls,  611 

Nor  Scotia's  rocks  with  heath  and  thymeo^erspread, 
Give  to  their  flocks ;  than,  Ibne  Barbuda,  you, 
Thau  you,  Anguilla,  to  your  sheep  impart. 
'Even  Britain'8  vintage  here,  improv'd,  we  quaff ; 
Etcu  Lusitanian,  even  Hesperian  wincs. 
Those  from  the  Rhine*s  imperial  banks  (poor  Bhine ! 
How  haye  thy  banks  been  died  with  brother-blood  ? 
Unnatural  warfare  ! )  strength  and  flavour  gain 
In  this  delicious  clime.     Besides,  the  cane,       630 
Wafted  to  erery  quartcr  of  the  glohe, 
Makes  the  vast  produce  of  the  world  your  own. 

Or  rather,  doth  the  1ove  of  Naturę  charm  ; 
Its  mighty  love  your  chief  attention  claim  ? 
Leave  Europę ;  there,  through  all  her  coyest  ways, 
Her  secret  mazes,  Naturę  is  pursued  : 
But  here,  with  savagc  loneliness,  she  reigns         • 
On  yooder  peak,  whence  giddy  Fancy  looks, 
Affrighted,  on  the  labouring  main  below.  629 

Heayens!  what  stupendous,  what  unnumbcr*d  trces, 
**  Stage  above  stage,  in  various  verdure  drest,*' 
Unprofitable,  shag  its  airy  clifis !  [bloom, 

Heavens !  what  new  shrubs,  what  herbs  with  useless 
Adom  its  channerd  sides ;  and,  in  its  caves 
What  sulphurs,  ores,  whatcartbd  and  stones  abound ! 
There  let  Philosophy  conduct  thy  steps, 
"  For  nought  b  usdess  madę  i"  with  candid search, 
£xamine  all  the  properties  of  tbings ; 
Immense  discoveries  soon  will  crown  your  toil, 
Your  time  will  soon  repay.  Ah,  when  will  carcs,  640 
The  cares  of  fortunę,  less  my  minutes  claim  ? 
Then,  with  what  joy,  what  energy  of  soul, 
Will  I  not  climb  yon  mountain's  airiest  brow ! 
The  dawn,  tbe  buming  noon,  the  setting  Sun, 


Ver.  608.  Jew-fish,']  This,  though  a  rcry  large, 
is  one  of  the  most  delicate  fishes  that  swim ;  being 
prefer^le  to  caramaw,  king-fisb,  or  camaree: 
some  even  choose  it  before  turtle.  The  Jew-fish 
is  often  met  with  at  AnUgua,  which  enjoys  the 
happiness  of  having  on  its  coast  few,  if  any,  poi- 
soned  fishes. 

Ver.  613.  Barbuda.']  This  is  a  Iow,  and  not  large 
stock-island,  belonging  to  the  Codrington  family. 
Part  of  this  island,  as  also  two  plantations  iu  Bar- 
badoes,  were  left  by  colonel  Christopber  Codring- 
ton, for  building  a  college  in  Barbadoes,  and  eon- 
yerting  Negroes  to  the  Christian  religion.. 

Ver,  614.  Anguilla.]  This  island  is  about  thirty 
miles  long  and  ten  broad.  Though  not  mountain- 
ous,  it  is  Tocky,  and  abounds  with  strong  passes ; 
so  that  a  few  of  its  inhabitants,  who  are  indeed  ex- 
pert  in  the  use  of  fire-arms,  repulsed,  with  great 
slaughŁer,  a  considerabic  detachment  of  French, 
who  madę  a  descent  Ihereon  in  the  war  preceding 
the  last.  Cotton  and  cattle  are  its  chief  commo- 
dities.  Many  of  the  inhabitants  are  rich ;  the 
captain-gcneral  of  the  Leewaid  Islands  nominates 
the  gorenior  and  council*  They  have  no  assciubJy.' 
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The  midnight-honr,  shall  hear  my  conttant  tows 

To  Naturę ;  see  me  proetrate  at  her  shrine ! 

And,  O,  if  haply  I  may  aught  iiivent 

Of  use  to  mortal  man,  life  to  prolong. 

To  soften,  or  adom ;  what  genuine  joy^ 

What  exultation  of  supremę  delight,  650 

Will  sweli  my  raptur'd  boeom.    Then,  whenBeath 

Shall  calł  me  hence,  I  '11  unrepining  go ; 

Nor  envy  conquerors  their  storied  tomba, 

Though  not  a  stone  point  out  my  humble  graTe. 
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ARGUMENT. 

Inirocation  to  the  Geniils  of  Africa.    Address.    Ne- 
groęs  when  bought  should  be  yoang  and  strong. 
The  Gongo-negroes  are  fitter  (br  thć  house  and 
trades,  than  for  the  field.     The  Gold-coast,  but 
especially  the  Papaw-negroes,  make  the  best 
field-negroes  >   but  even  tbese,  if  advanced  in 
yeaw,  should  not  be  purchased.    The.  marks  of 
a  mund  Negro  at  a  Negro  sale.  Where  the  men 
do  nothing  but  hunt,  fish,  or  fight,  and  all  field 
dnidgery  is  left  to  the  women :  these  are  to  be 
preferred  to  their  husbands.     The  Minnahs  make 
good  tradesmen,  but  addicted  to  suicide.    The 
Mundingos,    in  particular,  subject  to  warms; 
and  the  Congas,  to  dropsical  disorders.     How 
salt-water,  or  new  Negroes  should  be  seasoned. 
Some  Negrocs  eat  dirt.     Negroes  should  be  ha- 
bituated  by  gentle  degrees  to  field  labour.    This 
Iabour>  whcn  compared  to  that  in  lead-mines, 
or  of  those  who  work  in  the  gold  and  silrer  mines 
of  South  America,  is  not  only  less  toilsome,  but 
far  morę  beatthy.     Negroes  should  always  be 
treated  with  humanity.     Praise  of  freedom.    Of 
the  dracunculus,  or  dragon-worm.     Of  chigres. 
Of  the  yaws.     Might  not  this  discase  be  im- 
parted  by  inoculation  ?     Of  worms,  and  their 
multłform   appearance.    Praise  of  commerce 
Of  the  imaginary  disorders  of  Negroes,  especially 
those  caused  by  their  conjurers  or  Obia-men. 
The  composition  and  suppoeed  yirtues  of  a  ma- 
gi«vphiol.     Field  Negroes  should  not  begin  to 
work  beibre  8ix  in  the  moming,  and  should  leave 
off  between  e1even  and  twetre ;  and  beginning 
again  at  two,  should  finish  before  sun-set.     Of 
tR«  weekly  ałlowanca  of  Negroes.    The  young, 
the  old,  the  siekły,  and  eren  the  lazy,  must 
have  their  victuals  prepared  for  them.     Of  Ne- 
gro-ground,  and  its  various  productions.    To  be 
fenced  in,  and  vatched.     Of  an  American  gar- 
den.    Of  the  situation  of  the  Negro-huts.     How 
best  defended  from  fire.   The  great  Negro-dance 
described.     l>rumming,  and  intoxicating  spirits 
not  to  be  allowed.     Negroes  should  be  madę  to 
narry  in  their  master's  plantation.      Inconve- 
niences  arising  from  the  contrary  practice.     Ne- 
groes to  be  clothed  once  a  year,  and  before 
Christmas.     Praise  of  Louis  XIV.  for  the  Codę 
Noir.     A  body  of  laws  of  this  kind  recommcnded 
to  the   English  sugar  colonies.     Praise  of  the 
river  Thames.      A  moon-light  landscape  and 
Yision. 


(Wbile  howls  the  desert  fearftiUy  arouaA) 

Of  thine  own  Niger,  sadly  thou  reclin^st 

Thy  temples  shaded  by  the  tremMoos  palm, 

Or  qułck  papaw,  whose  top  ts  necklacM  roond 

With  numerous  rows  of  party-oolour'd  frait  z 

Or  hear*st  thou  rather  from  the  rocky  baoiks 

Of  Rio  GrandI ,  or  black  Sonaga  ?  ^  9 

Where  dauntless  thou  the  beadlong  torrent  bimv*i* 

In  search  of  gold,  to  brede  thy  Ipolly  locks, 

Or  with  bright  ringlets  omameiflWiiiie  ears, 

Thine  arms  and  ankles:  O  attend  my  9005. 

A  Muse  that  pities  thy  distressful  state ; 

Who  sees,  with  gńef,  thy  sons  in  fetten  bonnd; 

Mlio  wishes  freedom  to  the  race  of  man ; 

Thy  nod  assenting  crares:  dread  Genius,  cone ! 

Yet  Tain  thy  presence,  vain  thy  (avouTiDg  Dod; 
Uniess  once  morę  the  Muses,  that  erewhile 
Upheld  me  fainting  in  my  past  career,  tO 

Through  Caribbee*s  can&-]sles;  kind  copdejcood 
To  guide  my  footsteps,  through  parch*'  lAya'< 

wilds. 
And  bind  my  sun-bumt  brow  with  other  bay^ 
Than  ever  dcck'd  the  syl^an  bafd  befbrc 

Say,  will  my  Melvil,  from  tbe  public  care, 
Withdraw  one  moment  to  the  Muses*  shrme  ? 
Who  smit  with  thy  fair  famę,  industrious  eull 
An  Indian  wreath  to  mingle  with  tby  bay8> 
And  deck  the  hero,  and  the  scboiar^s  biow  ! 
Wilt  thon,  whose  mikłneas  smooths  the  fK»  of 
War,  50 

Who  round  the  rictor-blade  the  myrtle  twin^it. 
And  mak'st  subjection  loyal  and  sincere ; 
O  wilt  thou  gracious  hear  th*  unartful  straio, 
Whose  mild  instructions  teach,  no  trivial  theme, 
What  care  the  jetty  African  reqaires  ł 
Yes,  thou  wilt  deign  to  hear ;  a  man  ttioa  ait 
Who  deem^st  nonght  foreign  that  balongs  to  maa. 

In  mind  and  aptitude  for  useful  toil, 
The  Negroes  difier :  Muse  that  dificrence  ńng. 
'  Whcthcr  to  wield  the  hoe,  or  guide  the  płane; 
Or  for  domestłc  uses  thou  intend^st  41 

The  sunny  Libyan:  from  what  clime  tbey  spring, 
It  not  imports ;  if  strength  and  youth  be  thesrs. 

Yet  those  from  Congo*s  wide-extended  ^ia«, 
Through  which  the  long  Zaire  winds  with  cryital 

stream, 
%\liere  lavi8h  Naturę  sends  indulgent  fortb 
Fruits  of  high  flavour,  and  spontaneous  seeds 
Of  bland  nutritious  quality,  ill  bear 
The  toilsome  field  i  but  boast  a  docile  mind. 
And  happiness  of  features.    These,  with  care,    50 
De  taught  eacb  nicc  mechautc  art :  or  traine^ 
To  household  ofiices :  their  ductile  soub 
With  all  thy  care,  and  all  thy  gold  repay. 

But,  if  the  labours  of  the  field  demand 
Thy  chief  attention ;  and  th'  ambrosial  cane 
Thou  long'st  to  see,  with  spiry  frequeiice,  shade 
Many  an  acre :  planter,  choose  the  &lave, 
Who  sails  from  barren  climes  }  where  Want  ak)o<\ 
Ofiśpring  of  rude  Neceaisity,  compcls 
The  sturdy  natire,  or  to  plant  thę  soil,  60 

Or  Stern  vast  rivers  for  his  daily  food. 

Such  are  the  children  of  the  Golden  Coast ; 
Such  the  Papaws,  of  Negroes  far  the  best: 
And  such  the  num*rous  tribes,  that  skiit  tbe  diore, 
From  rapid  Volta  to  the  distant  Rey. 


I 


Genius  of  Afric !  whether  thou  bestrid'^ 
The  castled  elephant ;  or  at  the  aourca 


I 


Ver.  25.  The  veteran  geoeral  Melvily  whom  a4 
men  praise.    C 
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Bot,  plftnter,  from  what  ćoast  8oe'er  they  saili 
Boy  iu>t  the  old:  they  eveT  salłen  prove ; 
With  heart-felt  angaish,  they  lament  their  home; 
They  will  not,  cannot  work ;  they  never  leam 
Thy  Dative  language ;  they  are  prone  to  ails :     70 
.And  oft  by  suicide  their  betng  eod. 

Must  tboD  firom  Afric  reinfbrce  thy  gang  ? — 
Let  bealth  and  youth  their  erery  sinew  firm  j 
deftr  roli  their  ample  eye ;  their  tong^e  be  red ; 
Broad  swell  their  efaest;  their  shoulders  wide)expand; 
Not  prominent  their  belly ;  clean  and  strong 
Their  thigfas  and  legs,  io  just  proportion  rise. 
Such  soon  will  brave  the  fervoura  of  the  ciime; 
And  free  from  ails,  that  kill  thy  Negro-train,    . 
An  usefiil  serritnde  will  long  support  80 

Yet,  if  thine  own,  thy  children^s  life,  be  dear; 
Buy  not  a  Gormantee,  tbough  healthy,  young. 
Of  breed  too  generous  (or  the  servile  field  $ 
Tliey,  bom  to  fireedom  in  their  native  land, 
TTtłoose  death  befbre  dishonourable  bonds : 
Or,  fir'd  with  yengeance,  at  the  midnight  honr, 
Sudden  they  seize  thine  unsospecting  watch, 
And  thine  own  poniard  bary  in  thy  breast 

At  hopae^  the  men,  in  many  a  9ylvan  realm, 
Their  rank  tobacco,  charm  of  saunteńng  minds,  90 
Frgm  clayey  tiibes  inhale;  or,  vacant,  beat 
For  prey  the  foreiŁ ;  dl*,  in  war'8  dread  ranks, 
Their  coantry's  foes  affront :  whiJe,  in  the  field, 
Their  wives  plant  rice,  or  yams,  or  lofty  maize, 
Feli  hunger  to  repel.     Be  thcse  thy  choice: 
They,  hardy,  with  the  laboiirs  of  the  cane 
Soon  grow  familiar ;  while  unusual  toil. 
And  new  sererities  their  hnsbands  kill. 

The  slaves  from  Minnah  are  of  stubborn  breed : 
But,  when  the  bill,  or  hammer,  they  afiiect,       100 
They  soon  perfection  reach.    Bat  fly,  with  care, 
The  Moco  nation  ;  they  themseWes  destroy. 

Worms  lurk  in  all :  yet,  pronest  they  to  worms, 
Who  from  Mundingo  sail.     When  therefore  such 
Thott  buy'8t,  for  sturdy  and  laborious  they, 
Straight  let  some  leamed  leaćh  strong  med'cines  gire, 
Till  food  and  climate  both  familiar  grow. 
Thtts,  though  from  rise  to  set,  in  Phosbus*  eye, 
They  toil,  unceasing  ;  yet,  at  night,  they  *ll  sleep, 
Lapp'd  in  Elysium ;  and,  each  day,  at  dawn,  110 
Spring  from  their  couch,  as  blithesome  as  the  Sun. 

Oue  precept  morę,  it  mtich  imports  to  know. 
The  Blacks,  who  drink  the  Quanza'8  lucid  strearo, 
Fed  by  ten  thousand  springs,  are  prone  to  bloat, 
Whether  at  home  or  in  these  ocean-isles : 
Aod  thuugh  nice  art  the  water  may  subdae, 
Yet  many  die  ;  and  few,  for  many  a  year, 
Jnst  strength  attain  to  łabour  for  their  lord. 

Would*st  thoa  secure  thine  Ethiop  from  those  ails, 
Which  chauge  of  climate,  change  of  waters  breed, 
And  food  unusual  ?  let  Machaon  draw  121 

From  cach  some  blood,  as  age  and  sex  require) 
Aod  well  with  vervain,  well  with  sempre-vive, 
Unłoad  their  bowels. — These,  in  every  hedge, 
Spontaneous  grow.— Nor  will  it  uot  conduce 
To  give  what  cbymists,  in  mysterious  phrase^ 
Term  the  white  eagle ;  deadly  foe  to  worms. 
But  chief  do  thou,  my  friend,  with  hearty  food, 
Yet  easy  of  digestion,  likest  that 
Which  they  at  home  regaFd  on ;  renovate        130 
Their  sea-wom  appetites.     Let  gentle  work, 
Or  rather  playful  exercise,  amuse 
The  novel  gang:  aud  far  be  angry  words ; 
Far  pond*rous  chains;  and  far  dishearfning  blows. 
From  fruits  restrain  their  eagerąess  i  yet  if 


The  acajon,  haply,  in  thy  garden  b1ooni« 
With  cherries,  or  of  while  or  purple  hue, 
Thrice  wholesome  fruit  in  this  relazing  clime  I 
Safely  thou  may'8t  their  appetite  iudiilge. 
Their  arid  skins  will  plarap,  their  fcatures  shine : 
No  rheums,  no  dysenteric  ails  torment :  141 

The  thinty  hydrops  flies. — *Tis  even  averr'd, 
(Ah,  did  experience  sanctify  the  fact; 
How  many  Lybians  now  would  dig  the  soil, 
Who  pine  in  hourly  agonies  away  !) 
This  pleasing  froit,  if  turtle  join  its  ald, 
Remove8  that  worst  of  ails,  disgrace  of  art, 
The  loatbsome  Ieprosy's  infections  bane.i 

There  are,  the  Muse  hath  oft  abborrent  seen, 
Wbo  swallow  dirt ;  (so  the  chlorotic  fur  150 

Oft  chalk  prefer  to  the  most  poignant  cates) 
Such  dropsy  bloats,  and  to  surę  death  conaigns  ; 
Unless  restrain'd  from  this  unwholesome  food. 
By  soothing  words,  by  menaces,  by  blows : 
Nor  yet  will  threats,  or  blows,  or  soothing  words* 
Perfect  their  cure;  unless  thou.  Pean,  deign*st 
Bymed*cine's  pow*r  their  craving8  to  subdae. 

To  easy  labour  first  inure  thy  slaTes ; 
Extremes  are  dangerous.    With  industrions  search, , 
Let  them  fit  grassy  provender  collect  160 

For  thy  keen  stomach'd  herds.— -But  when  the  Earth 
Hath  madę  ber  annual  progress  round  the  Sun, 
What  time  the  conch  or  beli  resooods,  they  may 
All  to  the  cane-ground,  with  thy  gang,  repair. 

Nor,  Negro,  at  thy  destiny  repine, 
Though  doom'd  to  toil  from  dawn  to  settiog  Sun. 
How  mr  morę  pleasknt  is  thy  rural  task, 
Than  theirs  who  sweat,  sequester*d  from  the  day, 
In  dark  tartarean  caves,  sunk  fieir  beneat|i 
The  Earth^s  dark  surface ;  where  sulphureoos  flames» 
Oft  from  their  Tapoury  prisons  bursting  wild,    It  1 
To  dire  explo8ion  give  the  cavem'd  deep. 
And  in  dread  ruin  all  its  inmates  whelm  ?— - 
Nor  fateful  only  is  the  bursting  flame ; 
The  exhalations  of  the  dcep-dug  minę, 
Though  slow,  sbake  from  their  wings  as  surę  a  death. 

Ver.  137.  GAerries."]  The  tree  which  produces 
this  wholesome  fruit  is  tali,  shady,  and  of  quick 
grpwth.  Its  Indian  name  is  acajou ;  hence  cor- 
ruptly  called  cashew  by  the  English.  The  fruit 
bas  no  resemblance  to  a  cherry,  either  in  shape  or 
size;  and  beani,  at  its  lower  extremity,  a  nut 
(which  th^  Spaniards  name  anacardo,  and  physi- 
cians  anacardium)  that  resembles  a  iarge  kidney- 
bean.  Its  kemel  w  as  grateful  as  an  almond,  and 
morę  easy  of  digestion.  Between  its  rinds  is  con- 
tained  a  highiy  canstic  oil ;  which,  being  beld  to 
a  candle,  emits  bright  salient  sparkles,  in  which 
the  American  forttrae-tellers  pretended  they  saw 
spirits  who  gave  answers  to  whatever  que8tion8 
were  put  to  them  by  their  ignorant  foUowers. 
This  oil  is  used  as  a  cosmetic  by  the  ladies,  to  re- 
move  freckles  and  sun-baming;  but  the  pain  they 
necessarily  sufler  makes  its  use  not  yery  freąuent* 
This  tree  also  produces  a  gum  not  inforior  to  gum- 
arabie;  and  its  bark  is  an  approved  astringent. 
The  juice  of  the  cherry  staius  exceedingly.  The 
long  citroo,  or  amber-coloured,  is  the  best.  The 
cashew-nuts,  when  unripe,  are  of  a  green  colour ; 
but,  ripe,  they  assume  that  of  a  pale  olive.  lliis 
tree  bears  fruit  but  once  a  year. 

Ver.  1 63,  The  conch  ]  Plantaiions  that  have  no 
bells,assemble  their  Negroes  by  souuding  a  conch- 
sheil. 
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With  what  inteitte  tereńtf  of  pain 
Hath  the  alBioted  Masę,  in  Scotia,  seen 
The  minen  rackM,  who  toil  for  fatal  lead  ? 
What  cramps,  what  palsies  shake  their  feeble 
limbi,  180 

Who,  on  the  margin  of  the  rocky  Draye, 
Tracę  siWer^s  fiuent  ore }  Yet  white  men  these  1 

How  iar  morę  happy  ye,  f  han  those  poor  slares^ 
Who,  wbilom,  nnder  native,  gracions  chtefi» 
Incas  and  emperors,  long  ttme  enjoy'd 
Mild  gOTemment,  with  erery  sweet  of  łife, 
In  blinful  dimatea?  See  them  dragg'd  in  chams, 
By  proad  insalting  tyrants,  to  the  mines 
Which  once  they  calPd  their  own,  and  thoi  despisM ! 
See,  in  the  minerał  bosom  of  their  land,  190 

How  hard  they  toil !  how  soon  their  yoathful  limbs 
Feel  the  decrepitade  of  age !  how  soon 
Their  teeth  d^rt  their  sockete !  and  how  soon 
Shaking  paratysis  unstrings  their  frame ! 
Yet  scaree,  e^en  tben,  are  they  allow'd  to  view 
The  gtorious  god  of  day,  of  whom  they  beg, 
Wi^  eamest  hourly  supplications,  death; 
Yet  death  slow  comes,  to  torturę  them  the  morę ! 

With  these  compar'd,  ye  sons  of  Afric,  say, 
How  fitr  morę  happy  isyour  lot?  Blandfaealth,  200 
Of  ardent  eye,  and  Kmb  robust,  attends 
Your  custom*d  łabour;  and,  shoold  sickness  seizei, 
With  what  solicitude  are  ye  not  nurs'd ! 
Yc  Negroes,  then,  your  pleasing  task  pursne; 
And,  by  your  toil,  deserre  your  master'8  care. 

When  first  your  Blacks  are  no^el  to  the  hoe, 
Stndy  their  humours :  some,  soft-soothing  words; 
Some,  presents;  and  some,  menaces  subdue; 
And  some  I  *ve  known,  so  stubborn  is  their  kind, 
Whom  blows,  alas !  couki  win  alone  to  toil.      310 

Yet,  planter,  łet  hnmanity  prevail. 
Perbaps  thy  Negro,  in  his  native  land, 
Possest  large  fertile  płains,  and  s1aves,  and  herds ; 
Perhaps,  whene'er  be  deign^d  to  walk  abroad, 
The  richest  silks,  firom  where  the  Indos  rołls, 
His  limbs  invested  in  their  gorgeous  pleats : 
Perhaps  he  wails  his  wife,  his  children,  ieft 
To  struggle  with  adrersity :  perhaps 
Fortnne,  in  battle  for  bis  country  fought, 
Ga^e  him  a  captive  to  his  deadliestf^:  220 

Perhaps,  incantions,  in  his  natire  fields, 
(On  pleasmrable  scenes  his  mind  intent) 
Ali  as  he  wander'd ;  firom  the  neighb^ring  gTove, 
Feli  ambush  dragg'd  him  to  the  hated  main. 
Werę  they  eren  s^d  for  crimes ;  ye  poiish^d,  say  ! 
Ye,  to  whom  Leaming  opes  ber  amplest  page ! 
Ye,  whom  the  knowledge  of  a  living  God 
Shoold  lead  to  virtue  !  Are  ye  frec  firom  crimes? 
Ah  pity,  then,  these  uninstructed  swains; 
And  still  let  Mercy  soften  the  decrees  230 

Of  rigid  Justice,  with  her  lenient  band. 

Oh,  did  the  tender  Mnse  possess  the  power, 
Which  monarehs  have,  and  monarehs  oift  abuse : 
'T  woald  be  the  fond  ambition  of  her  sonl 
To  quell  tyrannic  sway ;  knock  ofF  the  chains 
Of  heart-debasing  sUvery  j  give  to  man, 
Of  every  colour  and  of  every  clime^ 
Preedom,  jrhich  stamps  him  image  of  his  God. 
Then  iaws,  Oppression's  scourge,  fair  Virtił€'8  prop, 
OiTspring  of  Wisdom !  shoułd  impartial  reign,  240 
To  knit  Uie  whole  in  weU-accorded  strife : 


Ver.  181 rocky  DraBe."]  A  river  in  Hungary, 

on  whose  banks  are  foond  mines  of  quicksilver. 


Senrants,  not  riavei ;  of  cboiee,  and  not  compcir^; 
The  Blacks  shoold  cultivate  the  cane*laod  islea. 

Say,  shall  the  Muse  the  rańous  iUs  reoaant, 
Which  Negro-naticttis  fed  ?  Shall  sbe  describe 
The  worm  that  subtly  winds  into  their  flesh, 
Ali  as  they  bathe  them  in  their  natiTe  streaim  ? 
There,  with  fell  increment,  it  soon  attains 
A  direful  length  of  harm.    Yet,  if  due  skill 
And  proper  circumspection  are  employed,         850 
It  may  be  won  its  rolomes  to  wind  roond 
A  leaden  cyHnder :  but,  O  beware. 
No  rashness  practise ;  else  't  will  sarely  nn|i^ 
And  suddenly,  retreating,  dire  prodoce 
An  annnal  iameness  to  the  tortur'd  Moor. 

Nor  oniy  is  the  dragon  worm  to  dread : 
Feli,  winged  insects,  which  the  yisiial  my 
Scarcely  diacerm,  their  saUe  feet  and  buidl* 
Oft  penetrate;  and,  in  the  flesby  nest, 
Myriadsofyoungproduce;  which  soou  deitroy  260 
The  parts  they  breed  in ;  if  asiduoos  ean, 
With  art^  eztract  not  the  prolilic  fbe. 

Or,  shall  sbe  sing,  and  not  debase  her  lay, 
The  pest  peculiar  to  tht  JEthiop  kind, 
The  yaw'8  inISectious  bane  ?— >Th*  infeeted  lar 
In  hots,  to  łeeward,  lodge ;  or  near  the  maiii. 
With  beart'ning  food,  with  tut-Ue,  and  with  concbi; 
The  flowers  of  sutphnr^  and  hard  niccars  bomty 
The  lurking  evil  from  the  blood  expel. 
And  throw  it  on  the  surfoce:  tbere  in  spots»      270 
Which  cause  no  pain,  and  scanty  ichor  yieUl, 
It  chiefly  breaks  about  the  anns  and  hips, 
A  virulent  contagion  1        When  no  morę 
Roiind  knobby  spots  defbnn,  but  the  diseaae 
Seeois  at  a  panse:  then  let  the  leanied  leadi 
GiTe,  in  dne  dose,  live4iWer  finom  the  minę; 
Till  copions  spitting  the  whole  taint  erfiaust  ■     ■ 
Nor  thou  repine,  thoogh  half-way  roond  the  Son 
Hiis  globe  her  annual  progress  shall  absoWe, 
Ere,  clear'd,  thy  slave  from  all  infectionsbine.  280 
Nor  then  be  conlident  j  succes8ive  cropa 
Of  defindationB  oft  will  spot  the  Ain  : 
These  thou,  with  turpentine  and  guaiac  poda, 
Reduc'd  by  coction  to  a  wholesome  draaght, 
Total  remove,  and  give  the  bliiod  its  ImIdi. 

Say,  as  this  malady  bat  once  infests 

Ver.  257 winged  inseels,']  TheM,   by  tbe 

English,  are  called  chigoes  or  chigrea.  They 
chiefly  perfbrate  tbe  toes,  and  sometimes  thie 
fingers ;  occasioning  an  itching,  which  some  people 
think  not  nnpleasing,  and  are  at  pains  to  get,  by 
going  to  the  copper-boles,  or  mill-roand,  wbere 
chigres  most  abound.  They  lay  their  nits  in 
a  bag,  about  the  size  of  a  smali  pea,  and  are 
partly  contained  therein  themselTes.  This  the 
Negroes  extraet  without  bursting,  by  means  of 
a  needle,  and  filling  up  the  place  with  a  littlc 
snuff;  it  soon  heals,  ił  the  person  has  a  good 
constitutlon.  One  species  of  them  b  supposcd  to 
be  poisonous;  but,  I  belłeve,  unjustly*  Whea 
they  bury  themsehres  near  a  tendon,  espedally  if 
tbe  person  is  in  a  bad  habit  of  body,  they  occasioa 
troublesome  sores.  Tbe  South  Americans  cali 
them  mignas. 

Ver.  268 nkecr^.]  The  botanical  name  of 

this  medicinal  shrub  is  guilandioa.  Tbe  fruit  rr- 
sembles  marbles,  though  not  so  round.  Their 
shell  is  hard  and  smooth,  and  cootains  a  ferinaoe^ 
ous  nut,  of  admirable  nse  in  aeminal  weaknesses. 
They  are  also  giren  to  throw  out  the  yaws. 
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The  flOM  of  GuiiMft,  niight  not  skill  ingraft 
(Thus  tbe  tmaU-pox  are  happily  conTey'd) 
Tbis  ailment  early  to  thy  Negro-train  ? 

Yct,  of  tbe  łlU  wbich  torturę  Libya^s  sons,    290 
'Wonns  tyranuize  thc  woreL    They,  Proteus-like, 
Eacb  symptom  of  each  malady  aasume; 
And,  uoder  eT'ry  mask,  tb'  assassina  kiłl. 
l)foir,  in  the  guise  of  horrid  spasms,  tbey  writbe 
Tbe  tortur^d  body,  and  all  sense  o'erpower. 
Sometimes,  like  Mania,  with  ber  head  downcast, 
Tbey  caase  tbe  wretcb  in  solitude  to  pine ; 
Or  frantic,  bursting  firom  tbe  stiongest  chains. 
To  frown  witb  look  terrific,  not  his  own. 
Sometimes  like  Ague,  with  a  shirering  mieo,     300 
The  tcetb  gnasb  fearful,  and  tbe  blood  rum  chill: 
Anon  tbe  ferment  maddens  in  tbe  Teins, 
And  a  false  yigour  animates  tbe  irame. 
Again,  the  Dropsy^s  bloated  mask  tbey  steal; 
Or,  **  melt  with  minings  of  tbe  hectic  flre." 

Say,  to  sueh  yarious  mimie  forma  of  deatb, 
What  remedies  sball  puzzled  art  oppose? — 
Thanks  to  th'  Almighty,  in  eacb  patb-way  hedge, 
Rank  cow-itcb  giows,  wbose  sharp  unnumber^d 

stings, 
Sheath*d  in  mełasses,  from  their  deus  expell,     310 
Feli  dens  of  deatb,  the  reptile  hirking  foe. 
A  powerful  Termi^ige,  in  skilfiil  banda, 
The  worm-grasB  prores ;  yet,  even  in  hands  of  skill, 
Sadden,  I  've  known  it  dim  Uie  yisual  ray 
For  a  wbole  day  and  night    Tbere  are  who  nse 
(And  sagę  Expcrience  jostifies  the  use) 
The  minera!  product  of  the  Comisb  minę ; 
Wbich  in  old  times,  ere  Britain  laws  enjoy'd, 
The  polisb^d  Tyriaos,  monarclu  of  the  main, 
I n  their  swift  ships  convey'd  to  roreign  reahns :   380 
like  Sun  by  day,  by  night  the  nortbem  star, 
Their  courae  condocted. — ^Mighty  G>mmerce  hail ! 
By  thee  the  sons  of  Attic*8  stenie  land, 
A  iicanty  number,  laws  impo6'd  on  Oreece: 
Kor  awM  tbey  Greece  alone;  ^ast  Asia*8  king, 
Though  girt  by  rich  arm'd  myriads,  at  their  frown 
Felt  his  beart  wiCher  on  bis  furthest  throne. 
Peieanial  source  of  population  tbon ! 
While  scanty  peasants  plough  tbe  flowery  plains 
Of  purpłe  Enna ;  from  tbe  Bćlgian  fens  330 

What  swarms  of  usefnl  citizens  spring  up, 
HaŁcb*d  by  thy  fostering  wing.   Ab,  where  is  flown 
Tbat  dauntless  free-boro  spirit,  wbich  of  old 
Taught  them  to  shake  off  the  tyrannic  yoke 
Of  Spain*s  insulting  king;  oii  wbose  wide  reahns 
The  Sun  still  shooe  with  undiminish'd  beam  ? 

Ver.  309 coor-f/cA.]  See  notes  in  Book  II. 

Ver.  317.  The  rwneraŁ  product  ąf  the  Cornish 
w^ne.^  Tin-filings  are  a  better  Termifuge  than  tin  in 
jiowder.  Tbe  western  parts  of  Britain,  and  the 
neighbouring  isles,  bave  been  famous  for  tbis  useful 
metal  from  tbe  remotest  antiquity;  for  we  find 
from  Strabo,  tbat  tbe  Pboenicians  madę  freąuent 
voyages  to  tbose  parts  (wbich  they  called  Cassiteri- 
des  ftom  KturciTifot  stannum)  in  quest  of  tbat 
Gommodity,  wbich  torned  out  so  bea^ficial  to  them, 
that  a  piłot  of  tbat  oation  strauded  his  Yessel, 
rather  tban  show  a  Roman  ship,  that  watched  him, 
the  way  to  thosc  mlnes.  For  tbis  public  sphited 
action  be  was  amply  rewarded,  says  that  accurate 
writer,  upon  his  return  to  hiscouatry.  The  Romans, 
however,  soon  madę  tbemseWes  masters  of  the 
aecret,  and  sfaared  with  them  in'  the  profit  of  that 
inerebandise. 


Parent  of  wealth !  in  Tam  eoy  Naturo  boards 

Her  gold  and  diamonds ;  toil,  thy  firm  compeer. 

And  industry  of  wnremitting  nenre. 

Scalę  tbe  cleft  mountain,  the  loud  tonrent  bra ve,  340 

Plunge  to  tbe  centrę,  and  tbrough  Nature^s  wiles, 

(Led  on  by  skill  of  penetrati^  soul) 

Her  foUowing  close,  ber  secret  treasures  fińd, 

To  pour  them  płenteous  on  the  laughing  world. 

On  thee  SyWanus,  thee  each  rural  god. 

On  thee  chief  Ceresi  with  unfailing  love 

And  fond  distinction,  emuloosly  gazę. 

In  Tain  hath  Naturę  pour'd  Yast  seas  between 

Far-distaot  kingdoms;  endless  storras  in  vain 

With  double  night  brood  o'er  them ;  thou  dost  throw, 

0'er  far-divided  Nature^s  realms,  a  ehain         351 

To  bind  in  sweet  society  mankind. 

By  thee  wbite  Albion,  once  a  barbarons  cKme, 

Grew  fam'd  for  arms,  for  wiadom,  and  for  laws; 

By  thee  she  holds  the  balance  of  the  worki, 

AcknowłedgM  now  sole  empress  of  the  main. 

Coy  though  thoo  art,  and  mutable  of  łore, 

There  may'st  tbou  ever  fix  thy  wandering  steps ; 

While  Eurus  rules  the  wide  Atlantic  foam! 

By  thee,  thy  iayourite,  gre<t  0»lumbu8  found    360 

That  world,  where  now  thy  praises  f  rehearse 

To  the  resonnding  main  and  palmy  shore ; 

And  Lusitania*s  cbieft  tbose  realms  esplor^d 

Whence  Negroes  spring,  the  subject  of  my  song. 

Nor  pine  the  Blacks,  alone,  with  real  ills, 
Tbat  bafHe  oft  the  wiscst  mles  of  art : 
They  Ukewise  feel  imaginary  woes ; 
Woes  no  less  deadly.    Lnckkss  be  who  owns 
The  8lave,  who  thinks  bimself  bewitch'd ;  and  whom, 
In  wrath,   a  conjurer^s  snake-mark^d  staff  hath 
stnick!  -    370 

Hiey  mope,  love  silence,  e^ery  friend  aroid; 
They  inly  pine;  all  aliment  reject ; 
Or  ioflufficient  for  nutrition  take : 
Their  features  droop ;  a  siekły  yellowish  hue 
Their  skin  deforms;  their  strength  and  beauty  fly. 
Then  oomes  the  fieverish  Ficnd,  with  fiery  eyes, 
Whom  drowth,  conTtilsions,  and  whom  death  sur- 
Fatal  attendants  I  if  sonie  subtle  sla^e        [round, 
(Such,  Obia-men  are  styrd)do  not  engage 
To  saYe  the  wretcb  by  antidote  or  spell.  380 

In  magie  spelk,  in  Obia,  all  tbe  sons 
Of  sable  Afric  trust: — Ye  sacred  Nine  \ 
(For  ye  each  hidden  preparation  know) 
Transpierce  the  gloom  which  ignorance  and  frand ' 
Have  render'd  awful ;  tell  the  laugbiug  world 
Of  what  these  wonder-wbrking  charms  are  madę. 

Fem  root  cut  smali,  and  ty*d  wi^h  many  a  knot; 
Old  teeth  exŁracted  from  a  wbite  man's  skuli ; 

Yer.  370. tnaie-maH^tLI  The  Negro-con^ 

jurers,  or  Obia-mcn,  as  they  are  called,  carry 
about  them  a  stail^  which  is  roarked  wtth  frogs, 
snakes,  &c  The  Blacks  imągine  that  its  blow,  if 
not  mortal,  will  at  least  occasion  long  and  trouble- 
somis  disoiden.  A  betief  in  magio  is  inaeparable 
from  human  naturę,  but  tbose  nations  are  most  ad- 
dicted  thereto,among  whom  leaming,  and  ofcourse  < 
pbitosophy,  have  least  obtained.  As  in  all  other 
couDtries,  so  in  Guinea,  tbe  conjurers,  as  they  hare 
morę  uiiderstanding,  so  are  they  almost  always  ^ 
morę  wicked  tban  the  common  berd  of  their  de- 
luded  countr>'men;  aud  as  the  Negro-ma^ipcians 
can  do  mischicf,  so  they  can  aiso  do  good  on  a 
plantation,  provided  they  are  kej^  by  the  while 
people  iu  proper  subordiuatioa. 
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A  lizard'8  skeleton ;  a  serpenfs  head : 
Thflse  inix'd  with  salt,  and  water  from  the  spring, 
Are  10  a  phial  poui^d ;  o'er  these  Ae  leach       391 
Mutters  strange  jargon,  and  wild  circies  fonns. 

Of  this  possest,  each  Negro  deenis  himseif 
Secure  from  poison ;  for  to  poison  they 
Are  infamously  prone:  and  ann'd  with  this, 
Their  sable  country  demons  they  defy, 
Who  fearfal  haunt  them  at  the  midnight  hoafi 
To  work  them  mischief.    This,  diseases  fly ; 
Diseases  follow :  such  its  wondrous  power !  ' 

This  o*er  the  threshold  of  their  cotUge  hang»   400 
Ko  thieres  break  in ;  or,  if  they  dare  to  steaj, 
Their  feet  in  blotches,  which  admit  no  care, 
Burst  loathsoDie  out ;  but  should  its  owner  filch, 
As  slaTes  were  ever  of  the  pilfering  kind, 
This  from  detection  screens; — so  coi^urers  swear. 

Till  moming  dawn,  and  Łucifer  withdraw 
His  beamy  chariot;  let  not  the  łoud  beli 
Cali  forth  thy  Negroes  from  their  rushy  couch : 
And  ere  the  the  Sun  with  midday  fervour  glow, 
When  every  broom-bush  opes  her  yeliow  flower; 
Let  thy  black  labourers  from  their  toil  desist :     411 
Nor  till  the  broom  her  ^ery  petal  lock, 
Let  the  loud  beli  recall  them  to  the  hoe. 
But  when  the  jalap  her  bright  tint  displays, 
When  the  sotanum  fills  her  cup  with  dew. 
And  crickets,  snakes,  and  lizańls  'gin  their  coil ; 
Let  them  find  shelter  in  their  cane-thatch*d  buts : 
Ot,  if  constrain'd  unusual  bours  tu  toil, 
( For  e^en  the  best  must  sometimes  urge  their  gang) 
With  double  nutriment  reward  their  pains.        420 

Howe*er  insensate  some  may  deem  their  slaves. 
Nor  'bove  the  bestial  rank;  far  pther  thoughts 
The  Muse,  soft  daughter  of  Humanity ! 
WiU  erer  entertain. — ^The  Ethiop  knows, 
The  Ethiop  feels,  when  treated  like  a  man; 
Nor  grudgesi  should  necessity  compel. 
By  day,  by  night,  to  labour  for  his  lord. 

Not  less  inhuman,  than  unthrifty  those, 
Who,  half  the  year's  rot^tion  round  the  Sun, 
Deny  subsistence  to  theii*  labouring  slayes.        430 
But  wouldst  thou  see  thy  ^egro-train  increaae, 
Free  from  disorders;  and  thuieacres  clad 
With  gnt>ves  of  sugar:  evei7  week  dispense 
Or  English  beans,  or  Carolinian  rice; 
leme's  beef,  or  PensyUanian  flour; 
Newfbundland  cod,  or  herrings  from  the  main 
That  howls  tempestupus  round  the  Scotian  isles ! 

Yet  some  there  are  so  łazi  i  y  inclin*d, 
And  so  negicctful  of  th^^ir  food,  that  thou, 
Would^st  thou  preserve  them  from  the  jaws of  Death, 

Ver.  410. broom-bush,']   This  smali  plant, 

which  g^ws  in  every  pasture,  may,  with  propriety, 
be  termed  an  American  clock ;  for  it  begins  every 
fbrenoon  at  eleren  to  open  its  yeliow  flowers, 
which  about  one  are  fully  expanded,  and  ^t  two 
closed.  The  jalap,  or  manrel  of  Peru,  unfolds  its 
petals  between  five  and  six  in  the  erening,  which 
shut  again  as  soon  as  night  comes  on,  to  open  again 
in  the  cool  of  the  moming.  This  plant  is  called 
four  o^clock  by  the  natives,  and  bears  either  a  yel- 
iow or  purple-coloun^d  flower. 

Ver.  415 wlanum  ]  So  some  autborsname 

the  fire-weed,  which  grows  e^ery  where,  and  is  the 
datura  of  Linnaeus;  whose  virtues  Dr.  Stork,  at 
Yienna,  has  g^reatly  eicŁoIled  in  a  late  publication. 
It  bears  a  white  monopetalous  flower,  wbioh  opens 
always  about  smi-seti 


Daily  their  wbolesome  Tiands  mnst  prepare  :     440 
With  these  let  all  the  young,  and  childleas  old. 
And  all  the  morbid  share; — so  Heavea  will  bleas^ 
With  manifold  increase,  thy  costly  care. 
Suffioe  not  this;  to  eyery  slave  assign ' 
Some  mountain-ground :  or,  if  weste  brokeo  land 
To  thee  belong,  that  broken  land  diyide. 
This  let  them  cultjvate,  one  day,  each  week  ; 
And  there  raise  yams,  and  there  cassada^s  root : 
From  a  good  demon*s  staff  cassada  sprang,        450* 
TradiUon  says,  and  Caribbees  believe  ; 
Which  into  three  the  white-rob'd  genius  biok^ 
And  bade  them  plant,  their  hunger  to  repel. 
There  let  angi>la'8  bloomy  bush  sapply. 
For  many  a  year,  with  wbolesome  pulse  tbeir  boaid. 
There  let  the  bonavist,  his  fringed  pods 
Throw  liberał  o'er  the  prop ;  while  ochra  bean 
Aloft  bis  slimy  pulp,  and  help  disdains. 
There  let  potatos  mantle  o*er  the  ground ; 
Sweet  as  the  caue-juice  is  the  root  they  bear.       460 


Ver.  449. catMda.]ToanancientCanbbe9n, 

bemoaning  the  savage  uncomfurtable  life  of  his 
countrymen,  a  deity  clad  in  white  apparel  appear- 
ed,  and  told  him,  be  would  have  come  sooner  to 
have  taugbt  him  the  ways  of  ciyil  life,  had  b^  beea 
adfdressed  bcibre.  He  then  showed  htn  skarp- 
cutting  Stones  to  fell  trees  and  build  houses ;  and 
bade  him  cover  them  with  the  palm  lea^es.  Tbcn 
he  broke  bis  staff  in  three ;  which  betng  plant<H!, 
soon  after  produood  cassada.  See  Ogilvy*s  Ame- 
rica. 

Ver.  454 ai^o/a.]  Tliis  is  called  pidgeon- 

pea,  and  grows  on  a  sturdy  shrub,  that  will  lut  for 
years.  It  is  justly  reckoned  amoog  the  most 
wbolesome  Icg^mens.  The  juice  of  tha  leaTcs, 
dropt  into  the  eye,  will  remoTe  incipient  film& 
The  botanic  name  is  cytisus. 

Ver.  456 honam$L'\  This  is  tbe   Spanisk 

name  of  a  plant,  which  produces  an  exuellent  bean. 
It  is  a  parasitical  plant.  There  are  fiye  soits  of 
bonavist,  the  green,  the  wbite,  the  mooo^hine^  the 
smali  or  common,  and,  lastly,  the  black  and  red. 
The  flowers  of  all  are  white  and  pepiliooaoeoas; 
except  the  last,  whose  blossoms  are  purple.  They 
commoniy  bear  in  8ix  weeks.  llieir  pnlse  it 
wbolesome,  thougb  somewhat  flatuleot;  e^iecially 
those  from  the  black  and  red.  Tłie  pods  are  Bat- 
tish,  two  or  three  inches  long,  and  comtain  frook 
three  to  five  seeds  in  partitional  cells. 

Ver.  457 ochra,']  Or  ockro.     This  shrab, 

which  will  last  for  years,  produces  a  not  less  agree- 
able,  than  wbolesome  pod.  It  bears  all  the  year 
round.  Being  of  a  slimy  and  balsamie  naturę,  it 
becomes  a  truły  medicinal  aliment  in  d3rsentenc 
compłaints.  It  is  of  the  malva  species.  It  rises  to 
about  fbur  or  five  feet  high,  beańng,  oo  and  near 
the  summit,  many  yeliow  flowers ;  succceded  by 
green',  eonie,  fleshy  pods,  channelled  into  sev«ial 
grooYes.  There  are  as  many  cells  filled  wHh  smali 
round  seeds,  a^  there  are  channels. 

Yer.  459 poŁalos.'\  I  cannot  positiYely  say, 

whether  these  TJnes  are  of  Indian  original  or  not ; 
but  as  in  tbeir  fmctiflcation  they  difler  from 
potatos  at  home,  they  probably  are  not  Eoropean. 
They  are  sweet.  There  are  fbur  kinds,  the  red,  che 
white,i^he  loug,  and  round :  tłie  juice  of  each  maj 
be  madę  into  a  pleasant  cool  drink;  and,  betng 
distiUed,  yield  an  excellent  spirit. 
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Thera  too  let  eddas  spring  in  order  meet, 
Wtth  Indian  cale,  and  foodful  calaloo: 
While  mint,  thyme,  balm,  and  Europe'8  coyer  herbs, 
Sboot  giadsome  forth,  nor  reprobate  the  clime. 

Thts  tract  secure,  with  hedges  or  of  limes, 
Or  bushy  citrons,  or  the  shapely  tree 
'that  glows  at  once  with  aromatic  blooms. 
And  golden  fruit  maturę.    To  these  be  join*d, 
Jn  comely  neighbourhood,  the  cotton  shrub; 
In  this  delicious  clime  the  cotton  barsts  470 

On  rocky  sołls. — ^The  coifee  also  plant ; 
'WhiŁe  as  the  skin  of  A]bion*s  loTely  fair 
Are  the  thick  saowy  fragrant  blooms  it  boasts : 
Nor  wilt  thou,  coc6,  thy  rich  pods  refuse ; , 
Though  years,  and  heat,  and  moisture  they  require, 
Ere  the  stone  grind  them  to  the  food  of  healtb. 
Of  thee,  perhaps,  and  of  thy  yarious  sorts. 
And  that  kind  sheltering  tree,  thy  mother  nam'd, 
Włth  crimson  flow'rets  prodigally  grac^d ; 
lu  futurę  times,  the  enraptur*d  Muse  may  sing: 
If  public  favour  crown  ber  present  lay.  481 

But  let  some  ancient,  faithful  slaTc  erect 
Hts  sheltered  mausion  near ;  and  with  his  dog, 
His  loaded  gun,  and  cutlass,  guard  the  w^le : 
Ełse  Negro-fugitiv^,  who  skulk  mid  rocks 
And  shrubby  wilds,  in  bands  will  soon  destroy 
Thy  labourer^s  honest  wealth ;  their  loss  and  yours. 

Perhaps,  of  Indian  gardens  I  could  sing, 
Beyond  wbat  bloomM  on  blest  Pbeacia^s  isle, 
Or  eastern^climes  admirM  in  days  of  yore :      490 
How  Europe^s  foodful,  cultnary  plants ; 
How  gay  Pomoua's  ruby-tinctur'd  births ; 
And  gawdy  Flora's  Tarious-yested  train ; 
Might  be  instructed  to  unlearn  their  climą, 
And  by  due  discipline  adopt  the  Sun. 
The  Muse  might  tell  wbat  culture  will  entice 
The  ripen'd  melon,  to  perfume  each  month ; 
And  with  the  anana  load  the  fragrant  board. 
The  Mose  might  tell,  wbat  trees  will  best  exclude 
("  Insuperable  height  of  airiest  shade")  500 

With  their  vast  umbrage  the  noon's  fervent  ray. 
Theie^  verdant  mammey,  first,'  ber  song  should 
praise: 

Ver.  461.  Eddas,'\  See  notes  on  Book  I.  The 
French  cali  this  plant  tayove.  It  produces  eatable 
roots  every  four  months,  for  one  year  only. 

Ver.  462.  Indian  cale,"]  This  green,  which  is  a 
natiTe  of  the  new  world,  equals  any  of  the  greens 
in  the  old. 
•  Ver.  462.  Caloioo,']  Another  species  of  Indian 
poi-herb,  no  less  wholesome  than  the  preceding. 
These,  with  mezamby,  and  the  Jamaica  prickle- 
weed,  yield  to  no  esculent  plants  in  Europę.  This 
U  an  Indian  name. 

Ver.  466 the  shapely  iTee*'\  The  orange  tree. 

Ver.'  478 thy  mother  nam^d,}  See  Book  X. 

DOte  to  ver3e  605. 

Ver.  502.  Mammey."]  This  is  a  lofty,  shady,  and 
beautifttl  tree.  Its  fruit  is  as  large  as  the  largest 
melon,  and  of  an  exquisite  smeil,  greatly  superior 
to  it  in  point  of  taste.  Within  the  fruit  are  con- 
iained  one  or  two  large  Stones,  which  when  dis- 
tJlled,  gire  to  spirits  a  ratafia  flavour,  and  there- 
fore  the  French  cali  them  les  aprlcots  de  St.  Do- 
miogue :  accordingly,  the  Teau  des  noiauic,  one  of 
the  best  West  Indian  cordials,  is  madę  from  them. 
The  fruit,  eaten  raw,  is  of  an  aperientqualłty;  and 
madę  into  sweetmeats,  &c.  is  truły  exquisite. 
This  tree^  cootrary  to  most  others  in  the  new  world. 


Thee,  the  first  natiTes  of  these  ocean-islies, 
Feli  anthropophagi,  still  sacred  held ; 
And  from  thy  large  high-flaYoar^d  fruit  abstain'd, 
With  pious  awe;  for  thine  high-flaTOured  fruit, 
The  airy  phantoms  of  their  friends  deceasM 
Joy'd  to  regale  on.— -Such  their  simple  creed. 
The  tamarind  likewise  should  adom  her  theme, 
With  whose  tart  fruit  the  sweltering  fever  Ioycs  510 
To  quench  his  thirst,  whose  breezy  umbrage  soon 
Shades  the  pleaa'd  planter,  sbades  his  children  long. 
Nor,  lofty  cassia,  should  she  not  recount 
Thy  woodland  hooours  !  See,  wbat  yellow  fiowers 
Dance  in  the  gale,  and  scent  th*  ambient  air; 
While  thy  long  pods,  full-fraught  with  nectar'd 

sweets, 
Relieve  the  bowels  from  their  lagging  load. 
Nor  chirimoia,  though  these  torrid  isles 
Boast  not  thy  fruit,  to  which  the  anana  yields 
In  taste  and  flavobr,  wilt  thou  coy  refuse         520 
Thy  fragrant  shade  to  beantify  the  scenę. 
But,  chief  of  palms,  and  pride  of  Indian  groTe, 
Thee,  fair  palmeto,  should  ber  song  resound : 
What  swelling  columns,  form*d  by  Jones  or  Wren, 
Or  great  Palladia,  may  with  thee  compare  ? 
Not  nice  proportion*d,  but  of  size  immense, 
Swells  the  wild  fig-tree,  and  should  claim  her  lay ; 
For,  irom  its  numerous  bearded  twigs  proceed 
A  filial  train,  stupendous  as  their  sire, 
In  quick  succession ;  and,  o'er  many  a  rood,   530 
Extend  their  uncouth  limbs ;  which  not  the  bolt 
Of  Heayen  can  scathe ;  nor  yet  the  all-wasting  ragę 
Of  Typhon,  or  of  hurricane,  destroy. 

shoots  up  to  a  pyramidal  figurę :  the  leayea  are 
uncommonly  green;  and  it  prodnces  fruit  but 
once  a  year.  The  name  is  Indian.  The  English 
commonly  cali  it  mammey-sapota.  There  are  two' 
species  of  it,  the  sweet,  and  tiie  tart  The  bota- 
nical  name  is  achras. 

Ver.  509.  Tamarind,]  See  Book  1.  notę  to  yerse 
625. 

Ver.  513.  Casifo.]  Both  this  tree  and  its  mild 
purgatiye  pulp  are  sulficiently  known. 

Ver.  523.  Palmeto,]  This  being  the  most  beau- 
tiful  of  palms,  nay,  perhaps,  superior  to  any  other 
known  tree  in  the  world,  bas  with  propriety  oh- 
tained  the  name  of  royal.  The  botanical  name  is 
palma  masima.  It  will  shoot  up  perpendicularly 
to  an  hundred  feet  and  morę.  The  stem  is  per- 
fectly  circular ;  only  towards  the  root,  and  imme- 
diately  nnder  the  branches  at  top,  it  bulges  out. 
The  bark  is  smooth,  and  of  an  ash-brown  colour, 
ezcept  at  the  top  where  it  is  green.  It  grows  yery 
fast,  and  the  seed  from  whence  it  springs  is  not 
bigger  than  an  acom.  In  this,  as  in  all  the  palm- 
genus,  what  the  natiyes  cali  cahbage  is  found ;  but 
it  resembles  in  taste  an  almond,  and  is  in  &ct  the 
pith  of  the  upper,  or  greenish  part  of  the  stem. 
But  it  would  be  the  most  unpardonable  luxury>to 
cut  down  so  lovely  a  tree,  for  so  mean  a  gratifica- 
tion;  especially  as  the  wild,  or  mountain  cahbage 
tree,  suf&ciently  supplies  the  table  with  that  escu- 
lent. I  nerer  ride  past  the  charming  yista  of  royal 
palms  on  the  Cayon  estate  of  Daniel  Mathew,  esq. 
in  £k.  Christopher,  without  being  put  in  mind  of 
the  pillars  of  the'  tempie  of  the  Sun  at  Palmyra. 
This  tree  grows  on  the  tops  of  hills,  as  well  as  in 
yalleys ;  its  bard  cortical  part  makes  yery  durable 
laths  for  houses.  There  is  a  smaller  species  nol 
quite  80  beautiful. 
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Nor  should,  thongli  smali,  the  anata  not  be  sang: 
Thy  purple  dye,  the  silk  and  cotton  fleece 
Deligbted  drink ;  tby  purple  dye  the  tribes 
Of  northero  Ind,  a  fierce  and  wily  race, 
Carouse,  assembled ;  and  with  it  they  paint 
Tbeir  raanly  make  in  many  a  borrid  form. 
To  addnew  terroun  to  the  face  of  war.  540 

The  Moae  mij^ht  teacb  to  twine  the  rerdant  arch, 
And  the  cool  alcoTe*s  łofty  roof  adom, 
Włth  pond'rou8  granadiłlas,  and  tbe  fruit 
CalPd  water-lemon  $  gratefnl  to  the  taste : 
Nor  sbofuld  sbe  not  parane  tbe  mountam-streams, 
But  pleas^d  decoy  them  from  tbeir  shady  haunts, 
In  ńlls,  to  Yitit  every  tree  and  herb; 
Or  faW  o'er  fem-clad  cliffs,  with  foaming  ragę; 
Cr  in'  huge  basons  float,  a  lair  expanse  $ 
Or,  bound  in  chains  of  artificial  fbrce,  550 

Arisetbiongh  scalptur*dfltone,orbreathingbras8.— 
But  I  'm  in  haate  to  furl  my  wind-wom  sails. 
And  ancbor  my  tir^d  yessel  on  the  shore. 

U  much  imports  to  buildtby  Negro-buta, 
Or  on  tbe  soonding  margin  of  tbe  main, 
Or  on  8ome  dry  hilPs  gently-sloping  sidea, 

In  streets,  at  distance  due. When  near  tbe 

l£t  freqaent  coco  cast  its  waTy  shade ;       [beacb, 
Tts  Neptmie*B  tree;  and,  nouńshM  by  tbe  spmy, 
Soon  roand  the  beading  8tem*6  aerial  height     560 
Olusters  of  migbty  nuta,  with  m)lk  and  fruit 
Deltcioos  fraught,  hang  clattering  in  tbe  sky. 
Tliere  let  the  bay-grape,  too,  its  crooked  limba 
Project  enormoos ;  of  empurpled  hue 

Ver.  534.  Jnata,"]  Or  anotto,  or  arootta;  thence 
comiptiy  called  Indian  otter,  by  tbe  Eogliiih.  The 
tree  is  abont  the  size  of  an  ordinary  apple-tree. 
The  French  cali  it  rocou;  and  seiid  the  fartna 
home  as  a  paint,  Jcc  for  whicb  purpose  the  tree  is 
cultivated  by  them  in  tbeir  islands.  The  flower  is 
pentapetalous,  of  a  bluish  and  spoon-Iike  appear- 
ance.  The  yellow  lilaments  are  tipped  with  pur- 
plish  apices*  Tbe  style  proves  the  rudiment  of  the 
eucceeding  pod,  which  is  of  a  eonie  shape,  an  inch 
and  a  half  long.  This  is  diTided  into  many  cells, 
whicb  contahi  a  great  number  of  smali  seeds,  co- 
vered  with  a  red  iarina* 

Ver.  543.  Granti^Ua.^  This  is  tbe  Spanish  name, 
and  is  a  species  of  the  paitiflonif  or  possion-fkiwer, 
called  by  linnsNis  miue.  Tbe  seeds  and  pulp» 
through  which  the  seeds  are  dispersed,  are  cooling, 
and  grateful  to  the  palate.  Thia,  as  well  as  tbe 
water-lemon,  belł-apple,  or  boneysuckle,  aa  it  is 
named,  being  paraaitical  plants,  are  eańly  formed 
into  cooling  arbonra,  tban  whicb  no^ing  can  be 
morę  gratefol  in  warm  climates.  Botb  fhiits  are 
wholesone.  The  granadilla  is  commonly  eat  with 
augar,  on  account  of  its  tartness,  and  yet  the  pulp 
is  yiscid.  Plumier  calb  it  granadilla,  latefoUa, 
Irnctu  malilbrmł.  It  grows  best  in  shady  pl^ces. 
The  nnripe  firuit  makes  an  eacellent  piekle. 

Ver.  563.  Ba^^grape,']  Or  sea-side  grapę,  as  it 
18  morę  commonly  called.  This  is  a  large,  crooked, 
and  shady  tree,  (t^e  leaves  being  broad,  ^ick,  and 
almost-circular)  and  succeeds  best  in  sandy  place& 
It  bears  large  clusters  of  grapes  once  a  year ;  which, 
when  ripe,  are  not  disagreeable.  The  stones,  seeds, 
OT  acini,  contained  in  them,  are  large  in  propor- 
tion ;  and,  being  redaced  to  a  powder,  are  an  ex- 
ceilcnt  astringent.  '^e  bark  of  tbe  tree  bas  the 
tamę  property.  The  grapes,  steeped  in  water  and 
fermeuted  with  sugar,  make  an  agreeable  winoi 


Its  frequent  cłotters  grow.    And  there,  H  thott 

Would^st  make  the  śaud  yield  salutary  food, 

liCt  Indian  millet  rear  its  comy  reed, 

Like  arm'd  battalions  in  anray  of  war. 

But,  round  the  npland  buts,  bananas  plant; 

A  wbolesome  natriment  bananas  yield,  5TO 

And  sun-bumt  labour  love8  its  breezy  shade. 

Tbeir  gracefnl  screen  let  kindred  plantanea  jon^ 

And  witb  their  broad  Tans  shiFcr  in  the  bieńe  ; 

So  flames  designM,  or  by  imprudence  cau^bt, 

Shall  spread  no  ruin  to  Uie  neighbourmg  rooL 

Yet  nor  tbe  soonding  margin  of  the  mam. 
Nor  gent}y  alopiog  side  of  breezy  bill. 
Nor  streets,  at  distance  due,  imbower^d  in  trces; 
Will  half  tbe  bealtb,  or  balf  the  pleasure  yield, 
Unless  some  pitying  Naiad  deign  to  lave,  580 

With  an  unceashkg  stieam,  tby  thirsty  boandŁ 

On  festal  days ;  or  when  their  work  is  dcMie; 
Permit  thy  s]aves  to  lead  the  chorał  dance. 
To  the  wild  bansbaw's  mclancholy  soond. 
Responsiye  to  the  sonnd,  head,  fiKt,  and  frame 
Move  awkwardly  barmonioos;  band  in  band 
Now  lockM,  the  gay  troop  circularly  wheels. 
And  frisUs  and  capers  with  iutemperate  joy. 
Halts  tbe  yast  circle,  all  clap  hands  and  sifig; 
While  thoae  distinguisbM  for  th«ir  heels  and  air, 
Bound  in  the  centrę,  and  fontastic  twine.  591 

Meanwhile  some  stripling,  from  the  cboral  riag, 
Trips  forth ;  and,  not  ungallantly,  bestows 
On  her  wbo  nimblest  bath  the  greensward  beat. 
And  whose  flush^d  beauties  bave  intbraU*d  bis  aoul^ 
A  8ilver  token  of  bis  fond  applause. 
Anon  they  form  in  ranks ;  nor  ineapert 
A  thottsand  tuneful  intricacies  weaye, 
Shaking  their  sable  limba ;  and  oft  a  kias 
Steal  fit>m  their  partners ;  wbo,  with  neck  rediii^ 
And  semblant  scom,  resent  the  rayish^d  blisi.   601 
But  let  not  thou  the  drum  their  mirth  inspireś 
Nor  yinous  spirits :  elae,  to  madnesa  fir^d, 
(What  WłU  not  bacchanalian  frenzy  dare  ł) 
Feli  acts  of  blood,  and  yengeance  Uiey  puiane. 

Compel  by  threats,  or  win  by  sootbing  aits* 
Thy  slaTcs  to  wed  their  fellow  slayes  at  borne ; 
So  shall  they  not  their  yigorous  prime  destroy. 
By  distant  ioumeys,  at  untimely  hours, 
When  muffled  Midnight  decks  her  raven-bńr  610 
With  tbe  wbite  plumage  of  tbe  prickly  yine. 

Ver.  567.  Indion-miUet.']'  Or  matse.  Tbis  it 
commonly  called  Guinea-com,  to  distingniah  it 
from  the  great  or  Indian-com,  that  grows  in  the 
sontbem  paits  of  Nortb  America.  It  aoon  sboots 
np  to  a  great  height,  often  twenty  feet  high,  aod 
will  ratoon  like  the  otber ;  but  its  blades  are  aoi 
so  nourisbing  to  borses  as  those  of  the  great  con% 
altbough  its  seeds  are  morę  ao,  and  rather  more 
agreeable  to  the  taste.  The  Indiana,  Negrocs,  and 
poor  wbite  people,  make  many  (not  nnsarooTy) 
disbes  with  them.  It  is  aiao  called  Turkey-wbeat. 
The  turpentine  tree  will  also  grow  in  the  ńnd,  and 
is  most  useiiil  upon  a  plantation. 

Ver.  584.  BanshawĄ  this  is  a  sortof  rude  guitar, 
inVented  by  tbe  Negroes.  It  produces  a  wiM  pleas- 
ing  melancboly  soond. 

Ter.  611 prieklg  vtnć.'\    Hiis  beautifol 

wbite  rosaceoos  flower  is  as  large  as  tbe  crown  of 
one's  bat,  and  onlyblows  at  midnight.  Tbe  plant, 
which  is  prickly  and  attaches  itself  firmly  tothe 
sides  of  houses,  trees.  Sec  produces  a  froit,  which 
some  cali  wythe  applc;  and  othen  with  more  pr> 
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WofuId'st  thoa  from  c«untless  ails  piesenre  thy 
To  erery  Kegro,  as  the  candle^weed  [guig; 

Espands  his  blossoms  to  the  cloudy  sky, 
And  moist  Aąuańus  melts  in  daily  showen ; 
A  woolly  yestment  give,  (thb  Wiltshire  weaves) 
Warm  to  repel  chill  nighfs  unwholesome  dews  : 
While  strung  coarse  linen,  from  the  Scotian  loom, 
Wards  off  the  ferroura  of  the  buming  day.       619 

The  truły  great,  though  from  a  hostile  clime, 
The  sacred  Nlne  embaim ;  then,  Muses,  chant, 
In  gratefiil  numbers,  Gallic  Lewis'  praise : 
For  private  murder  queird ;  for  laurerd  aits, 
Inrented,  cberish'd  in  his  natire  realm  ; 
For  rapine  panishM ;  for  grim  famine  fed ; 
For  sly  chicane  expeird  the  wrangling  bar ; 
And  rightfol  Themis  seated  on  her  throne : 
Bat,  chief,  for  thoM  mild  laws  his  wisdom  fram'd. 
To  guard  the  Ethiop  from  tyraimic  sway ! 

DidsQch,  inthese  green  isles  which  Albion  claims, 
Did  such  obtain ;  the  Muse,  at  midnight  hoor, 
This  last  brain-racking  study  had  DOt  ply'd: 
But,  Bunk  in  slumbers  of  immortal  bliss. 
To  bards  had  listned  on  a  f&ncied  Thanes ! 

Ali  hail,  old  &ther  Thames !  though  not  from  far 
Thy  springing  waters  roli  $  nor  oountJess  streams, 
Of  name  conspicuous,  swell  thy  wafry  storę; 
Though  thou,  no  Plata,  to  the  sea  d^volve 
Va<t  humid  offerings ;  thou  art  king  of  streams: 
Delighted  Comiperce  broods  upon  thy  wave ;   640 

priety,  mountain-strawberry.  But  though  it  re- 
•embles  the  large  Chili-strawberry  in  looks  and 
aize;  yet  being  inelegant  of  taste,  it  is  seldom 
eaten.  Th/e  botanical  name  is  cereus  scandens 
minor.  The  rind  of  the  firuit  is  here  and  there 
■todded  with  tiifts  of  smali  sharp  prickles. 

Ver.  613.  CandU-rBeed.']  This  shrub,  which  pro- 
duoes  a  yellow  flower  somewhat  resembling  a  nar- 
cissus,  makes  a  beautiful  hedgc,  and  blows  about 
KoTember.  It  grows  wild  every  where.  It  is  said 
to  be  diuretic,  but  this  I  do  not  know  from  expe« 
rience. 

Ver.  638.  Plata.}  One  of  the  lar^est  rirers  of 
South  America. 


And  every  quarter  of  this  sea-girt  globe 

To  thee  due  tribute  pays ;  but  chief  the  world 

By  great  Columbus  found,  where  now  the  Muse 

Beholds,  transported,  slow  yast  fle^y  cloods, 

Alps  pil'd  on  Alps  romaatically  high, 

Which  charm  the  sight  with  many  a  pleasing  form. 

The  Moon,  jn  yirgin-glory,  gilds  the  pole, 

And  tips  yqn  tamarinds,  tips  yon  cane-crown^d  yale, 

With  fluent  silyer ;  while  nnnumbered  stars 

Gild  the  vast  concave  with  their  liyely  beams.  650 

The  main,  a  rooying  bumishM  mirrour,  shines; 

No  noise  is  heard,  save  when  the  distant  surge 

With  drowzy  murmurings  breaks  upon  the  sbore  !*-> 

Ah  me,  what  thimders  roli !  the  8ky*s  on  fire  1 
Now  sudden  darkness  muffles  up  the  pole ! 
Heayens!  what  wild  scenes,  before  th'  affrighted 

sense, 
Imperfect  swim ! — Sae!  in  that  flaming  scroli,    ' 
Which  Time  unfolds,  the  foture  germs  bud  forth 

Of  mighty  empires  !  independent  realms  1 

And  must  Britannia,  Neptune^s  fay'rite  queen, 
Protecfress  of  tnie  science,  freedom,  arts ;       659 
Mnst  she,  ah !  must  she,  to  her  oflbpring  crouch  ? 
Ah,  must  my  Thames,  old  Ocean's  fay*rite  son, 
Resign  his  trident  to  barbarie  streams ; 
His  banks  neglected,  and  his  waves  unsought. 
No  bards  to  sing  them,  and  no  fleets  to  grace?—— 
Again  the  fleecy  clouds  amuse  the  eye. 
And  sparkling  stars  the  yast  horizon  gtld^- 
She  shall  not  crouch ;  if  Wtsdom  guide  the  hełm, 
Wisdom  that  bade  loiul  Famę,  with  jtistest  praise, 
Record  her  triumphs !  bade  the  lacqueying  winds 
Transport,  to  cvery  quarter  of  the  globe,  •         670 
Her  winged  nayies !  bade  the  sceptred  sons 
Of  Earth  acknowledge  her  pre-eminence  ! — 
She  shall  not  crouch ;  if  these  cane  ocean-isles, 
Isles  which  on  Britain  for  their  all  depend, 
And  must  for  eyer ;  still  indulgent  share 
Her  foetering  smile :  and'other  isles  be  given, 
From  yanquish'd  foes. — ^And,  see,  another  race ! 
A  golden  era  dazzles  my  fond  sight  1 
That  other  race,  that  long*d-for  era,  haill 
Thb  BRrrisH  Gsoncą.  now  aaicMs,  the  patsiot  kikg! 
BRrrAiN  tHAŁŁ  iraa  muMPB  o*kr  tus  maik. 
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1  HE  following  acGount  of  tlus  nnhappy  poet  is  taken  chiefly  Arom  the  Łiyes  of  the  Poets 
{rnUished  uiider  tbe  name  of  Cibber ;  from  the  Biographia  Bntannica ;  and  from  the  use- 
fili  notes  appended  to  Mr.  Nichok'  select  Collection  of  Poems.  Soine  unpablished 
letten  of  Boyse  in  the  British  Museum  have  enabled  me  to  correct  or  confirm  a  few  par* 
ticularB  in  all  these  aothorities. 

Samuel  Boyse,  the  only  son  of  Joseph  Boyse,  a  dissenting  minister  of  considerable 
eminence  in  Dublin',  was  bom  in  the  year  1708,  and  after  receiving  the  nidimeiits  of 
education  in  a  private  school  m  that  city,  was  sent  at  the  age  of  eighteen  to  the  nniver- 
sity  of  Glasgow.  His  fkther^s  intention  was  that  he  might  cultivate  the  studies  that  are 
prepanitory  to  entering  into  the  ministry,  but  before  he  had  resided  many  months  at 
Glasgow,  he  eontracted  an  attachment  for  a  Miss  Atchenson,  the  daugfater  of  a  trades- 
man  in  that  city,  and  married  her  about  a  year  after,  probably  without  the  consent  of 
the  parents  on  either  side. 

By  this  imprudent  match  his  studies  were  in  some  measure  interrupted,  and  his  ex- 
penses  increased.  The  family  of  his  wife  were  either  nnwilling  or  unable  to  support 
their  new  relation,  and  he  soon  found  it  necessary  to  repair  to  Dublin  in  hopes  of  receiv- 
ing  assistance  from  his  fiither.  On  this  expedition  he  was  accompanied  by  his  wife  and 
her  sister,  but  notwithstanding  this  additional  encumbrance,  and  the  generał  levity  of 
his  condacty  his  lather  received  him  with  kindness,  and  out  of  the  scanty  and  precarious 
income  which  he  derived  from  his  congregation  by  volmitary  subscriptions,  and  from  a 
mail  estate  of  eighty  pounds  a  year  in  Yorkshire,  endeavoured  to  maintain  his  son,  and 
to  reclaim  him  to  the  prosecution  of  his  studies.  Tenderaess  like  this,  however,  which 
enly  to  mention  is  to  excite  gratitude,  produced  no  correspondmg  efiects  on  our  poet, 
wbo  abandoned  his  mmd  and  time  to  dissipation  and  idieness,  without  a  thought  of  what 
he  owed  to  his  iather  or  to  himself.  In  this  course,  too,  he  was  unhappily  encouraged 
by  the  girl  he  married,  who,  whOe  she  imposed  upon  the  good  old  man  by  a  show  of 
deoency  and  even-sanctity,  became  in  het  dcvoid  of  all  sbame,  and  at  length  shaied  her 

•  His  Itfe  it  ID  th«  Biographia  Britaonict.    C 
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fiiTours  with  oUier  men,  ant)  tfaat  not  without  the  knowledge  of  her  hnslMnd,  who  b  nU 
to  have  either  wanted  resolution  to  resent  her  infidęlity,  or  was  recondled  by  a  share  of 
the  profits  of  his  disfaonour.  Such  a  connection  and  such  a  mind,  at  an  a^e  wbeo  tlie 
manly  and  ingenuous  feelings  are  usually  strongest,  may  easOy  aocount  for  the  oiiaaies  of 
hb  8ubaequent  life. 

His  fiither  died  in  the  year  1728»  and  his  wbole  property  having  been  eihaustod  ii 
the  support  of  his  son,  the  btter  repaired  in  1730  to  Edinbuigh,  where  his  poetical 
genius  raised  him  many  friends  and  spme  patioos  of  considerable  eminenee,  partknlai^ 
the  (ords  Stair^  Tweedak^  and  Sldnnont»  and  there  is  sonie  raason  to  think  tfaat  he  «as 
occasionally  entertained  at  their  hooses.  In  1731,  he  published  a  volume  of  pocau^  to 
iRrhich  was  subjoined  a  translation  of  the  Tablature  of  Cebes^  and  a  letter  upon  libertj 
which  had  been  before  published  in  the  DubUu  Journal.  This  volume,  which  was  aid> 
dressed  to  the  coqntess  of  Eglinton,  a  kdy  of  great  accompUshments,  procui^  hini  mach 
reputation.  He  also  wrote  an  elegy  on  the  yiscountess  Stonnont,  entitled,  The  Tean  of 
the  Muses,  in  complim^t  to  her  ladyship^s  taste  as  a  patroness  of  poets.  Lord  Stonąont 
was  so  much  pleased  with  this  mark  of  !«spect  to  the  memoiy  of  hb  lady,  that  he  oidfocd 
a  handsome  present  to  be  madę  to  the  author,  whom,  however,  it  was  not  easy  to  iiad, 
Such  was  Boyse's  unsocial  tum  and  avereiou  to  decent  compai^,  that  his  penon  was 
known  only  among  the  lower  orders,  and  lord  Stormonf  s  gen^rous  intentioii  woaid  baie 
be^  frustrated,  if  his  agent  had  not  put  an  adyertiscment  into  the  papers  desiring  ths 
author  of  The  Tears  of  the  Muses  to  cali  upon  liim. 

By  means  of  lady  Eglinton  and  lord  Stormont,  Boyse  became  kfiown  to  the  dalcfae« 
of  Gordon,  who  hkewise  was  a  person  of  literary  taste,  and  cultiv^ted  the  ooireąMiBr 
dence  of  some  of  the  most  eminent  poets  of  her  time.  She  was  so  desirons  to  nm 
Boyse  above  necessity,  that  she  employed  lier  interest  in  procuring  the  pronusę  of  a  phoc 
for  him :  and  accordingly  gave  him  a  letter,  which  he  was  nest  dmf  to  ddirer  to  oae  of 
the  commissiocęrs  of  thę  Customs  at  Edinbuigh.  **  But  it  unluckily  h^ipeiied  tfaat  he 
was  then  some  miles  distant  ftom  the  city,  and  the  moining  on  whidi  he  was  to  faate 
ridden  to  towo,  with  her  grace's  letter,  proyed  to  be  rainy. .  This  trnrial  circumstance 
ivas  ąufficient  tp  discourage  Boyse,  who  was  nevęr  acciistonyed  to  look  beyond  the  piYf 
sent  moment ;  he  dedined  going  to  town  on  account  of  the  rainy  weatfaer;  and  wkOę 
he  let  slip  the  opportunity,  the  pbice  was  bestowed  upon  another,  which  tbe 
sioner  dec}arfMi  he  kq>t  for  wmę  time  ^acant,  in  ęsp^ctatipn  of  s^ieiiig  a  penon 
mendąd  by  the  dptcfafess  of  Gordon.*' 

Such  is  the  story  of  thi^  djsapppitttment,  in  which  all  fioyse's  biographers  bave  ao- 
ąuiesced,  althougl^  it  19  not  veiy  consisteutly  told.  If  the  commissioner  bqpt  tbe  phoe 
open  for  mae  <uae,  wl^c|i  seems  to  imply  weeks,  Boyse  might  have  easily  repaired  the 
neglect  of  not  presenting  his  fetter  next  dajfi  but  the  truth  peifcapą  was  tfaat  fae  dirifted 
the  offier  of  regular  employment,  and  Ipitered  ąbout  pntil  he  coiild  pręteild  tfaat  it  wai 
no  longer  in  his  choice.  It  is  cęrtain  that  this  as  we|l  as  eveiy  other  kiad  intentioa  of 
his  patrons  in  Scotland,  were  defeated  by  fab  peryerse  condi)ct,  and  that  he  rpuMuned  it 
£dinbiirgh  pntil  cpntempt  and  poverty  were  followed  fay  the  dread  of  a  jaiL 

While  aay  project,  however,  remained  of  ą  more  advantageoi|s  lot,  he  couM  slill  de- 
pend  on  the  friends  who  first  noticed  him,  and  he  had  no  sooner  cpmmqnicąted  hb  de- 
^gn  of  going  to  £ogUuid|  thim  the  du^cliess  of  Gordon  gave  him  a  recon^ipendątoiy  letter 
to  Mr.  Pope,  and  obtained  another  for  him  to  sir  Peter  King,  then  lord  chanceUor. 
Lord  Stormont  also  recommended  faun  to  hb  brother  the  solicitor-general.  afteiwanb 
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4be  cekhrated  lord  Mansfield.  On  his  arriyal  m  London  in  1797*  be  wait^  on  Pope  \ 
but  as  he  ha^pened  to  be  from  home,  he  never  repeated  tfae  Tish.  Dy  the  lord  chancellor 
be  is  sald  to  ha^e  been  received  with  kindness,  and  to  haTe  occilsionally  been  admitted 
to  his  lordship's  table ;  so  sordid  were  his  habits  howeTer,  and  sueh  his  av6rsion  to  polite 
company,  that  thb  latter  part  of  hb  history,  which  he  used  to  relate  himselfy  bas  been 
donbted  by  those  who  lived  near  enougb  to  the  time  to  have  known  the  fact. 

Bot  whaterer  advantage  he  derived  from  the  recommendations  he  brought  from  Seot- 
knd,  it  does  not  appear  that  it  madę  any  alteration  in  his  habits.  In  London  he  was 
soon  reduced  to  indigence,  from  which  he  attempted  no  means  of  extricating  liimaelf, 
bat  by  writing  compiimentaf^  poems,  or  mendicant  letters,  except  that  he  freqaently 
applied  for  assistance  to  some  of  the  morę  eminent  dissenters,  from  whom  he  rećeited 
maDy  beneftctions,  m  conseąuence  of  the  respect  which  they  paid  to  the  memor^  of 
lus  fiither.  But  such  suppties  were  dissipated  m  the  lowest  gratifications,  and  his 
friends  were  at  length  tired  of  exerting  the  l^unty  that  was  so  useless  to  the  object  of 
it.  Tfae  aathor  of  hb  life  in  Cibber^s  work  informs  us,  that  often  when  he  had  received 
half  a  goinea,  in  conseąuence  of  a  supplicatory  letter»  he  would  go  into  a  tayem,  order 
a  supper  to  be  prepored,  drink  of  the  richest  wines,  and  spend  all  the  money  that  had 
been  just  given.  him  in  chaiity,  without  haTing  any  one  to  participate  and  regale  with 
him,  and  while  hb  wife  and  chfld  were  starying  at  home. 

About  the  year  1738  he  published  a  second  volame  of  poems»  but  with  what  success 
it  b  not  known ;  and,  as  he  did  not  put  hb  name  to  thb  Yolame,  I  have  not  been 
able  to  find  any  mention  of  it.  In  the  year  1740,  he  was  reduced  to  the  lowest 
State  of  poyerty,  having  no  dothes  left  in  which  he  could  appear  abroad,  and 
what  bare  subaistence  he  procured  was  by  writing  occasioual  poems  for  the  maga* 
lines.  Of  the  disposition  of  hb  i^arel,  Mr.  Nichob  received  from  Dr.  Johnson,  who 
knew  him  well,  the  followiug  account.  He  used  to  pawn  what  he  had  of  this  sort, 
and  it  was  no  sooner  redeemed  by  hb  fnends,  than  pawned  again.  On  one  4>ccasion 
Dr.  Johnson  coUected  a  sum  of  money  for  thb  purpose^,  and  in  tvo  days  the  dothes 
were  pawned  again.  In  thb  state  he  remained  in  bed,  with  no  other  coTering  than  a 
blanket,  with  two  holes  through  which  he  passed  hb  arms  when  he  sat  up  to  write. 
The  author  of  hb  life,  in  Cibber,  adds,  that  when  his  dbtresaes  were  so  pressiag  as  to 
indace  him  to  diq|K>se  of  hb  shlrt,  he  used  to  cut  some  wbite  paper  in  slips,  which  he 
tied  Tound  hb  wrbts,  and  in  the  same  manner  supplied  hb  neck.  In  thb  plight  he  fre- 
ąoently  i^ipeared  abroad,  while  hb  other  apparel  was  scarcely  sufficient  for  the  purposes 
of  deopncy. 

Whue  in  thb  wretched  state,  he  published  The  Deity*,  a  poem,  which  was  highly 
praised  by  some  of  the  best  ciitics  of  the  age.    Among  those  whose  praise  was  of  eon- 

*  There  is  fome  reason  to  think  that  he  wu  afterwards  koown  to  Pope,  who  Admoirledged  that  tbere 
were  lines  in  his  Dóty  which  he  shoald  not  have  been  ashazned  to  fa«ve  written.  Boyse  oomplains  to 
one  of  hb  friends  that  nothing  was  approTed  of  uniess  sanctioned  by  the  infalliUility  of  a  Pofe.     C. 

^  **  The  sum,"  said  Johnson,  "  was  coUected  by  sixpences,  at  a  time  when,  to  me,  sixpence  was  a 
terioas  consideTation."    Bo8weD's  lifb  of  Johnson. 

4  The  Deity  was  published  m  1740,  as  appears  by  the  notices  of  boohs  in  the  Oent1eman's  Magazine ; 
yet  in  a  letter  from  the  aathor  to  sir  Hans  Sloane,  now  in  the  Biitish  Museom,  dated  February  14, 
1738-9,  he  reminds  sir  Hans,  who  denied  any  knowledge  of  him,  that  he  had  sent  him  this  poem. 
Probably  Boyse  sent  copies  in  this  way  to  genUemen  likely  to  make  him  a  present,  before  the  time  of 
generał  pnblication.  This  letter,  it  mnst  be  added,  concludęs  with  retuming  a  shiding  which  sir  J^ans 
had  sent  him,  as  it  was  not  a  good  pne.    C. 
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siderable  Talue,  Hervey  introduced  the  mention  of  it  in  hb  Meditations,  ''  as  a  beao- 
tiful  and  instructiye  poeta"  and  Fielding,  in  his  Tom  Jones,  after  extractiog  a  few  lincs, 
adds,  that  tbey  are  taken  from  '<  a  veiy  noble  poem  called  The  Deity,  publisbed  aboot 
nine  years  ago,- (1 749)  and  long  sińce  buried  in  oblivion :  a  proof  that  good  books,  no 
roore  tban  good  men,  do  always  8umve  the  bad."  Tbese  eucomionis  tended  io  ievife 
the  poem,  of  which  a  third  edition  was  published  in  ]  752 ;  and  it  has  sińce  been  n^ 
piinted  in  various  collections  ^ 

An  account  of  The  Deity  was  sent  to  the  Gentieman*s  Magaane,  and,  althougfa  not 
insćrted,  was  probably  tlie  means  of  Bąyse^s  introduction  t/>  Mr.  Cave,  from  whom  he 
obtained  some  snpplies  for  writing  and  translating  in  that  joumal  between  the  ye«s 
1741  and  1743.  Cave's  practice  was  to  pay  by  tlie  hundred  lines,  which  after  a  włok 
he  wanted  poor  Boyse  to  make  what  is  called  the  hng  hundred.  His  usual  signature 
for  his  poems  was  F.  or  Ałcaus*  Yłbea  in  a  spunging-hotise  in  Grocer*s  Alley,  in  the 
Poultry,  he  wrote  the  foUowing  letter  to  Cave^  which  was  oommanicated  by  the  lale 
Mr.  Astle  to  the  editor  of  the  Biographia  Britannica. 

^*  Inscription  for  St,  Lażarut^  Cate, 

"  BoÓMr  teste  cbIo  summo: 
Sine  pafino^  sine  nammo^ 
Sorte  positus  infeste, 
Scribo  tibi  dolens  mestó : 
Famę,  bile,  tumet  jeour, 
Urbane,  mitte  opem,  precor: 
Tibi  enim  cor  humanum 
Non  a  malis  alienum ; 
Mihi  mens  nec  małe  grata, 
Pro  a  te  iavore  data. 

"  Ex  gehenna  debttoria,  *'  ALCXVS. 

Vulgo  domo  spongiatoria. 

"  Sir, 

"  I  wrote  you  yesterday  an  account  of  my  unhappy  case.  I  am  e?erj  moment 
threatened  to  be  tumed  out  here,  because  I  lia^e  not  money  to  pay  for  my  bed  two 
nights  past,  which  is  usually  paid  beforeband,  and  I  am  loth  to  go  into  the  Compter 
till  I  can  see  if  my  alSair  can  possibly  be  madę  up :  I  hope  tlierefore  you  will  have  the 
humanity  to  send  me  haif  a  guinea  for  support,  till  I  finbh  your  papers  m  my  hands.— 
Hie  Ode  to  the  British  Nation  I  hop^  to  have  done  to  day,  and  want  a  proof  copy  Of 
that  part  of  Stowe  you  design  for  the  present  raagazine,  that  it  may  be  improved/is  iar 
as  possible  from  your  assistance.  Your  pępen  are  but  ill  transcńbed.  1  agree  witfa 
you  as  to  St.  Augustine's  Cave.  I  hurably  entreat  your  answer,  havuig  not  tasted  any 
thing  sińce  Tuesday  evening  I  came  here,  and  my  coat  will  be  taken  off  my  back  for 
the  charge  of  the  bed,  so  that  I  must  go  into  prison  naked,  which  is  too  diocking  for 
me  to  think  of.  •         * 

''  I  am,  with  sincere  regard,  sir, 

"  Crown  Coffee  House,  "  your  unfortunate  humble  servant, 

« Grocer'8  Alley,  Poultrjr,  „       «*>«■* 

«  July  21,  1742.»'  ^'  »OYS«- 

s  Fteldmg's  respect  for  this  poem  was  uniform.     He  praised  it  in  a  periodical  paper  called  tbe  Chan- 
płon,  dated  February  12,  1 '739-40,  but  at  the  same  time  poiais  uui  iu  defectb,  and  seems  to  object  to 

the  aiiŁboi^s  oithodoxy.     C. 
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«'  Juty  21, 1142. 

^  Rec^ted  ftom  Mr.  Cafe  the  sum  of  half  a  guined,  by  me>  in  confiaement. 
•*  lOs.  6d.    Scnt.  •'  s.  boysb/' 

"  1 8end  Mr.  Yan  Haren'8  Ode  on  Britain. 
**  To  Mr.  Ca?e,  at  St.  Johii's  Gate,  Clerkenwell." 

The  Ode  on  the  British  Ti^ation,  mentioned  here^  is  a  translation  Irom  Yan  Harea^ 
a  I>atch  poet,  from  whose  works  he  translated  some  otber  passages.  The  Part  of  Stowe 
was  a  part  of  his  poem  on  Lord  Cobham's  Gardens,  the  wfaole  of  which  may  be  seen 
in  the  present  collection. 

The  greater  nnmber  of  the  poems  which  he  wrote  for  the  Gentlenian*s  M agazine 
daring  the  years  above  mentioned,  are  also  added  to  the  present  collection,  but  they  were 
not  al!  written  for  the  nmgazine,  some  of  them  ha^ing  been  composed  long  before  he 
łiad  fimned  a  connection  with  Caye,  and,  as  diere  b  reason  to  belieye,  sent  in  manu« 
script  to  such  persons  as  were  iikely  to  make  him  a  pecuniaiy  return. 

Byaletter  to  Dr.Birch^  dated  October  23,  1742,  it  appears  that  he  had,  among 
many  siiiiilar  projects,  an  intention  of  publbhing  a  translation  of  Voltaire's  poetical 
works,  and  sent  to  the  doctor  a  spedmen  of  thiee  of  his  Ethic  Epbtles.  On  the  next 
day,  he  sent  another  letter  supplkating  assistance,  and  assuring  Dr.Birch  that  his 
(fistress  was  not  in  any  way  the  efikct  of  łus  own  misconduct!  In  a  letter  dated  No- 
vember  5,  after  acknowledging  Dr.  Birch's  kindness  to  him,  and  ui^g  him  to  make 
łns  case  known  to  others,  he  gives  the  foUówing  account  of  hfanself : 

**  I  am,  sir,  the  onły  son  of  Mr.  Boyse  of  Dublin,  a  man  whose  character  and  writiugs 

are  well  known.    My  ikther  died  in  1728,  in  very  invohed  drcumstances,  so  that  I  had 

nothing  left  to  trust  to  but  a  liberał  education.    In  1730  I  removed.  to  Edinbuigh, 

wliere  I  published  a  collection  of  poems,  with  a  translation  of  the  Tablature  of  Cebes. 

After  some  years  stay  there,  and  many  diss^pointments,  I  came,  in  1737^  to  London, 

where  I  have  done  several  essays  in  the  literary  way  (chiefly  poetry)  with  but  clender 

«icoanigement.    Mr.  Caye^  for  whose  magazine  I  haye  done  many  things,  and  at  whose 

desire  I  remoyed  to  this  neighbourhood  (St.  Jolm's  Court,  Clerkenwell)  bas  not  used 

me  8o  kindly  as  the  sense  he  expressed  of  my  seryices  gaye  me  reason  to  expect.    Leam- 

ing;  howeyer  it  may  be  a  consolation  under  affliction,  is  no  security  against  the  common 

calamities  of  life.    I  thmk  myself  capable  of  business  in  the  literai^  way,  but  by  my 

late  necessities  am  unhappily  reduced  to  an  incapacity  of  going  abroad  to  seek  it.    I  haye 

reason  to  belieye,  could  I  wait  on  lord  Haliias  (which  a  smali  matter  would  enable  me 

to  do)  I  should  receiye  some  gratuity  for  my  dedication,  so  as  to  make  me  easy.    This 

is  all  the  hope  I  haye  left  to  saye  me  from  the  ruin  that  seems  to  threaten  me,  iif  I  eon- 

tinue  longer  in  the  condition  I  am  in :  and  as  I  should  be  willing  most  grateiully  to 

lepay  any  assistance  I  might  receiye  out  of  my  lord's  bounty,  so  I  should  eyer  retain 

a  deep  impression  of  the  obligation.    I  humUy  beg  you  will  forgiye  this  liberty,  and 

believe  me  with  the  greatest  gratitude  and  esteem,  your^s,  &c. 

«*  P.  6.  Mrs.  Boyse  bas  so  deep  a  sense  of  your  goodness,  that  it  is  with  difficulty 
she  undertakes  this." 

Bif  rs.  Boyse  was  generally  employed  in  conyeying  his  letters  of  this  descrq)tion,  and 
if  sfae  felt  so  much  on  deliyermg  the  aboye,  ber  feelings  were  again  tried  on  the  l6th  of 
tbe  same  montb,  when  Boyse  sent  another  importunate  letter,  which  Dr.  Birch  probably 
found  it  necessary  to  disregard. 

•  MSS.  Birch  4301,  in  Brit.  Mus. 
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Wben  he  had  thns  eshausted  the  patience  of  some,  he  madę  atteinpts  on  tbe  htinnmlj 
of  otbeis  by  yet  meaoer  expedieiits.  One  of  theae  was  to  employ  his  wife  jn  drcnłilHS 
a  report  that  he  was  jost  expiring ;  and  many  of  his  friends  were  suiprised  to  meet  tlie 
man  in  the  streets  to  day,  to  whom  they  had  yesterday  sent  relief,  as  to  a  person  oo  liie 
verge  of  dissolution.  Proposals  for  woiics  written  or  to  be  wiitten  was  a  morę  cobuimm 
trick :  besides  the  translation  of  Yoltaire,  I  find  him,  in  one  of  his  letters,  thanking  ak 
Hans  Sloane's  goodness  in  encouraging  his  proposals  for  a  tife  of  sir  Francis  Dnike.  Bot 
these  enpedients  soon  lost  their  effect :  his  friends  becameashamedof  his  rcpeatedfraodi 
and  generał  meanness  of  conduct,  and  could  only  miz  with  their  cootempt  sonne  hope 
that  his  brain  was  disordered* 

In  1743,  he  published  without  his  name,  an  Ode  on  the  Battle  of  Dettingcn,  entitkd 
Albion's  Triumph.  Of  this  I  have  been  able  to  recover  a  fragment  only,  which  la  added 
to  hb  other  acknowledged  pieces.  In  1745»  we  find  him  at  Reading  where  he  was  e»- 
ployed  by  the  hte  Mr.  David  Henry  in  compiling  a  worit,  published  in  1747f  >■  two 
Yolumes  octavo,  under  the  title  of  An  historical  Review  of  the  lYansaetk>Bs  of  Eorope, 
from  thą  Commeucement  of  the  War  with  ^in  in  1739  to  the  Insorrectioa  in  Soodaad 
in  1745 ;  with  the  Proceediugs  in  I^urliament,  and  the  most  renwrkahle  domestic  Occnr- 
rences  during  that  Period.  To  which  b  added,  An  impartiai  Histoiy  of  the  latie  Re- 
bellion,  interspersed  with  Characters  and  Memoirs,  and  illustrated  with  Notes.  To  tUi 
he  affixed  his  name  with  the  addition  of  M.  A.  a  degree  which  it  is  probaUe  be  aaramcd 
without  authority.  The  work,  howerer,  consi#ered  as  a  compilation  of  reoent  and  con- 
sequently  yery  imperfectly  known  events,  is  said  to  possess  considerąbk  merit.  In  a 
ietter,  published  by  Mr.  Nichols,  we  have  some  information  relative  to  it,  and  to  tbe 
present  state  of  his  mind  and  situation. 

"  My  salaiy  is  wretchedly  smali  (half  a  guinea  a  week)  both  for  wiiting  the  history 
and  correcting  the  press ;  but  I  bless  God  I  enjoy  a  greater  degree  of  health  than  I  ha^e 
known  for  many  years,  and  a  serene  melancholy,  which  I  prefer  to  the  most  poignant 
sensations  of  pleasure  I  ever  knew.  Ali  I  sigh  for  b  a  setUement  with  some  d^iee  of 
independence>  for  my  last  stage  of  life,  that  I  may  haye  the  comfort  of  my  poor  dear 
girl  to  be  near  me,  and  doae  my  eyes.  I  should  be  glad  to  know  if  you  have  seen  my 
Hbtory,  firom  which  you  must  not  eipect  great  things,  as  I  have  been  over-perBQaded  to 
put  my  name  to  a  composure,  for  which  we  ought  to  liaye  had  at  kast  morę  timcand 
better  materiab,  and  from  which  I  have  neither  profit  nor  reputation  to  expect.  I  am 
now  beginniDg  The  Hbtory  of  the  RebeUiony  a  very  difficult  and  inWdious  task.  Ali  the 
accounts  I  have  yet  secn  are  either  defective,  confused,  or  heavy.  I  think  myaeU^  from 
my  long  reudence  in  Scotland,  not  unąualified  for  tlie  attempt,  but  I  apprehend  it  b  pie- 
mature ;  and  by  waiting  a  year  or  two,  better  materials  would  offer,  Some  aocoont,  I 
thinky  will  probably  be  publbhed  abroad,  and  give  us  ligłit  into  many  things  we  aie  oow 
at  a  loss  to  account  for.  I  am  about  a  translation  (at  my  leisure  hours)  of  an  in^uabk 
Frencfa  work,  entitled  L'Hbtoire  UniyerseHe,  by  the  late  M.  Bossuet,  bishop  of  Meaiu, 
and  preceptor  to  the  daupbin,  eldest  son  of  Lewb  XIV.  I  propose  only  to  give  hb  dii- 
sertations  on  the  ancient  empires^  viz,  the  Egyptian,  Assyrian,  Grecian,  and  Roman^ 
>  wliich  he  bas  described  with  surprbing  conciseness,  and  with  equal  judgment  and  beanty. 
I  design  to  inscribe  it  to  the  right  hononrable  Mr.  Lytteiton,  one  of  the  lords  of  tbe 
treasury,  one  of  the  most  amiable  men  I  haye  eyer  known,  and  to  wbose  uncommoa 
goodness  if  yoa  know  my  oUigations^  you  would  esteem  him  as  much  as  he  deseryes." 

During  hb  reskience  at  Reading,  hb  wife  died,  and  noiwithstanding  the  good  scay 
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cxpreMed  m  tbe  aboreletter,  he  put  on  airs  of  coocern  on  iliis  occasion  whićh  nldlnes  ns 
to  tfauik  that  intemperance  had  in  some  degree  injuTed  his  reason.  Berag  unable 
to  purchaae  mounung,  he  tied  a  piece  of  black  ribbon  round  the  ueck  of  a  lap-dog,  which 
lie  canied  about  in  his  anm:  and  when  in  liquor,  he  alwajs  indolged  a  dream  of 
his  wife  being  still  aliTe^  and  would  talk  very  apitefiiUy  of  those  by  whom  he  suspected 
jifae  was  entertained.  This  he  never  mentioned,  howeyer,  bat  in  his  cnps,  which  was  as 
often  as  be  had  money  to  spend.  Tbe  manner,  it  is  added,  by  his  biographer,  of  his 
becoming  ]iitoxicated  was  Tery  particular.  As  he  had  no  spirit  to  keep  good  company, 
łie  retired  to  some  obscure  alehouse,  and  regaled  himself  with  hot  two-penny,  which 
tiiough  he  drank  in  very  great  ąuantities,  yet  he  had  ne^er  morę  than  a  pennyworth  at 
a  time.  Sucfa  a  practioe  rendered  him  so  oompletdy  sottish,  that  even  his  abiiities,  as  an 
aiithor,  were  sensibly  impaired. 

After  his.  retnrn  from  Reading,  his  behaviour,  it  is  said,  foecame  so  decent,  that  hopes 
were  entertained  of  his  refoimation.  He  now  obtained  some  employment  from  the 
booksdlers  in  tfanslating,  of  which,  from  the  French  language,  at  lout,  he  was  Tery 
capable;  but  his  former  irr^ularitiea  had  gradually  undermined  his  constitution,  and 
enfeeUed  his  powers  both  of  body  and  mind.  He  died,  after  a  Imgering  iUness,  in 
obscure  lodgings  near  Shoe  Łane^  in  the  month  of  May  1 749.  The  manner  of  his  death 
is  varioasly  rekited.  Mr.  Giles,  a  coUector  of  poems,  says  he  was  inibnned  by  Mn- 
Sandby  the  bookseller,  that  Boyse  was  found  dead  in  his  bed,  with  a  pen  in  his  hand, 
and  in  the  act  of  wiiting:  and  Dr.  Johnson  informed  Mr.  Niehols that  he  waft  run  orer 
by  acoach,  when  m  afitofintoxication;  or  that  he  was  brought  home  in  soch  a  oondithm 
as  to  make  this  probable,  but  too  fiur  gone  to  be  aUe  to  give  any  acconnt  of  the 
accident. 

Another  of  Mr.  Nichols*  correspondents  produces  a  letter  from  Mr.  Stewart,  the  son  of 
a  bookseller  at  Edmburgh,  who  had  long  been  intimately  aoquamted  with  Mr.  Boyse,  in 
which  the  particulats  of  his  death  are  related  in  a  difieient  manner. 

*'  Poor  Mr.  Boyse  was  one  evening  last  Winter  attadted  in  Westminster  by  two  or 
three  soldiers,  who  not  only  robbed  him,  but  used  him  so  barbarously,  that  he  never 
recovered  the  bnńses  he  recęived,  which  might  Tery  probably  induce  the  consumptioa 
of  which  be  died.  About  nine  months  before  his  death  he  niarried  a  cutleFs  widów, 
a  native  of  Dublin,  with  whom  he  had  no  money ;  but  she  proved  a  very  careful  nurse 
to  him  during  his  lingering  indisposition.  She  told  me,  that  Mr.  Boyse  ńever  imagined 
he  was  dying,  ft  he  always  was  talking  of  his  reooTery ;  but  perhaps  his  design  in  this 
might  be  to  comfort  her,  for  one  incident  makes  me  think  otherwise.  About  four  or  ńye 
weeks  before  he  breathed  hb  last,  his  wife  went  out  in  the  momingt  and  was  surprised  to  * 
find  a  great  deal  of  bumt  papers  upon  the  hearth,  which  he  told  her  were  old  bills  and 
accounts;  but  I  suppose  were  his  manuscripts,  which  he  had  resoked  to  destroy, 
for  nothing  of  that  kmd  could  be  found  after  his  death.  Though  from  this  drcnmstance 
it  may  be  inferred  that  be  was  apprehensive  of  death ;  yet  I  must  own,  that  be  ntwtt 
iniimated  it  to  me,  nor  did  he  se^  in  the  least  desuous  of  any  spiritual  ad?ice.  For 
some  months  before  his  end,  be  had.  left  off  drinking  all  fennented  UquorB,  except  now 
and  then  a  giass  of  winę  to  suppoft  hb  spirits,  and  that  he  took  yery  moderately.  After 
his  death,  I  endeavoured  all  I  could  to  get  him  decently  buried,  by  soliciting  those 
diśsenters  who  were  the  friends  of  him  and  hb  father,  but  to  no  puq[)ose  ;  for  only  Dr. 
Grosrenor,  in  Hoxton  Sąuare,  a  dissenting  teacher,  ofiered  to  join  towards  it.  He  had 
ąuite  tired  out  those  friends  in  hb  lifetime;  and  the  generał  answer  that  I  ncmedyna, 
That  such  a  contr3>utioD  ws^s  Qf  no  serrice  to  him»  for  \\  was  ą  matter  of  no  importance 
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baw  or  where  tie  was  buried/  As  I  found  nothing  could  be  done,  our  bat  resoorce 
an  appHcation  to  the  parish;  nor  was  it  without  some  difficulty,  occasioned  by  liie 
malioe  of  his  landlady,  that  we  at  last  got  him  interred  on  the  Satnrday  after  be  ified. 
Tbree  morę  of  Mr.  John8on'8  amannensis,  and  mysełf,  attended  the  corse  to  the  grare, 
Such  was  the  miseiable  end  of  poor  Sam,  wfao  was  obliged  to  be  baiied  in  the  same 
charitable  mamier  with  his  fint  wife;  a  burial,  of  which  he  had  ofien  mentknied  hu 
abhonence." 

Althou^^  tbeze  is  too  much  reason  to  believe  that  no  part  of  Boy8e's  cYvaiacter  bas 
been  misrepresented  in  the  preceding  narrative,  he  must  not  be  depmed  of  the  emleoee 
which  Mr.  Nichols'  oorrespondent  has  advanced  in  his  &voar.  He  assures  us  that  be 
knew  him  from  the  year  1732  to  the  time  of  his  death :  and  that  he  never  saw  any  thmg  in 
bis  wife's  conduct  that  deserved  ceosure ;  that  be  was  a  man  of  learning ;  and  wben  in 
company  with  th<»e  by  wbom-  be  was  not  awed,  an  entertaining  companion ;  bat  so  irre- 
gular  and  inoonsistent  in  his  conduct,  that  it  appeared  as  if  he  had  been  actuated  by  two 
difiecent  sottis  on  different  occasions.  These  last  accounts  are  in  some  degree  con- 
firmed  bythe  writer  of  his  life  in  Cibber'8  collection,  who  says  that  whiie  Boyse  was  in 
his  last  ilhiess  he  had  no  notion  of  hb  approaching  end,  nor  "  did  he  expect  it  until  it 
was  aimost  past  the  thinking  of/'  Hb  mind,  indeed,  was  oflen  religiously  disposed :  be 
fteąuently  thougbt  opon  that  subject ;  and  probably  suffered  a  great  deal  from  the 
remone  of  bis  conscience.  The  early  impressions  of  his  good  education  were  never 
entirely  obfiteraCed ;  and  his  whole  life  was  a  continual  struggle  bet^^een  his  will  and 
reaseiiy  ^  be  was  always  violating  his  duty  to  the  one,  while  he  feU  under  the  subjection 
of  the  other.  It  was,  adds  the  same  author,  in  conseąuence  of  this  war  in  his  mind,  dat 
be  wrote  a  beautifiil  poem  called  Recantation '. 

Such  was  the  life  of  a  man  whose  writings,  as  ikr  as  we  have  been  able  to  discoYer 
them,  are  uniformly  in  favour  of  virtue,  remarkable  for  justness  of  sentiment  on 
every  subject  in  which  the  morał  efaaracter  is  concemed,  and  not  unfreąuently  for  the 
loftiness  and  dignity  which  mark  the  effiisions  of  a  pure  and  mdependent  mind.  To  re- 
ooncile  such  a  train  of  thougbt  with  his  life,  with  actions  utteily  devoid  of  shame  or 
delicacy,  or  to  apologize  for  the  latter  with  a  view  to  remove  the  mconsistency  between 
the  man  and  his  writings,  if  not  impossible,  must  at  least  be  left  to  those  who  ha^e  no 
scruple  to  tell  us  that  genius  is  an  apology  for  all  morał  defects,  and  that  nonę  but  the 
plodding  prudent  sons  of  DoUness  wonld  reyeal  or  censure  the  vices  of  a  fk^ourite  poet 
Such  is  already  the  influence  of  this  perversion  of  the  powers'  of  reasoning,  that  if  it  is 
much  kmger  iudułged,  no  man  iHll  be  thought  worthy  of  tompassion  or  apology,  hut 
be  who  errs  against  knowledge  and  principle,  who  acts  wrong  and  knows  better. 

The  life  of  Boyse,  however,  as  it  has  been  handed  down  to  us,  without  any  affiscted 
palliation,  will  not  be  whołly  useless  if  it  in  any  degree  contribute  to  conTince  the  dissi- 
pated  and  thoughtless,  of  what  dissipation  and  thoughtlessness  must  mevitably  produce. 
It  is  much  to  be  regr^tted  that  they  who  moum  over  the  misfortunes  of  genius, 
bave  been  too  frequently  induced  by  tlie  artifice  of  partial  biographers,  to  suppose  that 
misery  is  the  inseparable  lot  of  men  of  distinguished  talents,  and  that  the  world  bas  no 
rewards  for  those  by  whom  it  has  been  instructed  or  delighted,  except  poverty  and 
neglect.  Such  is  the  propensity  of  some  to  murmur  without  reason,  and  of  others  to 
sympathise  without  discrimination,  that  this  unfeir  opinion  of  mankind    miglit  be 

7  Thb  poem,  like  many  otber  productkms  of  this  -writer,  is  not  now  to  be  foand,  unleai  by 
accldent.    C. 
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receiYed  as  unanswerable,  if  we  had  no  means  of  looking  morę  dosely  into  the  live8  of 
those  who  are  said  to  ha^e  been  denied  tbat  estraordbary  indulgence  to  wbich  they  laki 
ckiiDi.  Wbere  the  truth  bas  been  honestly  divulged,  faowever,  we  shall  find  tbat  of  the 
complaints  which  lenity  or  afiectation  have  encouraged  and  exaggerated  in  narrathre, 
some  will  appearto  have  very  little  foundation,  and  others  to  be  trifling  and  capricious. 
Men  of  genius  have  no  rigfat  to  expect  morę  fayourable  conseguenoea  from  imprudenoe 
and  yice  tban  wbat  are  coramon  to  the  meanest  of  mankind.  Whatever  estimate  they 
maj  have  formed  of  their  superiority,  if  they  pass  the  limits  allotted  to  character,  hsqppi- 
ness,  or  healtb,  they  must  uot  hope  tbat  the  accustomed  rules  of  society  are  to  be  brok^Ot 
or  the  common  process  of  naturę  is  to  be  suspended,  in  order  that  they  may  be  idle 
witho^t  poverty^  or  intemperate  without  sickness.  Yet  the  lives  of  men  celebrated  for 
literary  and  eq[>ccially  for  poetical  talents,  affbrd  many  mdancholy  example8  of  those 
delusions,  which  if  perpetaated  by  mistaken  kindness,  cannot  add  any  thing  to  genius  but 
a  fictitious  pnyilege,  which  it  is  impossible  to  vindicate  with  seriousness,  or  ezert  with 
impunity. 

If  the  life  of  Boyse  be  considered  with  a  reference  to  these  remarks»  it  will  be  found 
that  he  was  scarćdy  eter  in  a  situation  of  distress,  of  which  be  could  justly  compkun. 
He  exhausted  the  patience  of  one  set  of  friends,  after  anotber,  with  such  onfeeling  con- 
tempt  and  ingratitude,  that  we  are  not  to  wonder  at  his  liTing  the  precarious  Iłfe  of  an 
outcast,  of  a  man  who  belongs  to  no  society,  and  whom  no  society  is  bound  to  maintain. 
Amodg  his  patrous  were  many  persons  of  high  rank  and  opulenoe,  whom  he  reodered 
ashamed  of  their  patronage,  and  perhaps  prevented  from  the  esercise  of  generał  kindness, 
lest  it  might  be  disgraced  by  the  encouragement  of  those  who  dissipate  every  &TOur  in 
Iow  and  wanton  escesses. 

Wbat  can  be  nrged  in  his  favour  from  intemal  evidence  ought  not  to  be  concealed. 
We  do  not  find  in  his  works  much  of  the  cant  of  complaint ;  and  although  be  submitted 
to  every  mean  art  of  suppiication,  be  does  not  seem  to  have  resented  a  denial  as  an 
insulty  nor  to  have  taken  much  pains  to  make  the  worse  appear  the  better  cause.  In 
his  private  letters,  indeed,  he  sometimes  endeavoured  by  false  professions  and  imaginary 
misfortunes,  to  impose  upon  others,  but  he  did  not  impose  upon  himself.  He  had  not 
perrerted  his  own  mind  b]^any  of  the  impious  s(^hbtries  which  by  frequent  repetition  be* 
come  mistaken  for  right  reason.  He  was  not,  therefore,  without  his  hours  of  remorse,  and 
towards  tbe  latter  part  of  his  life,  when  his  heart  was  softened  by  a  sense  of^inward 
decay,  be  resolved  in  eamest  to  retrieve  his  character. 

As  a  poet,  his  reputation  bas  been  chiefly  fixed  on  the  production  entitled  Deity, 
which  although  inegular  and  monotonous,  contains  many  striking  proofi  of  poetical 
genius.  Tbe  effort  indicates  no  smali  elevation  of  mind,  eyen  while  we  muśt  allow  that 
success  is  beyond  all  human  power.  Of  his  other  pieces  perhaps  a  laiger  collection  b 
here  given  than  was  iiecessary.  They  may,  howeyer,  be  regarded  as  curiouties,  as  tłie 
productions  of  a  man  who  never  enjoyed  the  undisturbed  esercise  of  his  powers,  who 
wrote  in  circumstances  of  pecuiiar  distress,  heightened  by  the  consciousness  that  he  coukł 
obtain  cmly  temporary  relief,  that  he  had  forfeited  the  respect  due  to  genius,  and  could  ex- 
pect  to  be  rewarded  only  by  those  to  whom  he  was  least  known.  We  are  told  that  he 
wrote  all  his  poems  with  ease  and  even  rapidity.  That  many  of  his  lines  are  incorrect 
will  not  therefore  excite  surprise,  e^iecially  when  we  consider  that  he  wrote  for  imme- 
diate  relief,  and  not  for  famę,  and  that  when  one  piece  had  produced  him  a  benefac^ 
tion,  he  generally  dismissed  it  from  his  mind,  and  began  another,  about  which  he  had  no 
other  care  than  that  it  might  aoswer  the  same  purposć. 
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SAMUEL  BOYSE. 


TO 

HIS  GRACE,  JOHN  DUKE  OF  BEDFORD, 

WITB  THB  fÓLhCfWmo  ODB  ON  tBM  MWTB  OF  TBB 

MAMoan  OF  TATurrocK.     1740. 

AccifT,  my  lord,  deFoid  of  senile  art, 

Ule  straini  that  flow  immedlate  from  the  heart: 

WhsŁ  the  Mose  lings,  by  flatt*ry  yet  untaught, 

Which  leadi  the  toogue  diTenWe  from  the  thoagbt: 

Morę  honest  are  the  Yiews  her  layi  inspire^ 

And  Dobler  motive8  animate  her  fire:' 

SRie  knom  what  measures  ahould  approach  yoor  ear, 

Nor  dajres  a  word  which  trath  may  blush  to  hear. 

Ere  satire  leamM  to  gting,  in  happier  dasri, 
Virtae  with  pleasure  met  ^e  Muse*8  praise : 
Hooour  with  pride  the  offer'd  wreath  embrac'd : 
The  brow  wat  spotlest,  and  the  gift  was  chaste: 
One  fftir  applause  the  mutnal  friendship  bound» 
The  bard  was  Talu'd,  and  the  patriot  cniwn'd: 
Hence  shine  display^d  the  Greek  and  Roman  name, 
BeTer'd  by  time,  and  dear  to  futurę  famę ! 

Tli  yonrB)  great  prince,  impartial  to  sunrey 
The  ibnd  design,  and  jodge  the  iaithful  lay : 
If  ought  of  latent  worth  tibe  thougbt  cootain, 
Or  to  the  fair  oecaaton  swell  the  strain, 
Thy  genYous  smile  the  ląbour  amply  pays: 
Tis  famę  to  hą^e  desenrM  a  BedK>rd's  praise. 


if  2V  ODE 


BACaiO  TO  THS  Bimi  OF  TBE  MABWia  OP  TATISTOOC. 

c 

MatanMque  pater  nati  spectabit  honores, 
Oandia  percipiens  qua  dedit  ipse  suis.         Ond. 

PaoFmocM  goddess  of  immortal  song. 

Urania'!  troni  thy  starry  height  dóoend: 
Ab  to  thy  care  historie  trutbs  beloog, 

Inspire  the  measures,  and  the  Muse  befriend. 
If  ▼irtne,  and  the  weal  of  human  kind» 

If  kindred  gooidne^  thy  protection  claim : 
Deign,  pow^r  benerolent,  the  wreath  to  bind, 

WMcb  doty  liriDgf  ta  Kussel^  nnsceiit  namef 


Chann*d  with  the  hope  new  patriots  still  shaU  rise. 
And  with  suooessiFe  lustra  gUd  Britannia'B  skies. 


As  o^er  the  bloe  ezpanse  with  goldeń  light, 

The  orient  Sun  ascending  spreads  his  ray ! 
So  Britain  pleasM  directs  her  smiling  sight. 

And  Tiews  thy  heir  disclos^d  to  cheer^l  day ! 
Fh>m  the  first  dawn  of  thy  distinguish*d  oame, 

Obserranty  she  has  mark*d  thy  glorious  race, 
With  ftiithfiil  zeal,  assert  her  aneient  famę: 

Alike  her  omaments  in  arms  or  peace: 
Patriots  and  chiefie  who  fbr  her  rights  have  stood. 
And  8anctift'd  h*  laws  with  their  de^oted  btood. 

Such  was  ber  Rossel,  whose  ezalted  mind 

In  ▼irtoe  stećt'd,  by  liberty  inspir^d, 
Olow^d  with  the  gen'ron8  Iove  d  human-kind. 

Ule  point  to  which  his  ev'ry  thought  aspir^d. 
Not  pleasure^  sun-shine,  nor  ambition^s  crown, 

Which  charms  the  wanton,  or  deceiyes  the  weak; 
Not  instant  death,  nor  the  stera  tyranfs  firown, 

The  godlike  martjrr^s  steady  soul  conld  shake : 
With  fortitodc  he  borę  the  friendly  strife. 
And  smiPd  for  Britain*s  sake  to  yield  his  noble  Hfe. 

Hail  gen*rous  warmth !  hail  all-enliTUng  ray ! 

Which  lawleas  force  repels,  and  shines  to  mtb! 
Hail  emanation  sprung  from  heav*nly  day, 

Fix'd  in  the  bosom  of  the  tnily  brave  1 
As  through  its  lucid  orb  the  radiant  gem 

Beams,  self-supplied,  the  blaze  of  liTing  ligliŁt 
So  keeps  unblemish'd  honour  its  esteem ; 

So  gains  the  judgment  while  it  charms  the  sight; 
Which  envy  stri^es,  but  strives  in  min,  to  Tell, 
Too  strong  fbr  all  the  clouds  its  brightneas  wóold 
conceal. 

Early,  iUostrious  peer,  tby  gen'roos  breast 
This  spark  of  worth  heieditary  canght; 

Eariy  thy  iove  for  freedom  shone  coniMs^d, 
Seen  in  tby  act,  and  rooled  in  thy  thoo^; 
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Aw^d  by  DO  pow'r,  no  mean  temptation  iway'd : 
Thy  Toice  sttU  fbllow'd  truth*s  impartial  side  ; 

SoomM  tfae  vaiii  blandishments  amUtion  madę, 
A  dignity  beyond  the  reach  of  pride ! 

Merit  intrinńcal,  ootsbining  far 

Th'  embdlishments  of  pomp,  or  tinsel  of  a  star. 

When  to  thy  brow  the  ducal  wreath  vas  giv'Q, 

Applauding  Britain  aaw  thy  rising  state ; 
Thy  hoDoan  seemM  the  care  of  fa^Ying  Hear^n, 

Tbat  for  thy  country  smiFd  to  make  thee  great 
Twat  this  to  Oower^s  worth  thy  cboice  al!y*d, 

That  blest  thee  with  a  British  portia'f  channs; 
That  gaTe  thee  Juliana,  spotless  bride, 

A  treaaar*d  shrine  of  yirtue  to  thy  arms : 
And  now  has  crown'd  your  anion  with  an  heir, 
To  long  deicending  days,  the  lasting  name  to  bear. 

Nor  placid  thoo,  amidst  the  generał  joy, 

Thy  Tariitock^t  aoipicioos  btrth  createt, 
The  Muse  rgect,  who  with  delighted  eye 

Beholds  the  futurę  bliM  thy  heir  awaits : 
Soon  (does  she  hope)  with  natiye  ardour  ilr^d, 

Hb  oonscious  breast  the  patriofs  flre  shall  know: 
Ab  the  yonng  eaglet  riaes  9e]f-inspir*d, 

lifb  the  strong  plume,  and  leayes  the  world  below : 
Playi  in  the  lolar  ilame,  delights  above. 
And  leams  to  grasp  the  bolts  of  formidable  Joto^. 

niuitikrat  yonth,  may  Heav'n  to  thee  allow 

A  life  secure  fiom  ev^ry  wayward  fate: 
Propitioae  hear  the  iaithfol  Muse^g  tow, 

And  make  the  circle  of  thy  famę  complete. 
May  eVi7  Muse  with  e7'ry  Grace  coospire 

Thy  form  to  finish  and  thy  soul  to  raise, 
Thy  tender  youth  with  virtue'8  lo^e  inspire : 

Yirtne !  alone  the  souroe  of  lasting  praise  ; 
A  joy,  which  only  noblest  minds  can  know, 
AiiidTrath'B  iair  haad,  alone,  can  anthorize  below. 

And  oh !  if  anght  the  Muae  propfeetic  feels  i 

If  trhe  the  transport  of  ber  preaent  flame, 
The  warmett  hope  thy  worth  but  half  rereals, 

Ulustrious  infant !  time  shall  swell  thy  famę ! 
Some  happier  Muse  for  thee  shall  tune  the  lyre, 

Shall  sing  thy  opening  virtues  fair  eipressM  ; 
Al  now  with  recent  joy,  and  fond  desire. 

Minę  hails  thee  to  thy  natal  hour  confes8'dy 
And  ardent  wishes  to  thy  princely  race, 
Establishment  confinn'd,  and  durable  increase. 

O  honoor'd  Bedford !  one  directing  fate 

AUots  the  parts,  whence  life*s  distinction  springs, 
The  ebb  of  poyerty,  the  flow  of  state, 

The  chains  of  captives,  and  the  cruwns  of  kings  1 
To  thy  blest  haod,  and  bonnteousness  of  mind, 

Has  glT'D  eztensire  powers  anslacken'd  rein; 
To  me  a  bonrenneM  of  wish  assign^d, 

That  grieres  itself  to  see  another^s  pam : 
To  tiiee  has  p,v*n  to  smile, — to  me  to  moum, 
Ęv*n  on  that  happy  day  thy  Tayistock  was  bom. 

Yet  l«t  the  Muse,  my  lord,  witlr  honest  zeal, 

The  foir  oocaaion  of  thy  joy  improre : 
Thy  noble  line^s  increasing  splendoor  hail. 

And  giTe  this  humble  mark  of  duteons  1ove : 
Mean  tbough  her  yer8e,«-by  flattPry  nndefll^d : 

Patriota  haye  not  disdain'd  to  yiew  her  strain : 
8tair  has  appior^d— and  candid  Tweedale  smilM, 

And  leanied  StoncoiA  sloop^l  to  ease  her  pain! 


Nor  thou,  mtld  prince,  disdain  the  bombie  lay 
That  mingles  with  the  joys  of  this  aospicioos  dajr. 

So  may  just  Heay'n  with  eyer  guardian  caie 

Build  on  the  basis  of  thy  rising  name ! 
To  each  succes8ive  Bedford  grant  an  heir 

Of  worth  resembtant,  and  patemal  famę : 
like  thee,  to  guard  Britannia's  sacred  laws 

Prom  dark  comiption  and  from  lawless  fbrce  : 
To  shine  the  great  assertors  of  her  cauie : 

Firm  in  the  shock,  and  constant  in  the  ooane: 
Who  rouitfd  their  brows  the  civic  wreath  AaHl  bind. 
And  gnihrd  the  glońous  rights  of  Britoos  and  maa- 
kind. 


HOPES  FAREWELU 

ANOM. 
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O  LiPB,  vain  joy,  which  mortals  coart, 
The  prey  of  Death,  and  Fortuoc's  sport ! 
Tell  me,  when  so  unkind  to  me, 
Oh !  why  sbould  I  be  fond  of  thee  ? 

"  When  from  the  silent  womb  of  space, 
SŁruggling  I  broke  to  thy  embrace: 
My  tears  prophetic  seem*d  to  tell, 
You  meant  not,  Life,  to  nse  me  weH. 

"  The  joys  you  gaye  my  youth  to  tasta 
Werę  but  like  cbiMren's  toys  at  best: 
W*hich  Passion  grasp*d  with  eager  play. 
But  Reason,  frowning,  tbrew  away! 

"  Yet,  fond  enchantress,  still  tby  wile 
Had  power  my  senses  to  begufle, 
Cheated,  althoogh  the  fraud  I  knew. 
And  pleas'd,  because  it  still 


*'  In  yain  I  heard,  in  vain  I  read, 
Of  thousands  by  thy  loye  betray'd  I 
I  listenM  to  thy  magie  cali. 
And  held  thee  dear — in  spite  of  aU  ! 

"  Led  by  thy  captivating  band, 
Tbrough  wanton  Pleasure's  fairy  land: 
I  cry'd,  unskiird  in  futurę  harms, 
O  Ijfe,  how  loyely  aie  thy  channs! 

**  But  on  the  firont  of  riper  years, 
Adyanc'd  a  train  of  sullen  eares ! 
While  giddy  Fortune  tum*d  her  head. 
And  Pleasure^s  golden  prospects  fled. 

"  Twas  then  of  all  re8oafx:e  bereaY^d, 
Too  late  I  found  myself  deceiy'd. 
And  wish*d,  fond  Ltfe,  wkh  yain  regret, 
That  thou  and  I  had  neyer  met" 

But  life,  who  treats  with  high  disdain 
The  wom-out  slayes  that  drag  ber  ehain, 
Regardleis,  all  my  grieb  suiyey^d. 
And  triumph'd  in  the  ills  she  inade ! 

Abandon'd  tbns  to  Fortune's  rsge^ 
Soon  1  was  spy^d  by  tremMing  Age: 
Who  bid  me  calm  my  amdofu  breast. 
For  be  wonid  lead  me  soon  to  rest. 
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When  Hope,  a  nymph  of  beaT'nIy  race, 
Addre88'd  in  smiles  hcr  cheerful  face, 
Soft  uiterpos'd  witb  friendly  air, 
To  §K'  ^me  from  the  aims  of  Care. 

**  And  wbat,  unhappy  !  tempts  tbee  flo  ?** 
She  eried,  *'  and  whither  wouldst  thou  go  ? 
Tb  bot  a  mark  of  weakness  showo. 
To  fly  from  life  to  ills  unknown  1 

**  60  ask  the  wretch  in  toriare  this, 
Why  courts  be  life,  if  not  a  blitt  ? 
Nor  qnit8  the  partner  Naturę  g^^e. 
For  the  cold  honroaia  of  the  grave." 

Short  I  reply'd — *'  Falie  njrmph,  forbear 
With  syren  Calcs  to  sooth  my  ear ! 
Forfaear  tby  arts  too  often  try'd. 
Nor  longer  thou  shalt  be  my  guide. 

"  Ten  tedious  yean ! — a  space  too  long  t 
Stiil  hast  thon  led,  and  led  me  wrong ! 
At  least  thy  Tain  attendance  cease, 
Aud  leave  me  here  to  die  in  peace/' 

To  wbich  she  answer*d  with  a  sigh— 
**  Thou  hast  thy  wish !  if  I  comply, 
Beath  sood  will  cease  thee  left  alone. 
For  life  is  loat,  whea  Hope  is  gone.** 


CUPIiyS  REVENGE. 

YjUMMMtito  finom  the  power  of  LoYe, 
And  bound  by  Hymen'8  pleasing  chain^ 

MyrtiUo  careless  trod  the  gro^e, 
Or  wander'd  o'er  the  flow'fy  pUun. 

Inambrent  ey^ry  nymph  be  saw, 

Aminta  sole  his  heart  po8ses8'd : 
And  with  mild  nile,  and  rightfol  law, 

i*d  gentle  soT'reign  of  his  breast ! 


IYictorioos  now,  insulting  Lorę 
Cried,  pleas*d  the  sbepherd^s  wonnd  to  findp 
«  My  oommon  darts  tbe  hUkt  may  wv9% 
My  noblest  arrows  pierce  the  moid  1" 


Bat  Copid  snre  revenge  bad  swora. 
And  artful  laid  the  treach'rons  aoani, 

ASf  heedIcSB,  one  inviting  mom, 
The  shepherd  breathM  the  wholesome  air, 

Tbe  Zephyrs  fiinn'd  the  skiei  serene, 
While  Pbcebus  shed  his  placid  cay : 

When  bright  Camilla  cross^d  the  plain. 
And  met  MyrtiUo*s  devioas  way. 

Sodden  from  ber  enchanting  eyes 
The  traitor  sent  the  destin'd  dartj 

**  And  there,  reballious  youth,"  he  cries, 
"  DeliTer  up  your  stabbom  heart '^ 

8arpris*d  be  saw  tbe  arrow  yain, 

From  the  cabn  8hepherd's  breast  rebomid  1 
His  baflled  proyect  gave  him  pain, 

Myitiilo  bad  no  heart  to  wound. 

Hit  ai^ry  looks  his  ragę  diseloee, 
Thrice  he  invok'd  his  mother^  aid ! 

Camilla  spoke :  '<  Yes,  there  it  goes : 
We  11  try  the  amiour  of  your  heftd." 
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KiND  prince !  wbom  the  adiiniring  world  must  owa 
By  Truth  and  Naturę  lbrm'd  to  grace  a  Łhrooe: 
Whose  dawn  of  empire,  like  the  solar  ray, 
CheerB  half  the  North  with  bopes  of  lasting  day: 
Receive  the  homage  which  the  Muaes  send, 
Theirfay^ritethoul  theirguardian!  andthetrfriend! 

Are  you  enthron'd,  and  does  your  goodnessdeigo 
To  own  your  poet,  and  regard  his  strain  ? 
O  bliscful  moment  1  dear  auspicious  grace ! 
I>oes  Frederic*8  smiles  my  wand  Ying  ateps  embraoe  } 
Does  his  great  soul,  po8ses8'd  of  wisdom's  balm, 
(Eyer  benerolent,  and  ever  calm !) 
Leave  all  tbe  dignity  of  state  behind. 
To  meet  tbe  humble  loyer  of  mankind  ) 
And  can  jrour  band  the  royal  gift  impait. 
To  style  me  friend  of  your  djstinguish'd  heart? 

Famę  saysof  old,  that  Phcsbus,  heayenły  bright» 
(yer  the  wide  world  who  spreads  the  Uving  ligfat» 
So  Jo^e  ordain'd — his  splendid  car  resign^dy 
To  liTe  below,  and  humanize  mankind: 
No  morę  his  brows  their  wonted  rays  reveal'd» 
A  sbepherd'8  form  tbe  exil'd  god  conceal^d : 
In  Phrygian  wilds,  to  an  unletter'd  race, 
He  sung  with  such  divine1y  pleasing  grace^ 
The  8avage  nations  in  their  8often'd  hearts, 
Receiv'd  the  love  of  yirtue,  and  of  arts  1 
The  rudest  breasts  tbe  stroog  persnasion  ielt, 
Werę  taught  to  think,  to  reasoo,  and  to  melt! 
Themselyes  to  know,  the  social  tie  to  own. 
And  Icam  they  were  not  madę  to  lirę  akae  I 
Then  ey^y  oseful  science  sprung  to  birth. 
And  peaceful  labour  blest  the  smiling  Eairth  ; 
Men  now  united  lost  their  ancient  ragę. 
Naturę  rejoic*d,  and  blest  ber  goldea  age: 
An  age  by  Heav*n  desłgn*d  fbr  nuun  no  mora^ 

I'  Unless  a  Frederic  shall  that  age  restore. 
It  chanc*d  as  through  the  woods  Apollo  stray'^ 
Ere  gath'ring  numben  peopled  half  tbe  shade ; 
As  near  the  cooUng  stream  he  pas8'd  the  day. 
And  wakM  the  golden  lyre  to  wtsdom*s  Uy; 
Attentive  to  the  sound,  a  stranger  swaia 
His  reed  attun'd  to  imitate  the  strain: 
Tlie  god,  well-pleas'd,  the  rustic  genius  8py'd, 
Approy'd  his  aim,  ancl  de}gn*d  to  be  his  guide ! 
Aided  bis  trembling  banda  to  tonch  the  string, 
Wbisper^d  the  woids,  and  show^d  him  bow  to  sing  f 
Tbe  swain  improving  blest  the  care  botow^d. 
Nor  in  the  masŁer  yet  perceiy^d  the  god. 
Norkoew  th'  immortai  flame  his  boMm  fir^d. 
But  like  a  sbepherd  loy'd  him,  and  admir^d* 

In  me,  great  prince,  the  image  stands  renew^d, 
I  fed  myself  with  kindred  wanntfa  dbda'd  ; 
As  to  tby  praiae  I  tune  the  conscious  lyre, 
I  ask  whence  draws  my  breast  the  noble  fiie  ? 
Tell  what  inspires  me,  happy  pepple,  tell  1 
Beneath  my  Fred'ric'a  orient  sway  who  dweU : 
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From  nipid  lUitne  to  siWer-streaming  Meine, 
The  peacefol  subjects  of  his  placid  reign  ? 
Or  ye  od  Pru88ia's  amber-yielding  shore, 
Who  bless  his  luune,  and  hail  his  guardian  pow'r! 
Yes — leŁ  coiisenting  lands  hb  yirtaes  raise, 
Aod  Famę  with  all  his  tongues  repeat  his  praise  ! 
Wbose  sceptre  shall  Astrea's  rule  restore, 
And  bid  dejected  Merit '  sigh  no  morę. 

As  once  directed  by  the  voice  of  Famę 
To  Wisdom*8  king  the  southera  princets  came  ; 
AŁ  Frederic'8  oall— see,  ravish'd  to  obey, 
The  sons  of  Learning  take  their  cheerful  way ; 
To  hear  that  sense  which  still  attentkn  draws. 
And  bless  that  goodness  which  direets  his  laws. 
Close  by  his  throne  Philosophy  shall  smile, 
To  Tiew  her  prinoe  approve  her  children's  toU  ! 
While  Science  Joys  to  see  his  kind  regards 
Lnśpire  the  Mose,  his  bonnty  still  rewards; 
Not  distant  fiu-  calm  Chań^  shall  stand, 
Stretching  to  Piety  her  social  hand  ; 
Jostice  shall  banish  arbitrary  Might, 
And  Commerce  cheerful  Plenty  shall  inrite  : 
Bat  Goodness  chief— -in  form  angelic  drest, 
(Soch  as  she  liTes  in  Fred*ric*B  royal  breast) 
Beneath  her  wings  shall  bid  the  worthy  find 
A  sheltar  łnm  the  storms  that  yex  mankiud  : 
The  fkiend  of  truth,  by  fnud  or  malice  hurrd 
Through  all  the  mazes  of  a  ^ithless  world, 
Whom  enry  persecutes  and  bigots  hate, 
Shall  here  enjoy  an  undistUTi>'d  retreat; 
With  Atm  who  scoms  the  empty  pride  of  blood, 
Bat  ihares  his  grandeur  with  the  wise  and  good. 

Bewitching  gold,  which  circling  through  a  state, 
Derive8  itt  ralue,  and  desenrei  its  weight! 
But  once  obstructed^  like  the  streams  of  life, 
Breeds  war,  and  want,  and  discontent,  and  strile: 
From  Fred'ńc*8  hand  new  splendour  shall  regain, 
To  bid  his  peopłe  wish  his  1engthen'd  reign. 
Ko  morę  shall  neighb^ńng  states  from  Prussia's  arms 
Or  dangen  apprehend,  or  dread  alarms: 
Far  less  shall  ibreign  leagues  hif  empire  morę, 
PixM  on  a  firm  united  people*s  love : 
Aiready  Europe^s  kings  their  courtship  bend. 
To  him  who  makes  no  fbe,  nor  quit8  a  friend ; 
What  though  bis  prudcnce  gnards  the  chatice  of  war. 
His  mildness  eyes  the  mischief  from  afar: 
What  thongh  his  arms  might  0»sar*s  laurels  find, 
The  peacefiil  oli^e  suits  his  greater  mind : 
Yet  safe  in  all  erents  the  storm  he  ^iews, 
In  peace  or  war, — the  darling  of  the  Muse  f 
la  either  state,  alike  insur^d  success, 
Sinoe  all  his  aim  is  to  defend  and  bless. 

Yet  while  impendmg  clouds  their  duicness  spread, 
He  arms  for  war — but  arms  without  a  dread : 
No  giant-ibrms  *  compote  a  vain  paradę. 
No  glitt'ring  figures  of  the  warrior-trade : 
Yalour  he  courts,  without  ibe  pomp  of  art. 
And  rises  on  the  serrice  of  the  heart : 
He  bottsts  it  all  his  glory  to  be  just, 
(A  pride  beyond  the  title  of  august !) 
Which  Time  secures,  tha  most  impaitial  friend. 
And  g^rds  his  name  till  Naturę  feels  her  end. 
So  when  beneath  the  cursM  Gaesaji^ean  race 
Romę  felt  the  horroon  of  her  fiist  disgrtfce : 

>  Alloding  to  the  new  order  instituted  by  his 
Pmssian  majesty,  the  badge  of  which  is  a  gold 
medal,  with  this  inscription — ^por  merit. 

*  Alluding  to  the  kłng's  allowing  liberty  to  the 
taU  laldien  hit  father  had  ibrocd  tnto  bit  terrice. 
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Great  Trajan  rcse  with  every  Tirtue  bleat* 
To  give  the  wearied  world  the  sweets  of  rest 
No  blood,  no  conąuest  mark*d  his  spotleas 
'Twas  goodness  form'd  th*  inriolable  cbain 
£'en  India*s  kings  reoeiv'd  the  willing  yokew 
For  goodness  is  a  band  no  sarage  broke. 

Not  Salem's  walls  defilM  with  wilful  blood 
A  crime,  ber  victor*s  clemency  withstood : 
Not  all  her  bonours  leveird  with  the  dost, 
StyPd  Titns  good,  or  mercifnl,  or  juit: 
L«.'e  knit  the  charm  on  which  his 
A  charm  not  worlds  united  can  oppoee ! 
Bchold  the  glorious  paltem  marlks  yoor 
Nor  quits  the  steps  by  which  he  gain*d  the 
lYy  to  surpaSB  I---Cbut  Heav'n  his  fiite 
He  wept  a  day—orhich  yoa  will  Bevcr  kiie. 
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ODI  I.     BOOK  I. 

mscaiBiD  TO  iAms  dooołas,  ».  ik  ih  i.  i. 

MĄctHAs,  sprung  of  royal  blood. 
My  first  defence,  my  dearest  good ! 
What  Tarious  cares  our  lifie  employ ! 
How  ^afTreat  are  our  tastes  for joy! 
The  rapid'car  that  gains  the  prize, 
Whirls  the  Tain  racer  to  the  dcies. 
The  statesman  who,  by  artful  wajra, 
Aspires  to  powV  from  Tulgar  praise: 
The  sordid  wretch,  whose  greedy  stora 
Amasses  oom  to  cheat  the  poor: 
The  fiirmer,  whose  indoatrious  hand 
mis  his  patenud  spot  of  land : 
All  these  would  Asia'8  weałth  diadain^ 
To  quit  their  state^  or  tempt  the  maok 
The  merchant,  with  afinghted  eyes, 
Who  sees  the  gath'ring  tempest  tue, 
Sighs  to  regain  his  natiTe  ease. 
And  swears  no  morę  to  trust  the  8ea& 
Yet,  whea  escap'd  he  finds  the  śhoic^ 
So  much  he  dreads  the  name  of  poor. 
His  shatter^d  bark  he  fond  repain, 
And  o'er  the  fkithless  ocean  steers. 
Reclin*d  beanth  the  spreading  shade^ 
Near  some  elear  foontam's  bubbling  liead» 
Rlate  with  winę,  with  gariands  gay, 
The  inend  of  Bacchus  wastes  the  day. 
Others,  impatient  for  the  fight, 
In  camps  and  martial  scenes  deligfat. 
Their  breasts  tha  sprigfatly  trumpet  wanu^ 
That  fills  the  mother  with  alarms. 
To  freeze  beneath  the  midnigfat  air, 
The  huntsman  leav«6  the  sighing  fiihr, 
Pleas'd  if  his  hoonds  the  deśr  pumia, 
Or*hold  th'  entaugied  boar  in  Tiew. 
Tis  thus  that  happiness  is  soa^ 
A  thousand  ways---4uid  ne^er  caught. 

For  yott,  my  lord ',  the  l^y  crown 
(The  critic's  prize,  and  juit  renown) 
l>oes  round  your  honour^d  tćmples  twine^ 
And  ranks  you  with  the  gods  diTine ! 
While  I  beneath  the  gelid  grove, 
Whose  haunt  the  nymphs  and  satyn  lań, 

'  I  follow  the  late  bishop  of  Ghicbeatai^  (Olr. 
Hare)  judiciou^  gneodation  of  reading  U 
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£njoy  the  tweets  by  renę  beątoir'ćl, 

And  team  to  scorn  the  senseleM  crowd : 

Herę,  if  the  «acred  Ninę  conspire 

To  warm  my  breast,  and  tune  my  lyre ! 

If  the  ftur  SJRten  not  diadain 

To  bless  the  thoiight,  and  guide  the  stram  t 

If,  tangbt  by  them,  the  lyric  lays 

Attract  your  ear,  and  win  yoar  praiae, 

Near  yoa  exa1tod  shall  I  rise, 

And  gain  a  seat  amidat  the  skies. 


TO  CJEUA^S  BUSK. 


Tmicv  happy  toy !  profusely  blcst 

When  seated  in  thy  balmy  nest ! 

O  wouldst  thou  cbange  thy  place  with  me, 

How  sweetly  raTi9h'd  should  I  be ! 

So  p1ac'd,  perhaps  might  find  the  art 

To  soften  ber  unyielding  heart ; 

To  pity  all  my  tedioas  pain, 

And  grant  me  love  for  Iove  again. 

Bnt,  oh !  I  rave — ^the  promi8'd  bti» 
Is  all  the  ibnd  decett  of  wish : 
Yet,  happy  toy — while  tbns  I  mouiOy 
Hope  not  thyaelf  shall  e*er  return: 
No  morę  shalt  thou  insulting  there 
A  fiiToarite  rest,  while  I  despair  t 
My  cherishM  captive  shalt  thou  be, 
Only  on  this  condition  free : 
That  when,  departing  from  her  breast, 
At  njght  thou  ieav*8t  thy  balmy  nest. 
To  me  thy  station  thou  resign. 
And  grant  the  joys  for  which  I  pinei 


ON  MISS  CARTERS 

BBIMO  DSAWN  IN  THB  HABIT  OF  MlNBBTAy 

WriH  PLATO  IN  Hli  HAND. 

Sat,  Fayram,  say,  whose  is  th*  enl)v'ning  ^oe? 
What  British  channer  shines  with  Attic  grace  ? 
Whence  that  calm  air  ?  that  philosophic  smile  ? 
And  is  a  Pallas  left  to  bleas  our  isle  ? 
HaTe  we  a  n3rmph,  who,  midst  the  bloom  of  yo«th, 
Can  think  with  Plato  ł  and  can  relish  truth  ? 
One  who  can  lea^e  her  6ex*s  joys  behind. 
To  taste  the  nobler  pleasures  of  the  mind  ł 

Weil,  Carter,  suits  thy  mień  this  apt  disguise, 
This  my  Stic  form  to  please  our  ravish'd  eyes: 
"Weil  chose  thy  friend  this  emblematic  way. 
To  the  beholderi  sttongly  to  convey 
Th*  tDstructive  morał,  and  important  thought, 
Thy  works  have  poblish'd,  and  thy  life  has  taught, 
That  all  the  trophies  vanity  can  raise 
Are  mean,  comparM  to  heav'nly  Włsdom'8  praise  ! 
Kot  that  vain  shade,  which  oft  usurps  the  name, 
The  pedanfs  mistress,  and  the  schoolman'^  claim, 
Sot  sacred  Science  1  that  diviner  art, 
Wliicfa  while  it  guides  thejndgmcnt,  mends  theheart, 
S<łch  as  your  own  immortal  Plato  fir'd, 
liirbeu  Athens  listen'd,  and  the  world  aduur^d,. 
Such  as  directed  Newton's  eagle  view. 
To  pierce  the  ck>uds,  and  look  all  Naturę  through  I 
AoA  such  as  now,  in  milder  gtories  drest, 
Rcanimates  thy  fair  unhleinisU^d  breast; 
VCL  XIV. 


Where  'sense  with  truth,  where  wit  with  virtue 

jotn*d. 
Point  evYy  thought,  and  brighten  all  the  mind  \ 
Bid  beauty's  charms  with  double  lustre  glow. 
And  form  another  paradise  below  !  [worfh 

Nor  thou,  bright  maid !  though  bards  of  greater 
Contending  8trive  to  set  thy  mcrit  fbrth, 
Disdain  the  homage  of  a  distant  Muso, 
Whose  faults  thy  candour  only  can  excuse  \ 
To  make  thy  fair  perfection  fully  known, 
Reąuires  a  lay  exalted  as  thy  own. 


TO 

THE  DISĆONSOLATE  HILARTA, 

ON  TI^B  MUCH  ŁAMBKTBD  OBATR  OF  HEK  DEAE  IIlTBa 

CLAanSA. 

Whiłb  yet  thy  bosom  feels  the  fatal  blow. 
And  hides  indulgent  its  expre8sles8  woe. 
Fair  rooumer !  can'8t  thou  give  the  ^use  to  riiare 
A  grief,  too  exquisite  for  tbee  to  bear } 
OfŁ  bas  thy  smile  appronng  blest  ber  strain, 
Now  let  her,  faithful,  suffer  in  thy  pain : 
TouchM  with  thy  loss  in  all  thy  sorrow  join, 
Gount  sigh  for  sigh,  and  mingle  teus  with  thine : 
All,  all  is  due--that  we  can  fondly  pay. 
To  the  dear  friend,  whom  Fate  has  snatch'd  away ! 
Come^  Muses  !  your  Urania  calls  you,  oome. 
And  grace  with  cypress-wreaths  Clarissa^s  tomb. 

Need  I  to  tbee,  her  sours  best  partner,  tell 
That  ezcellence  which  nonę  oould  know  so  well ! 
Need  I  to  tbee  recall  each  Iiving  grace, 
Her  blameless  yirtues,  or  her  heaTenly  iace! 
Her  soul,  in  spotless  innocence  enshrin'd, 
Her  form— the  lovely  tempie  of  her  mind  ! 
Where  cheerfulness  and  truth  for  ever  smil'd, 
Whence  beam'd  ftur  piety,  aud  goodneia  mild^ 
Her  heart, — ^tbat  knew  nor  Tanity,  nor  pride» 
And  madę  her  half  an  angel,  ere  she  died ! 
Come,  weeping  sisters,  all  around  me  come^ 
And  batbe  with  crystal  tears  Clarissa^s  tomb. 

As  when  with  rising  grace  the  rosę  entwines 
Its  blushing  head,  and  through  the  foliage  shines, 
With  native  sweets  embalms  the  ambient  day. 
And  reigns  the  queen  of  flow*rs,  the  ąueen  of  May! 
In  beauty's  ftagrance  so  Clarissa  shoue. 
And  ev*ry  chaste  attraction  was  her  own ! 
All  that  could  win  the  judgment,  or  excite 
Long  admiration,  or  refinM  delight: 
Not  all  combin*d  the  charming  maid  could  sa^e^ 
Death  borę  his  loyely  Tictim  to  the  grave ! 
Come,  ye  sad  Muses !  all  around  me  come, 
And  strew  wllh  sweets  Clarissa^s  sacred  tomb. 

Alas,  Hilaria  l^what  is  life^  short  datę 
But  the  brief  passage  to  our  endless  state  ? 
.Of  which  Heav'n  wisely  hides  the  term  anign'd, 
In  pity  to  our  feebleness  of  mind ! 
To  ease  our  joumey,  and  allure  4is  on, 
Till  the  loog  tedious  pilgrimage  is  done  I 
But  when  it  lights  below  a  pure  desire, 
Such  as  did  late  thy  sister-bosom  fire : 
Too  soon  th'  immortal  flame  dełights  to  rise. 
And  qttit8  the  Earth,  to  grace  its  kindied  skics ! 
Come,  friendly  sisters,  all  around  me  come,  - 
And  with  thif  Tenę  adorn  CUrwM's  tomb. 
Mm 
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Oh,  dare  I  thmk  ?— *what  yet  I  dread  to  hear  I 
The  father*s,  mother'8,  or  the  sister's  fear ! 
When  first  the  dire  contajpon  seiz'd  hcr  heart. 
And  baffled  all  the  weak  retie£s  of  art : 
I  know ! — I  feel ! — I  sce  th'  alarming  scenę, 
Where  nonę  btit  thy  Clariesa  was  serene! 
She,  calm,  the  cloee  of  youth  and  life  8urvey'd» 
She,  calm,  the  early  debt  of  Naturę  paid ; 
Miidness,  eternal  mildne«,  was  her  pride, 
Aad  gently  as  she  )iv'd,  in  peace  she  died ! 
Come,  ye  Aonian  niaids  f  aroond  me  come. 
And  with  tbese  honours  grace  her  virgin  tomb. 

Bear,  kind  Hilaria  !— to  thy  parcnt*8  view 
This  ftiithful  tribute, — ^now  too  jnstly  due ! 
Oh  tell  thy  fatber,— the  loog^ilent  page 
Bemoans  his  loss,  and  trem  bies  for  his  age  1 
For  half  thy  mod)cr's  joy  is  tom  away, 
And  ^ife  now  rerges  to  its  last  decay : 
n^s  thine,  reserv*d  by  Heav'n,  the  blest  relief 
To  soothe  each  motion  of  awakening  grief : 
Soften  thy  dear  dejected  parent*8  woe. 
And  live  their  smiliug  comiuruess  below. 
Come,  yirgintf,  to  your  lov'd  Hilaria,  come, 
And  raise  the  mourner  irom  ber  siflter's  tomb. 

When,  moumfbl  Muse!  O  when  shall  cease  thy  tear, 
So  oft  demanded  for  a  linę  so  dear  ? 
Fint  drew  thy  grief  a  slaugbter^d  mfenfe  >  Ikte : 
Kext  Caimess*  *  ^irtue  claim'd  thy  fbnd  regret : 
Now  fair  Clarissa^s  loss  the  woe  renews, 
As  wakes  the  setting  Sun  the  ev'ning  dewg ! 
Yet  with  superior  worth  thall  virtue  glow, 
Shall  brighten  throngh  the  deepest  gloom  of  woe  I 
Yictorious  irom  the  short-liT*d  struggle  rtse, 
And  gajn,  by  suffering,  its  immortal  prize  f 
0>me,  spotless  maidb,  to  my  aaststance  come, 
And  consecrate  the  chaste  Clarissa^s  tomb. 

Oft  must  I  thtnk"— how  innocently  gay, 
United  have  we  paas'd  the  hours  away 
In  conver6e,  by  the  swects  of  truth  endear*d. 
By  mirth  enliv*ned,  and  by  friendship*cheer'd; 
If  cross,  sometimes,  and  fiashionably  rude, 
Folly,  or  malice,  yentur^d  to  intrude : 
Like  the  thin  cloads  when  scatter'd  by  the  wind, 
They  left  no  shadows  of  themseWes  behind : 
Their  abseoce  but  restorM  the  face  of  light, 
•And  serv*d  to  heighten  the  rencwM  delight 
Come,  virgins,  all  around  Urania  come, 
And  with  this  TCrse  inscribe  Clari8sa's  tomb. 

Yet  these  reflectioiis,  once  so  justly  dear, 
Now  grow  for  recollection  too  8evere. 
For  see,  Emilia,  once  your  mutnal  firiend. 
To  the  Iow  earth  her  weeping  aspect  bend ! 
When  reachMherearthy  mucb-lov*dsister'sdeath, 
Her  eyes  grew  sightless,  and  she  lost  her  breath ! 
•<  Dead !  can  it  be  ?~tbe  dear  Clarissa  dead  ?^' 
(Werę  the  6rst  words  she  faintly,  Ihintly  said.) 
How  sbort,  aias !  is  youth's  or  beauty*8  pride  ? 
How  vain  is  life? — when  such  perfection  died  I 
Come,  sisters !  all  around  me,  sisters,  come. 
And  consecrate  Clarissa^s  lasting  tomb. 


t  A  liTcly  yoirog  boy,'  aboiit  eight  yean  dd, 
nnliappily  shot  by  his  cousin  about  the  famę  age^ 
ID  play  together. 

«The  youug  lady's  grandmothcr. 


And  thou,  the  dear  associate  of  her  mind, 
Nearer  by  \irtue  — than  by  naturę  join^d : 
Accept  the  Yerse ; — the  Muse  by  Heay^n  insp^d, 
From  thy  first  dawn  beheld  thee,  and  admirM! 
Now  show,  Hilaria,  show  that  mental  day, 
Of  which,  prophetłC,  I  remaik'd  the  ray: 
When  the  pleas*d  aspect,  and  engaging  mieo, 
ShowM  undiscoyer'd  ireasures  lodg*d  within : 
Show'd  you  were  bom  the  world'8  esteem  to  bia^ 
And  raise  your  trophies  o'er  the  captive  mind ! 
Come,  ye  Aonian  mouraers !  rowid  me  come, 
Hilaria's  praise  shall  grace  Clan8sa*s  tonSx 

Proceed,  fond  Muse,  awake  the  nobler  striog! 
*T?s  thine  th*  ascension  pf  the  blest  to  sing ; 
Go,  point  to  the  distress*d  kilaria*s  sigbt, 
Her  sisler  beaming  from  the  realms  of  light! 
To  bring  the  fond  aftUcted  mourner  ^se, 
Her  heart  to  comfort,  and  her  eye  to  raise ; 
To  bid  her  now  employ  each  fillal  art. 
To  soothe  the  anguish  of  her  parents'  smait; 
By  fond  degrees  the  gloom  of  grief  efiace, 
And  fili  her  own  Clarissa's  widow*d  place ! 
Come,  smiling sisters,  to assistme  come. 
And  raise  the  mourner  from  Clartasa's  tamk 


Tis  done !  Hilaria,  dry  those  pearly  eyesl 
Thy  smiling  sister  hails  thee  fiT>m  the  akies: 
Where  now  enthronM  the  spotless  seraph  sina 
Celestial  notes,  and  strikes  the  stlrer  atrings ! 
Feels  her  calm  breast  with  cooscious  pleasure  mort 
And  shares  the  raptures  of  tbe  blest  adKK-e! 
Sees  kindred  saints  her  known  resemblance  tiacc^ 
And  adds  henelf  an  angel  to  the  race : 
Yet  thinks,  perhaps,  not  all  her  joys  complete^ 
Till  you  shall  join  ber  in  that  blissinl  seat : 
Meanwhile,  she  Uve8  in  thy  resemblaot  mind. 
Nor  is  she  left — ^while  3rou  are  lefi  behind ! 
Come,  Muaes !  to  the  sad  Hilaria  oome* 
And  say  this  vene  adoms  Clariasa's  touih. 


WIJffE  THE  CURE  OF  IjOVR 


A  BAIŁAP. 


As  loTCsick  Apollo,  by  0aphne  diadafaiM, 
In  Temp4  sat  whming  beneath  an  oM  oak; 

Bacchus  happen'd  to  hear  as  be  sadly  ooniplam'(i 
And,  shaking  with  laugbter,  thus,' 


*'  What,  wdunded  by  Cupid  \  now  ahame  on  thf 
skill. 

To  sit  fretting  thy  heart  at  the  Ibot  of  a  tree ; 
Can  th'  invincible  god,  w^o  a  Python  did  klll, 

Now  whimper  awl  sob  for  tbe  sthig  of  a  bee  ? 

*'  I  protest,  cousin  Phoebus,  thy  fortunę  is  bard, 
Tliat  nor  music«  nor  Tecse  can  dimmish  thf 
grief: 

Can  no  herb  be  discorer^d,  no  poUon  prepar^d. 
To  gyre  the  great  master  of  science  telief  ? 

"  Come,  take  heart,  and  be  connselPd,  and  fift  if 
thyhead! 

I  am  the  best  doctor  when  soch  fewen  aissil : 
Quick,  empty  this  goblet,  no  moce  need  be  said; 

I  iiever  once  knew  my  catholioon 


TO  POVERTY...ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  JOHN  JABIES. 

^PtkOftbus  to|ip^d  oiff  the  winę,  'twas  old  malmsey  of  I 
Crete,  ^ 

Rb  beart  in  an  instant  grew  light  as  a  feather  ! 
**  Ffang  Capid !"  says  be,  '*  I  be1ieve  he  's  a  cheat, 

So  here  lei  ns  drink  his  coofusion  tągether/' 
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**  A  cheat  !**  Racchns  cried,  "  he  's  a  son  of  a  whore! 

He  has  often  endeavottr*d  to  show  me  his  tńcks ; 
Bat  I  bid  him  de&anoe — a'6g  for  hu  pow'r, 

I  'U  keep  to  the  shield  of  my  bottle,  by  Styz. 

**  'Werę  cos  Hennet  prezent  yoa  woold  laugh  till 
yoabant, 

To  hear  faow  be  TOok'd  him  at  play  of  bis  dart; 
WlimŁ  a  noise  Yenns  madę,  aod  the  Uttle  elf  curs^d. 

Por  the  pitiiiil  phis  be  sticks  in  men's  bearts." 

*■  Enoore  !*'  reply^d  Pboebns,  «<  the  boy  'b  spoilt  witb 
pride, 
Since  Jan  |n  all  ąuamls  cspouscs  bis  part: 
Wbo  frequeii^  y  wants  him  to  pimp  on  hb  side, 
And  that  makes  the  yoangtter  so  saucy  and 
-  smart" 


Ttms  they  rail'd  at  poorLore— «s  the  bowl  flew  abont, 
TUI  Apollo  was  perfectiy  cnr^d  of  his  woe: 

And  Baccbus,  grown  mellow,  began  to  give  out. 
For  night  coming  on  gave  each  warning  to  ga 

Tb  Daphne  gay  Phcabos  iimnediately  flew. 
And  finom  his  old  grotto  this  oracie  madę : 

**  Good  winę  was  the  noblest  speciflc  he  knew, 
For  the  pains  of  the  beart,  or  the  cares  of  the  head." 


ADDRESS  TO  POrERTY. 

••••••••••■••M O  iitsB  tntse  iacnltas 

ObscursB^  angustłque  Ures,  O  munera  nondum 
Inftellecta  Deam.  Lucan. 

Pau  Want !  thou  godde»  of  consumpti^e  bae, 
Jf  thou  delight  to  bannt  me  still  in  view ; 
If  still  thy  presence  must  my  %teps  attend, 
At  least  continue,  as  thoa  art,  my  friend. 
When  wide  ezample  bids  me  be  uigast, 
Faise  to  my  word— or  fmitbless  to  my  trust ; 
Bid  me  the  baneful  errour,  couasellM,  see. 
And  shun  the  world,  to  find  repose  witii  thee ! 
When  Vice  to  Wealth  would  tum  my  ^rtia]  eye, 
Or  Int^rest  shut  my  ear  to  Sorrow'^  ery : 
Or  leading  Gustom  would  my  reason  bend, 
My  foe  to  flatter,  or  desei^  my  friend ; 
Freaent,  ktnd  Poverty,  tby  temperM  shield, 
And  bear  me  ofT,  unvanqiiishM,  from  the  field. 

If  giddy  Fortune  should  return  agaiu, 
With  all  ber  idle^  restless,  wanton  train; 
Her  magie  glass  should  false  Ambition  hol4i 
Or  Av'rice  bid  me  put  my  trust  in  gold, 
To  uaj  relief,  thou  Tirtnous  goddess,  hastę, 
'  And  with  thee  bring  thy  smiling  daughters  chaste, 
Health,  Liberty,  and  >^lsdom — sisters  bright ! 
Whose  charms  can  make  the  wont  condition  light; 
'  Beoeath  the  hardest  fate  the  mind  can  cheer, 
I  Cao  heal  affliction,  and  disarm  despair ; 
I  In  cbains — ^in  torments,  pleasure  can  beqneath, 
!  And  dress  in  smiles  the  tyrant  brows  of  Death. 


DEATH  OF  SIR  JOHN  JAMES,  BART. 

Homines  ad  Deos  immortales  nulla  re  propius  ac- 
cedont  qnam  salutem  hominibus  danda      Cic. 


A  8TSA0ir  virtnc  form*d  for  se1f-command> 

A  tender  eye,  and  a  diffusive  hand ; 

A  temper  calm  as  runs  th'  untronbled  flood, 

A  taste,  that  only  joy*d  in  doiog  good  ! 

A  soul  to  which  each  social  tie  was  knowu, 

A  thought  that  saw  all  merit  but  thy  own ! 

A  truth  that  never  was  defil*d  by  art, 

A  bermifs  temp^rance,  with  a  monarcb*s  beart : 

When  thiis  thy  goodness  shed  its  noontide  ray, 

Why  thus  has  Heav*n  eclips^d  the  gentle  day  ^ 

Forbid  Benevolence  itself  to  shine, 

And  robb*d  the  world  of  charity  like  thine  ? 

Yet  dim  with  grief  the  Muse  beholds  thee  rise^ 
Smile  ev*n  iu  death,  and  plume  thee  for  the  skies. 
Where  prayer  long  sińce  had  fbrm'd  thy  blesŁ  abode^ 
To  li^e  with  angels  and  adore  thy  God  ! 
In  this  fiur  hope  thy  blameless  life  was  past* 
And  now  the  glorious  prize  is  thine  at  last: 
This  gave  tbee  pomp  and  pleasure  to  forego» 
For  the  superior  joy — to  soften  woe. 
To  ease  th*  oppress'd — to  bless  the  bonest  toil, 
And  bid  the  unbefriended  urphan  smile : 
A  joy  to  wealth  or  gprandeur  seldom  known; 
A  joy  which  Heav'n  allotted  as  thy  own. 

This  gave  thee,  calm,  life's  vanities  to  view, 
Each  sense  to  rule,  each  passion  to  subdue : 
For  Nature's  waots  just  simply  to  provide. 
To  ease  the  wants  of  numberless  beside ; 
,  To  practice  morę  tban  Epictetus  tanght, 
Or  Cftto  acted,  or  Confucius  thought :  • 
Which  oaly  Christian  faith  the  mind  can  teach. 
And  Christian  piety  alone  can  reach. 

Forbear,  food  Muse,  the  heav'nly  sisters  come, 
See  how,  associate,  they  surround  his  tomb ! 
Mark,  Charity  with  wild  dcjection  moum, 
Her  flame  suppress'd  beneatb  his  spotless  urn ! 
There  Piety,  with  look  exalted,  eyes 
His  radiant  flight,  and  waits  him  to  the  skies  I 
While  Hope,  rejoic*d,  his  bright  esample  Tiews, 
And  bids  mankind  tb*  instructive  lines  peruse : 
A  joy  which  painted  grandeur  never  found. 
To  steal  through  life— and  bless  a  world  arpund. 


ON  FRIENDSHIP. 
Nomen  inane,  Yale. 

FaniiDSHir  adieu !  tboa  dear  deceitful  good, 
So  much  profess*d,  so  Uttle  understood^ 
How  often  to  thy  sacred  injur^d  name, 
A  tboosand  yain  preteuders  lay  their  claim ! 
Like  flies,  attend  the  siimmer  of  our  day. 
And  in  tbe  sonbeams  of  our  fortunes  play ; 
But  when  life's  wintry-erening  shades  come  on^ 
Soon  we  bebold  tbe  treach^rous  inseots  gooe. 
And  flnd  ounetTet  at  oaoe  deserted  and  andone. 
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BOYSE'S  POEMS. 


FRIETmSHIP, 

AN  OOE. 
TO  tik,  WILLIAM  CtriCUING,  OP  DOnCRBSTKR. 

ExALTEi»  passion— pure  ethereal  flame^ 
ReasoD^s  perfection — truegt,  best  delight ! 

likcher  gr^at  laws  unchangeably  the  same, 
And  like  her  radiant  aource  serenely  bright 

How  shali  I  sing  of  thee !  bcst  of  human  joya ! 

Thy  blameless  sweet  endearments  how  reheareel 
How  aim  a  flight  the  soaring  seraph  tries ! 

Far  too  sublime  for  my  uneqiial  verse ! 

Do  thou,  Clarissa ! — ^now  iminortal  maid, 
Koimd  whose  fair  brow  celestial  splendours  shine: 

In  Friend.ship*s  cause  voucbsafe  thy  fav*ring  aid, 
And  teach  the  trembling  lyre  to  copy  thine. 

O  give  the  Muse  with  kindred  warmth  to  glow  ! 

The  thoughts  inspirit,  and  the  numbere  raise, 
That  all  her  anlmated  strain  may  flow, 

Suited  to  godlike  Friendship^s  lasting  praise. 

Frtendship  !  the  dearest  blessing  life  can  bring ; 

The  noblest  treasare  mortals  can  enjoy ; 
Friendship,  of  happineas  th'  untroubled  spring, 

Whicb  time,  nor  death,  nor  abscnce  can  destroy. 

Goddess  )nvio1ate,  she  rules  the  soul 

With  constancy  no  falsehood  can  unbtnd ; 

She  reigns  hcknowIedg'd  far  as  pole  from  pole, 
Trinmphant  as  her  spotless  throue  the  mind. 

Herę  is  the  joy  when  souls  congenial  meet, 
Tun*d  to  one  equa1  tonę  by  sense  divine  ! 

When  social  minds  at  first  acquaintance  greet, 
An  łntercourse  no^  language  can  define. 

Herę  is  the  sympathetic  pleasure  found, 
When  the  fiill  hcart  with  kindness  overflow8 ; 

The  imion  her'9,  by  mutual  honour  boond, 

The  highest  bliss  that  guardian  Hęav'n  bestows. 

Of  sacred  Wisdom,  the  the  blameless  child, 
Increases  every  blameless  joy  below ; 

Or,  joinM  witli  Patience  fair,  (her  sister  mild) 
Delights  to  soften  ev'ry  guiltless  woe ! 

Vice,  aw'd  by  her,  amidst  the  blaze  of  pow*r, 
Abash^d,  the  prevalence  of  virtue  ownsj 

And  helpless  innocence  in  troub1e'8  hour, 
Enjoys  a  comfbrt,  not  the  gift  of  throoes. 

When  Flattery,  vain  usurper  of  her  name, 
As  fortunę  waoes,  recalls  her  idle  hoet ; 

Then  kindles  brigfatest  her  uualter'd  ftame. 
Aa  glows  the  fiiendly  planet  through  the  frosL 

She smiles  at  Envy  and  corroding  Time; 

Sonis  pairM  by  her  no  pow'r  can  disanitc  ; 
Her  balmy  influence  gladdeiis  ev'ry  clime. 

And  sarage  nations  feel  her  fetters  Łtght. 

When  al]  of  art  and  all  of  naturę  dtes, 

When  the  dissol^ing  Sun  sball  veil  his  head ; 

Friendsbip,  victorious,  shałl  adom  the  skies, 
ShaLl  shine,  wbea  all  their  fading  pomp  is  fled. 


Thence  wide  shall  beam,  bcnevo1ent,  her  ray 
To  worlds  philosophy  has  ncver  giies8*d: 

Gild  with  diffusive  light  the  realmt  of  day. 
And  yield  etemal  pieasure  to  the  blert. 


PERSONAL  MERIT: 

raOM  TBE  PRENCB  OP  M.  ŁA  MOTIŁ 
AODRB8SED  TO  im.  HEKKY  TOKGB,  AT  BBISTOU 

Odb  parentage  is  not  of  cboice ; 
Nor  does,  my  friend,  the  public  \x)ioe 

Alarm  the  worthy  mind : 
Yes,  let  the  world  act  as  it  will, 
Tis  Ytrtue  ooly,  Yirtae  still, 

Lpaves  Wealth  and  Birth  behind. 

Where  Ooodness  lodg'd  with  Wiadom  lies, 
Tme  greatneas  leek — there  fix  thy  eyes  I 

CTifi  Vice  bestows  disgraioe:) 
But  Merit  blazons  what  we  are 
Beyond  the  ooionet  or  star, 

The  lyMtft  of  ancient  race. 

Oh!  how  I  vi€w  with  raptur^d  cyc«, 
From  race  ignoble,  Horace  rise: 

Kor  yet  his  source  disdain: 
Bat  with  contempt,,  amidst  the  crowd 
I  Yiew  a  modem  upstart,  proud. 

Display  his  gildńi  tratn. 

By  Ytrtue  stagnates  blood,  or  flowsp 
As  she  refuses  or  bestows ; 

So  Castor  rosę,  diTine! 
And  so,  though  bom  of  beav*Dly  race^ 
The  Cyclop  ■,  with  his  one-ey*d  foce, 

Disgrac*d  his  sea-bora  linę. 

You  scora  the  false  and  fawning  mind, 
Where  Art  with  deadly  Malice  join*d9 

Delights  to  wither  Famę ! 
As  lifts  the  snake  his  painted  crest» 
And  to  the  hospitable  breast 

CoDTeys  his  pois^nous  flame. 

The  wretch  who  boasts  a  fatthlett  heart; 
The  fool  who  acts  a  worthless  part  i 

Or  miser  o'er  his  brood ; 
However  dignified  he  be, 
Is  but  a  crceping  slave  to  thee, 

Though  sprung  of  C8e8ar's  blood. 

But  oh !  let  those  whom  Łeaming  owB^ 
Apollo's  and  the  Muses*  sons» 

Make  unity  their  coursft: 
Nor  drop  the  tongue  one  waywaid  strain. 
To  gire  another's  bosom  pain, 

Or  to  our  own  remorse ! 

Contimie  friendly,  just,  and  kind, 
Honour  preserre,  with  canduur  join^d*- 

And  fair  protectton  lend ; 
Where  modest  worth  thy  iavour  sues* 
Or  genius  qualifies  the  Muse, 

To  hope  a  genVous  friend. 


'  Polyphemuss 


PLATONIC  LOVE...ON  THE  BIRTH-DAY  OP  ADMIRAŁ  YERNON.    53S 


Sucfi  once,  a  worthy  youth,  I  knew, 
So  still  he  riseft  to  my  view, 

Thougfa  to  himscif  unknown: 
Nor  need  I  blosh  (sińce  truth  secures) 
To  cali  the  pleasing  image  yom^s, 

Which  likeness  makes  your  own. 


ON  PLATONJC  LOrS. 

Płatokic  lorę ! — a  pretty  name 

For  tbat  romantic  fire, 
Wben  sottls  confess  a  matual  flame, 

DeToid  of  looM  desire. 

If  tbis  new  doctrine  once  pfove  tnie, 

I  own  tt  aomethtng  odd  is, 
Tbat  loTers  shoald  each  other  v\ew 
» .Aa  if  they  wanted  bodies. 

It  spirits  thos  can  ]ive  em1nrac'd, 

The  iinion  may  be  lastinp^  t 
But,  laith — 'tis  bard  the  mind  shotild  feast, 

Aad  keep  its  partner  fiisting. 

**  Naturę,"  aays  Horace,  "  ii  in  tean^ 
Wben  her  jast  claim  *s  denyM  her  > ;" 

And  tbifl  platonie  love  appean 
To  be  a  scrimp  prorider. 

liODę  may  tt  preacb,  one  comfbrt  is, 

For  all  its  vain  pretences, 
Mankind  have  other  thonghts  of  bliss, 

Hian  to  exclade  their 


Kot  all  their  logie  canperplez 

A  principle  so  oommon : 
While  Venas  whispere  either  9ex, 

'*  Tbat  man  was  madę  for  woman." 

Saćh  paasion  is  pedanttc  work ; 

(As  sung  the  bard  of  yore) 
*'  That  thrust  out  Naturę  with  a  fork, 

Sbe  bot  reooils  the  morę  '." 


VERSES 
wirmcN  NOT.  12, 1741, 

TBB  BIHTH-DAY  OF  ADMIRAŁ  YERNOII. 

Sitis,  ardor,  arens 

Dulcia  virtuti — Gaodet  patientia  duris. 

Locan. 

Whbw  proud  Iberia,  insolently  ^ain, 
Dsr^d  to  dispute  the  empire  of  the  main; 
Britamiia  thoagbtfol  her  ambitign  ey'd, 
**  And  where  are  all  my  boasted  sons,"  she  cry'd? 
**  Eactinct  is  all  my  fire  ? — no  spark  awake, 
That  glowM  in  Raleigh,  or  that  beam'd  in  Drakę 
When  her  Armada's  formidable  show 
Was  stnick  by  Fate — and  '8catter*d  with  a  blow  ?' 
Thns  moum*d  the  goddess  of  the  ambient  wave, 
Whea  Yemon  heard  her  voice,  and  rosę  to  8ave : 

'  Et  qaets  humana  sibi  doleat  Natora  negatis. 
'  Natura m  eipelłas  fiirca  licet,  usqn«  recurret 


I  Nor  Vain  his  arm— when,  beamiug  from  afar, 
0'cr  the  Columbrian  sea  he  wakM  the  war ! 
And  calm  in  conquest  bid  Britannia  reign, 
Acknowledg^d  sorereign  of  the  distant  main : 
llien  grateful  Albion  heard  the  happy  sound, 
The  grcat  a%'enTCr  of  her  wrongs  was  found  :  ^ 
Each  tongue  rejoicM  the  hero*s  praise  to  swell. 
And  infants  Icara*d  how  Porto- JBiello  fell. 

Oh  !  would  the  favViDg  Musc  my  voice  iuspire. 
To  Vemon's  worth  to  tune  the  sonnding  lyre, 
With  equal  majesty  the  notes  should  rise, 
Should  auimatcd  reach  the  vaulted  skics ; 
That  futurę  times  might  the  resemblance  see. 
And  Britons  Hke  their  ancestors  be  free. 

Oreat  son  of  Freedom !  still  Tictorious  shtne, 
Thine  be  to  conąuer,  and  to  save  be  thine: 
T^t  the  pale  ghosts  that  haunt  the  Indian  shore, 
Delighted  hear  thy  yengeftil  thunders  roar, 
And  to  each  nther  hail  the  promis*d  hour, 
When  Tjrranny  shall  mourn  her  blasted  pow*r ;     , 
And  rightcous  Freedom  with  her  guardian  smiie 
Shall  bless,  retuming,  Cuba's  feitilesoil. 

Tbere  while  the  British  cross,  to  thee  assign'd, 
Pisplays  its  form,  and  wantons  in  the  wind, 
May  Yictory  ber  lairest  laurels  spread. 
To  wait  thy  pnrpose,  and  to  crown  thy  head : 
May  no  retarded  succours  gire  ithee  pain : 
Thy  gen'rous  warmth  no  arts  of  power  restrain  I 
Warm'd  by  thy  virtue,  let  alł  hearts  unitP, 
Led  by  thy  arm,  let  Britons  leani  tn  6ght, 
Till  taught  to  yield,  and  humbled  iii  his  tum, 
The  proud  Iberian  shall  his  iblly  mouni ; 
And  curse  the  hour,  when  with  his  wanton  dart 
He  rousM  the  gen'rous  lion's  noble  heart. 

Then,  only  then-«-(if  Heav'n  shall  so  ordain) 
When  honourable  peace  his  sword  shall  gain ; 
A  peace  secur^d  by  terrour  of  our  arms, 
(Not  mean  conventions,  or  precarious  charms) 
When,  dear  to  honour — ^to  his  country  dear, 
Re6tor'd  her  Yemon  shall  again  appear: 
Ab  loud  the  peal  of  gratitude  shall  rise. 
And  uuiTersal  joy  ascend  the  skies : 
As  round  his  steps  a  thankfnl  nation  ilows 
To  hail  his  toils,  and  bless  bim  as  he  goes ! 
Then  shall  some  happier  bard,  with  nobler  mn 
Record  his  actions,  and  embalm  his  name ! 
*'  The  honour  paid  to  Vice  in  smoke  decays. 
But  Yirtue  purifies  the  flames  of  pra&e : 
Ftom  her  chaste  sbrine  she  btds  the  incense  rise. 
Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateful  to  the  skies.'* 


LOCH  RIAK 


TO  THE  KICHT  HOM.  TBB  EARŁ  OF  8TAIR. 
WKITTSH  IM  THB  YEAE  1734. 

I  [Loch  Rian  is  an  arm  of  the  sea  which  lies  to  the 
north-east,  a  little  below  Castłe  Kennedy,  the 
seat  of  the  earl  of  Stair.  The  Genius  of  thiJ 
bay  is  supposed  to  addreas  that  nobleman.] 

FtoM  toils  of  State  and  an  uniaithful  court» 
Welcome,  my  lord,  to  your  domestic  port ! 
Herę,  seated  on  my  hospitable  shore, 
In  safety  hear  the  ifistant  tempest  roar. 
While  gentler  cares  your  futurę  hours  demand, 
And  Naturę  waitt  your  all-improying  band  ■ ; 

I      ■  The  improvemeats  at  Castle  Kennedy  are  ^erf 
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AIready  bas  sbe  ownM  the  poient  spell, 
And  felt  a  change  which  Chńd*s  verse  should  tell. 
While  the  pleasM  ŁraTeller,  with  soft  sarprise, 
Cer  heathy  rooors  sees  len^h*Ding  shades  arise ! 
Or  manhy  lakes,  their  noisome  vapour8  fled, 
With  Terdant  meads  and  rip'niag  harrestsspread: 
While  placid  yoa  adorn  the  naked  plain. 
And  groves  and  vi8tas  ńse  as  you  ordain. 

Lei  Southern  climes  their  pamted  prospects  boast. 
And  scom  the  beauties  of  a  coider  coast ; 
Naturę  is  bounteous  here— were  firiendly  Art 
Al  kindly  fbrward  to  peribmi  ber  part ; 
That  part  your  genias  can  sustain  aloue. 
For  here  you  see  no  triumphs  but  your  own. 
How  bloom  thy  gardens  qrown*d  with  aoft  delight! 
And  spread  successi^e  beauties  to  the  sight : 
W  bat  airy  prospects !  what  romantic  views  1 
Surprise  the  fancy,  and  inspire  the  Muse ! 
Through  the  loog  vłsta,  or  the  casual  break, 
Glitter  the  biue  canal,  or  8ilver  lakę ; 
^eetly  bewilder*d  the  spectator  roves        [groves; 
Midst  hills,  and  moss-grown  rocks,  and  hanging 
With  care  the  eye  eaumines  every  part, 
Too  formM  for  Naturę — yet  too  wild  for  Art; 
And  firom  the  gloom  of  the  descending  wood, 
Bursts  on  the  spacious  green,  or  glassy  flood  j 
Wbence  wide  beneath  the  boundłess  prospect  lies  \ 
Of  intermtngled  lands,  and  sea,  and  skies ! 
Fair  to  the  northward,  with  capacious  tide. 
His  ample  bosom  spreads  deltgbtful  Clyde. 
A  little  sea ! — so  wide  his  billows  roar, 
From  green  Cantyre  to  Galloway's  rocky  shore : 
High  from  the  centrę  of  the  subject  deep, 
Vast  Ailsa  ^  rears  his  sunimit  broad  and  steep, 
Shoots  his  aspiring  head  into  the  skies. 
And  the  loud  blast  and  noisy  wave  defies ; 
Sofrm*  thy  virtue,  Stair,  preserve8  its  face, 
Untroubled,  or  by  favour,  or  disgrace ; 
Conscłous  delights  with  calm  content  to  glow, 
llegardless  of  the  murmuring  world  below. 

Here,  all  the  shadowy  scenea  of  grandeur  past, 
The  sweets  of  philosophic  leisure  taste ; 
No  levees  here  shall  break  your  moming  rest. 
No  enyy  darken,  and  no  fean  molest ; 
Fair  off  shall  Flattery  hołd  her  wretched  train. 
And  Falsehood  shall  in  distant  cities  reign ; 
3ut  smiling  Innocence  your  steps  shall  wait. 
And  Health,  untronbled  with  the  farce  of  stale: 
While  m  the  cooliug  walk,  or  breezy  shade, 
You  talk  with  Plato  and  the  sacred  dead; 
Revolve  the  Grecian  chief  s  *  immortal  page, 
Or  soiile  with  Horace  at  a  motley  age ; 
While  round  you,  Yirtue  fbrms  a  heaven)y  guard^ 
Hersełf  in  solitode,  her  own  rewaid : 

great :  fW>m  a  wild  mountainoua  country,  the  spec- 
tator  is  suddeply  remoTed  into  a  sort  of  enchanted 
penimula* 

*  The  sitaaiion  of  Castle  Kennedy  is  particularly 
to  its  ad^antage,  lying  In  the  midst  of  a  peninsula 
formed  by  tbe  bays  of  Loch  Rian  and  Wigton, 
opposite  to  the  coast  of  Ireland  to  the  west,  and 
the  coast  of  England  and  Isle  of  Man  to  the  soutb 
east,  both  which  may  be  seen  thence  on  a  elear 
day.    To  the  north  lies  tbe  firth  of  Oyde. 

i  An  island,  or  ratber  rock  of  prodigioug  height, 
called  by  seamen  tbe  Perch  of  Clyde. 

4  The  crest  of  tbę  eąH  of  Stąir  is  a  rock,  with 
this  motto,  p»Mt 


"  Wben  Tice  prerails,  and  infemy  grofws  grea^ 
llie  post  of  honour  u  a  pri^ate  state." 

So  the  dicUtor  \eh  his  little  field. 
And  taught  in  arms  his  country 's  fbea  to  jrield; 
But  Romę  deliverM,  all  his  task  was  o*er, 
He  80om'd  the  trappings  of  deceitful  pom*T, 
1V>  bis  Iov'd  iisrm  with  joy  retum'd  again. 
And  with  his  Hctor-bands  lmproT'd  the  plain. 

In  manners  uncorrupt — as  great  in  mnoB, 
Free  from  Corruption's  all-defiling  cbarms, 
As  Romę  was  then — were  happy  Britain  now, 
Pieas*d  you  might  guide  tbe  patrimonial  pkis^ 
But  ob !  her  safety  contradicts  the  wish, 
Demands  your  counsel — and  retaids  my  blin. 

Go  on  then,  glorious,  to  assert  ber  canse^ 
Defend  ber  fi^edom,  and  sustun  ber  laws : 
Nor  fSear  the  senrile  crowds  that  InteresŁ  gnidei* 
While  Truth  and  Yirtue  combat  on  yovr  ade^ 
These  shall  at  lengtb  with  mighty  Ibioe  pievajl« 
Justice  shall,  righteous,  leod  her  sword  aiiid  acale^ 
In  this,  impartial,  your  designs  shall  weigh, 
With  that  shall  Fate  to  Bfitam's  foes  coDYey, 
Unnumber'd  wishes  your  attempts  shall  blcss^ 
And  HeaT^  to  Freedom  gire  the  due  sncoe« : 
Nor  want  we  patriots,  tboogh  the  soil  be  mdcg 
Souls  uneoslay'd,  that  gprcatly  dare  be  good  ; 
Such  as  unmov'd  can  statesmen^s  arts  behoU* 
And  smile  at  prostituŁed  pow'r  and  goUL 
Leave  earth-bom  wonns  the  plnnder  to  divide^ 
And  keep  with  Cato-~the  negiected  si^ttu 

Then  when  Britannia*s  present  gloom  is  o'ery 
When  doubts  shall  tok  her  halcyon  peace  do  wanz 
When  Commerce  from  its  slumber  shall  reviv«^ 
And  public  Faith,  by  resurrection  itve, 
When  private  views  no  morę  our  bliss  oppoae^ 
And  Thenis  pays  the  long  acconnt  she  oirea ! 
When  Albion  Yindicates  her  dormant  daim, 
Resumes  her  balance  and  comnandr  the  loatOy 
Then,  not  till  then,  with  all  men*s  praises  ciowB*dj 
Complete,  your  glory  io  its  circle  boaad : 
To  me  retire; — and  in  the  grateful  sbade^ 
Which  on  my  shore  your  iiidustry  bas  madi^ 
In  quiet  wait  (air  life*s  declining  ray, 
Tbe  eertain  promise  of  a  brighier  day. 


THE  TRIUMPHS  OF  NATUKEz 

A  POEM, 

ON  mS  MAOyiPICENT  GARSENS  AT  8T0WE,  HT  BOCfiTC* 
HAUSHOIB,  THB  SSAT  OP  THC  EICBT  SOH.  U)«D OOt* 
BAM,  (MOW  OP  THB  BIABQUIS  OP  BUCKDIGilAli.) 

Here  order  in  ▼ariety  you  aee, 
Where  all  tbings  differ,  yet  where  all 


TV. I-I  a 

ropUt 

DsŁiGHTFUŁ  Nature  !  child  of  heaTcnly  light ! 
Wbose  form  enchants  ns,  and  whose  smiles  deligfat! 
Once  morę,  chaste  goddess,  animate  the  song, 
Inspire  tbe  lays !  To  thee  tbe  lays  belong ! 
My  step  oonduct—  be  thou  my  cbarming  guide 
Aroidst  the  scenes  that  sjiow  thy  noblest  pnde: 
Where,  pieas'd,  thy  hand  Elysian  bow*rs  prepafcs, 
To  bless  the  bero'8  toils— the  patiiofs  cares. 

Begin,  fond  Muse ! — but  whither  am  I  tost  ? 
Where  have  I  stray'd,  io  sweet  confusion  lost ! 
lliee,  goddess,  1  behekl  with  pleas'd  sai^pńse, 
CQfifeBi'd«  iike  moiiarcbs  in  a  rich  di^uise ! 
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Thy  iwtive  mąjesty  attnets  the  heart, 
And  sbows  thy  empire  o*er  tbe  works  of  art: 
So  virto6  ihinei  in  Cobham^s  steady  mind. 
And  ieave«  the  shadowy  forms  of  pomp  b^ind. 
Herę  Art  attends-— and  waitB  thy  ruling  wSU,. 
For  she  at  beat  is  bot  thy  haodmaid  ftUl ; 
If  thou  thy  State  imperial  woaldst  espraw, 
She  iooks  thy  wardrobe»  and  puts  on  thy  dren ! 
In  the  elear  wave  the  crjrttal  miiTor  bolds, 
Or  rich  with  genu  thy  flow'ry  robę  unfolds : 
If  ortiaments  thou  ilighfBt,  and  pomps  diepleaie^ 
She  then  retires,  and  lea^es  thee  to  thy  ease : 
Leayes  thee  to  take  thy  erliing  walk  iinieen, 
0*er  the  seąuester^d  ihade,  or  loneeome  green; 
Where  meditation  soothes  thy  thoaghtftU  bieagt^ 
And  birds  and  waters  lali  thee  to  thy  reit:  ^ 

Where  they  whoneTer  knew  thy  channe,  may  knoir, 
For  all  thy  erioutlese  chanuf  are  seen  at  Stoire. 

Two  Bquare  pa^ilions  opening  to  the  scenę, 
First  lead  the  Muse  to  the  enehanted  plam. 
Wbence  to  the  north  this  Tempi  we  survey, 
Its  glories  bright*nłng  to  meridian  day  ! 
Hence  spreads  a  liquid  notagon  to  yiew» 
And  charms  tbe  eye  with  its  onclouded  blue; 
Fali  ra  tbe  midst  an  obelisk  asoends* 
And  high  In  air  the  watYy  coiumn  sendss 
Two  distant  ri^ers  winding  from  the  right 
I>escend~and  in  one  qwcio08  stream  uaite; 
Which  gently  glidiog  tiitongh  its  verdant  shores, 
In  the  broad  octagon  its  treasnre  ponrs. 
High  on  a  ftammit  all  below  oommands. 
Fair  Liberty,  thy  destin*d  tempie  stands; 
Where^  like  some  qneen  espelPd  ber  lawfal  throne, 
A  refnge  thou  sbalt  find—thy  vaiue  known» 
And  see  lost  realms— that  onoe  were  all  thy  own. 
North  thfDUgb  an  avenne,  the  growth  of  yean, 
Tłie  distant  mansion  to  the  eye  appears ; 
Which,  still  tHm^ported  as  it  tums  around, 
Beholds  new  channs  di^ersify  tbe  ground: 
Herę  nnmYoos  heids  that  rangę  th'  adjacentplAin, 
There  hills  with  bleating  flocks  adom  the  scenę : 
Or  liow'ry  lawns,  or  shades  of  tufted  trees, 
Or  waten  quivering  to  the  temper^d  breeze. 
Thos  all  combin*d  the  raTishM  foncy  strike, 
And  leaTe  it  at  a  loss  %here  most  to  like. 
Bireeted  benoe  akmg  the  carpet  grass 
By  three  fiiir  statnes  to  tbe  left  we  pass, 
Where  throngh  the  Bath,  descending,  is  coiivey'd 
Tbe  Bason,  fallii^  from  a  broad  cascade ; 
While  throngh  the  ruinM  arch  the  waters  break, 
And  form  below  a  wide  eztended  lake : 
Wbose  distant  borders  sylvan  sceną  unfold, 
Such  as  the  huntress-goddess  os*d  of  old: 
When  rash  Actaeon  spy*d  the  heav'nly  maid, 
And  with  his  forfeit  life  the  folly  paid. 

Cloee  by  the  lake  our  progress  we  pussuM, 
To  tbe  fair  Hermitage  coiiceard  in  wood, 
Wbence  wide  beneath,  the  blue  e3q>anse  was  seen 
Reflecting  from  its  wave  the  trembling  green ! 
Thence  through  the  windings  of  the  nMi  shade, 
Thy  Tempie,  beauteoiis  Venus,  we  survey'd; 
Befor^  fit  emblem  of  tbe  lorcr^s  Tiew, 
Stand  the  first  ibes  which  Naturę  ever  knew  >. 
Fit  emblem,  goddess,  of  thy  cruel  power, 
Which  oft  bas  bath'd  the  warring  world  in  gore : 
Has  mml^d  to  set  the  dearest  firiends  at  strife. 
And  madę  the  brother  suatch  the  brother^s  life  i 


>  The  statucs  of  Cain  and  AbeL 


Yet  mild  at  fint  thy  sarage  yoke  appean, 
And  like  this  scenę  a  beauteous^prospect  weais  t 
For  sceoes  like  this  thy  fatal  flame  inspire, 
Unnerve  the  sool,  and  kindle  soft  desire  I 
While  amorous  birds  with  mustc  fili  tbe  grove^ 
And  er^ry  breathing  zephyr  whispers  love ! 
Witbin  tbe  dome  see  sporti^e  Cupids  play. 
And  clap  their  silver  wings,  and  seem  to  say— 
"  Now  let  him  ]ove,  who  nerer  felt  the  pain ; 
Before  who  iov*d — here  let  htm  lorę  again  *." 

Hence  through  a  wood  with  i^iening  Tistas  grao^« 
(At  each  some  rural  terminatiott  piac'd) 
Th«  west  paTilion  to  the  eye  socceeds, 
Wbence  to  the  bonse  the  hW  ar^nue  leads ; 
PlacM  in  the  midst^and  sacred  to  his  fbme, 
lUses  the  pyramid  with  Vanbrugh's  name. 
Herę,  wondious  architeet !  repoe*d,  receiv6 
The  grateful  hononrs  Cobham-loTes  to  gi\'e ; 
Herę  like  his  gardens  shall  thy  mem'ry  bloom, 
Noroouldst  thou  wish  a  morę  distingaish*d  tomb. 
In  the  next  dome,  from  vulgar  thought  conceard, 
lliis  wise  i»icription  stands  to  sigfat  rereard  ), 
"  Life  is  a  feast— enjoy  it  while  you  may, 
When  age  comes  on,  'tis  time  tó  steal  away, 
Lest  laugbing  yonth  remind  thee  of  the  rule, 
Nothing  so  fbolish  as  a  doatuig  fool." 

Now  by  the  wood,  which  rises  to  the  right, 
The  opening  field  reiieves  the  crowded  sight, 
Herę  great  Alcides,  firm  m  marble  plac'd, 
Holds  the  ezpiring  son  of  Eartb  embrac'd  «: 
Just  image,  0)bbam,  of  thy  victor  toil, 
Which  tam'd  the  genius  of  the  rugged  soil ; 
Which  gaTC  the  lace  of  Naturę  pow'r  to  warm. 
And  8often'd  every  blemish  in  a  charm. 

Hence  to  th'  Aogastine  Care  *  our  way   we 
spęd, 
A  moss-grown  celi,  with  grateful  umbrage  tpread ; 
Such  blamelesB  hermits  held  in  days  of  old, 
Ere  priestcraft  grew,  or  HeaT'n  was  priz^d  for  gold. 
Plain  is  tbe  scenę,  and  well  befits  the  heart 
Tbat  never  stain^d  its  innocence  with  art. 

As  the  skiird  painter  capŁivates  tlie  sight. 
By  niceły  interminglrog  shade  and  light ; 
So  in  these  happy  scenes,  each  object  plac'd, 
Throws  beaoty  nrand,  and  charms  the  finest  taste; 
So  just  the  contrasts— and  the  point  so  true, 
Tis  all  that  Naturę,  all  that  Art  can  do  * 
In  sweet  delusion  is  tbe  fancy  lost. 
Nor  knows  atteotion  where  to  aetUe  most 

Thus  from  the  cave  through  the  receding  green, 
Tby  tempie,  son  of  Semele,  was  seen  : 
Pictur^d  witbin  thy  mystic  rites  «dvance. 
And  nympbs  and  satyrs  ronod  thy  Thyrsus  dance: 
Such  was  tbe  jovial  triomph  once  thou  led, 
When  India  first  ador*d  tby  roitred  bcad. 
When  tby  gay  car  sobmissive  tigers  dr<>w. 
And  men  tbe  genial  pow'r  of  Bacchus  knew. — 
From  hence  disclos^d  a  beauteous  prospect  lics^ 
West  as  the  setting  Sou  aiioros  the  skics ! 
Where  Aylesbury  her  golden  vale  extends, 
And  clos'd  with  purple  hilis  tbe  landscape  ends. 

But  sdemn  scenes  demand  th*  atŁentive  Muse, 
Such  as  the  Druids  lov*d  of  old  to  choose : 


*  From  Catullus,  Nunc  amet,  &c. 
<  From  Horace,  Luststi  satis,  &c. 
4  The  statues  of  Hercules  and  Anteus. 


}  St  Augustine's  cave. 
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For  lo !  ooDspicuouA  stands  the  awfal  Grove  ^ 
Sacred  to  Wodea  and  the  Saxon  Jove : 
Around  the  central  altar  seem  to  st^nd, 
The  gods  ador*d  by  Hengist*8  valiaiit  band ; 
life  seems  each  breathing  figurę  to  tnform, 
A  godlike  freedom,  and  a  noble  scom. 
O  glorious  race  I  O  natton  dear  to  (ame ! 
Etemal  jbunders  of  the  British  name ! 
From  whom  exa!ted  Albion  gratefni  draws 
Her  long-e8tablish'd  rights — ber  sacred  laws ; 
Though  in  the  guif  of  wasting  time  were  lost 
Each  ancicnt  monument  your  name  can  boast, 
Yct  in  this  hallow^d  shrine  shall  one  remain, 
Whiic  freedom  lives  to  bless  Britannia*8  plain. 

As  dartił  the  Sun  oblique  his  varied  rays, 
When  through  the  fleecy  cloud  his  lustre  plays, 
Herę  dcepens  tó  a  gloom  the  raried  green, 
There  beams  a  light— and  shifts  the  shadowy  tcene! 
But  when  the  obvłOus  vapour  melts  away, 
\  The  boundless  pro&pect  brighteiis  into  day. 
Sq  hitherto  cnchanted  had  we  strayM 
Through  light  and  shade,  from  charm  tocharm  be- 

tray'd : 
Now  i.s3uing  from  the  covert,  with  sorprise, 
Th'  unbounded  landscape  openM  to  our  eyes; 
Whence  south,  its  domc  the  fair  Rotunda  rean, 
PIac'd  to  the  east  equestrian  George  appears  7; 
OpposM,  n<iw  walks  o'erlook'd  the  forest  lawo, 
Wberc  sport  the  peaceful  deer  and  wanton  fawn; 
Fuli  in  the  midst,  enthron'd  like  beauty's  queen, 
Surrounded  by  ber  graces,  Stowe  is  seen ; 
And  in  tlie  crystal  mirror  '  plac^d  below, 
Beholds  hcr  er^ry  charm  reflected  glow ;  . 
Where  snowy  awans  along  the  surface  glide. 
And  rear  thetr  atately  necks  with  graceful  pride ; 
Wide  from  before  a  long  succeasion  spreads, 
Of  distant  woods^  green  bills,  and  flow*ry  meads. 
Cer  the  free  sceoe  expatiate8  the  ^ight. 
And  all  the  soul  is  lost  in  sweet  delight. 

Behind,  discIo8'd,  the  gay  parterre  is  seen, 
With  Tases  deck^d  9,  and  banks  of  Uving  green ; 
Herę  shelter^d  all  Hesperia^s  treasures  bloom» 
And  the  bright  orange  sheds  its  rich  perfiune. 
While  placid  as  they  rise  on  ev'ry  hand, 
In  Cobham*s  smile  the  faYour^d  Muses  stand  ; 
And  PbGBbus  points  to  the  celesttal  quire, 
The  scenes  that  best  the  poet*s  flame  inspire, 
And  bids  thero  here,  expeird  their  natiTe  Greeoe, 
Attune  the  lyre,  and  sing  the  aweets  of  peace. 

Conductcwl  hence,  through  the  declining  shade, 
Thy  statuę,  great  Augustus '%  rears  its  head ; 
A  stately  coIumn's  fair  Corinthian  height, 
Bears  with  triumphant  air  the  royal  weight:     • 
Which  sccms  a  smile  mió^stic  to  bestow, 
As  plea8'd  that  Britain  can  produce  a  Stowe. 

Now  through  the  deep'nhig  WQod*s  projected 
gloom, 
To  Dido's  Cave  with  derious  step  we  come, 
Where  the  dim  twilight  of  the  arch  aboTe 
Seems  to  express  the  queen*8  disastiTms  love. 
For  semblant  such  of  old  the  fatal  bowV, 
Where  Yenus  led  ber  in  ill-odienM  hour* 


'  The  Saxon  tempie,  or  altar  placed  in  an  open 
groTc. 

7  £questrian  statuę  of  George  L 

*  Circular  bason  with  swans. 

*  Apollo,  and  the  MTuses,  and  two  orangeries. 
••Statuę  of  G«-orgp  II. 


Where  first  ber  hflart  the  iwoet  ddnagn  fomni^ 
As  yet  unooDSCKMis  of  a  fiiture  womid. 

Next  to  the  fair  ascent  our  steps  we  trae^dy 
Whetice  sbines  afar  the  faold  Rotunda ' '  p]ac'd  » 
The  artful  dome  łonie  oolumns  bear 
Ljght  as  the  labric  swells  in  ambient  air, 
Beneath  unshrmM  the  Tuscan  Yenus  atands. 
And  beaaty*8  queenthe  beanieous  scenę  conunaadi^ 
The  fon4  beholder  sees  with  sweet  suipriae^ 
Streams  glitter,  lawns  appear,  and  forests  ńse— 
Here  through  thickshadesaltemate  b«iildingsbi«al^ 
There  through  its  borden  steak  the  olfer  lafce  j 
A  soft  Yariety  delights  the  soul,  y 

And  barmony  resultlng  crowns  the  whole.      * 

Now  by  the  long  canal  we  gently  tura, 
Whose  Yerdant  sides  romantic  scenes  adora  ; 
As  obtects  through  the  broken  groand  we 
And  there  a  statuę  nscs»  there  a  tree», 
Here  in  an  amphitheatre  of  green, 
With  slopes  set  off  which  ibna  a  nual 
On  four  łonie  pillars  raisM  to  sigbt 
Beams  Caralina '%  Britam's  late  deligfat. 
Here  the  bright  oueen  ber  heariily  fbnn  diąilay^ 
Etemal  subject  of  the  Ma9e's  praise : 
But  faint  all  praiae  her  ment  to  impart, 
Wbose  mem'ry  Hycs  in  erery  Britirii  bearŁ 

Now  leave  we,  deyious,  the  declining  plaiiit 
Awbile  to  wander  throdgb  the  woodland  acene: 
Here  where  8ix  cenfring  walks  nnited  meetf 
Morpbeus  invites  us  to  his  still  retreat  ^i 
And  while  the  tide  of  life  uncertain  flows, 
Bids  you  **  indulge  yourself,  and  taste  repofe." 
But  stop,  my  Muse — I  feel  a  canteioaa  fear^ 
As  if  coDU(ńd'd  divinity  was  near. 
What  do  I  see !  Wbat  aołemn  views  ariae  i 
What  wonders  open  to  my  thoughtfal  eyes ! 
Midst  puriing  streams  in  awful  beauty  diest* 
The  shrine  of  ancient  Yirtue  standa  cooleaŁ; 
A  Doric  pile,  by  studious  Cobbam  plac'd9 
To  show  the  world  the  wortli  of  agea  past; 
When  innocenee — when  tmth  stiU  foond  regaid. 
And  cherishM  merit  had  its  due  reward. 

Within,  fbur  grateful  statues  bonouf'd  stand* 
Inspire  attention,  and  esteen  command; 
Epaminondas  first  in  arms  renown'd9 
Wbose  glorious  aim  his  country's  frńdom  cnMiii'd^ 
Bom  in  each  social  Tirtne  to  eacel, 
With  whom  the  Theban  glory  roae,  and  felL 
Lycurgus  next,  in  steady  virtue  great, 
Who  for  duration  fonn*d  the  S^rtan  state; 
And  Wcalth  eapeUing,  with  ber  banelul  tiaiot 
Left  a  republic  worth  the  name  of  men. 
There  Socrates,  th*  Athenian  wise  and  good, 
With  morę  than  mortal  sanctity  ąndn*d : 
Who  freed  philosofiby  from  nseleas  art. 
And  show'd  true  science  waa  to  mend  the  bearŁ 
Last  stands  the  prinoe  of  barda  '^  whoae  deathlcai 
Does  yirtue  in  eacalled  Yerse  convey :  [hy 

Sets  every  passion  in  its  natjve  light. 
And  fiłls  the  soul  with  terrour  aiid  delight. 
These  point  the  way  to  reach  immortal  praiae 
Is  life  on  public  virtue's  base  to  raise. 
And  show  that  gnodness  and  our  country^s  kwe 
Exalt  us  to  the  blissful  seats  above; 

' '  In  which  is  the  sfatoe  of  the  Yenus  de  Medidi. 
"  Queen  Caroline. 

'^  The  sleeping  parlour,  with  this  mscriptJOB, 
Cum  omnia  sint  in  incerto,  farę  tibi. 
'♦  Homer. 


THE  TRIUMPHS  OF  NATURĘ. 


537 


Where  bdrds  repóse,  and  gcdlike  patriots  smile^ 

And  glorious  heroes  rest  from  earthly  toil. 

While,  Ijke  the  ruin  plac'd  in  view  beneatfa, 

The  tyrant  and  oppresaor  rot  in  death| 

AU  bora  of  vice  deroted  to  decay. 

And  basiening  like  the  gliding  brook  away. 

Now  leaying  with  regret  the  solemn  wood. 
We  by  the  winding  stream  our  course  pureiiM ; 
"Where  stands  the  lonesome  grotto  sweetly  plac'd, 
Włth  all  the  art  of  8portive  Naturę  grac*d : 
Two  neigbbVing  domes  on  spiral  colurons  rise, 
With  shella  and  min*rals  spangPd  to  the  eyes, 
Whence,  still  directed  by  the  winding  stream, 
AmusM,  we  to  the  three-archM  building  came. 
Hence,  west,  the  church  adorns  th*opening  beight, 
Eastward,  the  spacious  pond  relievcs  Ihe  sightj 
In  which,  of  form  Chinese,  a  structure  lies, 
Where  all  her  wild  grotesąues  display  surprise, 
Within  Japan  her  głitt*ring  treasure  yielda. 
And  ships  of  amber  sali  on  golden  fields. 
In  radiant  clouds  are  silTer  torrets  funn^d. 
And  mimie  glories  glitter  all  aroand. 

Soon  tir*d  of  these,  the  river  next  we  crossM, 
To  scenes  '4  where  Fancy  is  in  wonder  lost ; 
Such  were  th'  Elysian  flields  de9crib'(^of  old 
By  raptar'd  bards,  who  blest  the  age  of  gold ; 
Such  gay  romantie  proapects  rise  around, 
With  such  profusion  smiles  the  flow'ry  ground. 
So  steals  th'  nmbrosial  pleasure  on  the  miud,i ' 
We  think  tia  Heav^— and  leave  the  world  behind. 
So  shiiie  with  natire  pomp  the  rpalms  of  light, 
So  parę  the  ether,  and  the  scenes  so  bright. 
Hail,  sacred  spot !  May  no  unhallowM  tread 
Profane  thy  beauties,  or  thy  sweets  invade. 
Hence  all  ye  slaTes  of  vice  and  pow^r  away ; 
Herę  nonę  a{»proach,  but  who  are  fit  to  stay. 

See  where  the  guardian  of  these  bliasful  seats, 
Dtsceming  Hermes,  on  the  assembly  waits ! 
And  ranks  to  famę  each  British  worthy  known, 
Who  here  distinguish^d,  finds  a  just  renown  ! 
Those  happy  kings  wbo  Fłatfrjr^s  voice  disdain'd, 
Who  in  their  subjects'  hearts  with  glory  reign*d  i 
Patriots  who  for  their  country  J03r'd  to  blead, 
Or  statesmen  wbo  the  public  weal  decreed: 
Pdets  who  scom*d  the  Muses  to  profane. 
Kor  oourted  vice,  nor  wrote  for  sordid  gain: 
Or  those  by  arts  of  nse  to  human  kind, 
Who  toird  to  leave  a  worthy  name  behind, 
Names  that  for  Yirtue^s  godlike  ends  were  born, 
To  bless,  to  8ave,  to  counsel,  to  adorn. 
Serene  in  justice,  and  in  goodness  great, 
Here  Alfred  shines  the  founder  of  the  state ! 
Here  Edward  smiles,  as  when  the  world'8  delight, 
In  peace  belov'd,  and  dreadful  in  the  fight. 
Here  stands  Eliza,  empress  of  the  main, 
Who  Europę  irecd,  and  humbled  haughty  Spain. 
William,  whose  sword  bis  native  land  reliev'd, 
And  Britain  from  impcnding  fata  retrievM. 
Here  Raleigh  lives,  the  man  who  greatly  fell, 
For  speaklng  truły — and  for  acting  well. 
And  Drakę  who  first  with  nava1  glory  crown'd. 
Borę  Bntain'8  farne  the  spackms  glóbe  around ! 
With  Hampden  firm  assertor  of  ber  laws, 
And  proto-martyr  in  the  glorious  cause. 
There  Gresham  does  his  tnie  encomium  claim. 
And  pointa  the  merchants'  honourable  name : 
There  Jones,  great  architect!  who  taught  our  isle 
'  With  Greek  and  Roman  elegance  to  smile : 

'4  The  docorated  part  called  the  Elysian  flelds. 
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MiltoD,  whose  genius,  like  his  mbjcct  high, 
Gave  him  beyond  materiał  bounds  to  fly  I 
And  manly  Shakspeare,  whose  extensive  mind 
Could  fathom  all  the  passions  of  maiikind ! 
There  Newton  lives,  whose  sight  was  form*d  to  tracę 
Deep  Nature's  laws,  and  elear  her  mystic  foce. 
And  Bacon,  first  wbo  left  the  jangliog  schools 
To  fix  philoaophy  on  certain  rules. 
With  Locke,  who,  showing  tnith  in  reason*s  light, 
Taught  the  instructed  mind  to  judge  aright 

Two  łiving  worŁhies  '*  here  dł8tinguish'd  breathc^ 
And  taste  of  spotless  famę  before  their  death ; 
By  no  inscription  is  their  meńt  sbowii, 
Their  names  sufiSce  to  eternize  the  stone. 
For  Baraard's  virtue  scorns  all  borrow'd  rays, 
And  Pope's  exalted  merit  baffles  praise. 

Now  passing  onward  from  th'  Elysian 
An  enigmatic  monument  we  found ; 
Sacred  to  honest  Fido's  *^  blameless  name, 
Aforeigner  of  no  ignoble  famę: 
Much  art  is  shown  his  virtues  to  oommend; 
**  A  tender  husband,  and  a  faithful  friend  ; 
No  bigot — Naturę  was  his  constant  nile. 
And  though  conversant  with  tha  great — no  fool.* 
Think  this  no  flattVy,  though  so  much  in  vogue^ 
Tis  real  trutb — ^for  Fido — was  a  dog. 

To  Freedom's  Shńne,  across  the  lerel  field, 
Still  circling  to  the  night  our  course  we  held: 
PlacM  on  the  summifs  lofty  brow  it  stands^ 
And  all  the  wide  eatended  view  oommands* 
Descending  hence,  new  objects  meet  the  eyes; 
Spread  to  the  left  a  loog  plantation  l^; 
While  from  the  right  two  winding  riven  bend. 
And  to  the  opening  Bason  smooth  descend. 
Here  the  Palladian  Bńdge,  observed  before 
At  distance,  pleas*d  we  nearer  now  explore; 
Where  are  cboice  busts  antiąue  and  modern  seen, 
"  And  the  glad  world  pays  homage  to  the  ąueen.** 

Now  to  th'  Imperial  Gabinet  we  come, 
Of  cubio  form  the  bright  historie  room, 
Where  monarchs  wholesome  counsel  may  recelYe, 
Since  CKsars  the  instnictive  lesson  give; 
"  There  Titus'  motto  tells  be  mournM  the  day 
In  whjch  his  goodness  shed  no  friendly  ray ! 
The  delegated  sword  of  lyajan  sbows, 
Himself  not  Bpar'd,  if  rank*d  with  virtue's  foes : 
There  mild  Aurelius,  friend  of  human  kind, 
ConveyB  this  masim  from  his  generous  mind ; 
If  rab*d  to  regal  pow^r,  such  mandates  give, 
As,  chang'd,  you  would  a  private  man  receive.** 
LÓsons  like  these  humanity  impait, 
And  bend  to  mercy  ev*n  the  tyranfs  heart. 

Now  througfa  a  stately  gate  we  take  our  way^ 
And  the  surprising  terroura  pleas^d  survey : 
Stretch*d  to  the  eye  the  lineal  walk  eitends, 
And  bounded  by  the  Sbrine  of  Yenus  ends ; 
Here  Friendship^s  Tempie  strikes  the  ravishM  sigli^ 
With  finish*d  symmetry  and  graceful  height; 
Manly  as  is  the  theme  it  means  to  grace, 
The  lofty  square  displays  its  Doric  face. 
For  Cobhani  this  devoted  frame  intends 
For  Yirtue*s  fav'rite8  and  for  Britain'»  frienda'^ 


'^  The  busts  of  sir  John  Barnard  and  Pope. 

'^  Signor  Fido,  an  Italian  dog. 

*7  The  prince  of  Wales,  earls  of  Westmoreland« 
Chesterfield,  and  Marchmont;  lords  Cobbam, 
Gower,  and  Bathurst;  Richard  Grenville,  Pitt,  and 
Lyttelton. 


ss^ 


BOYSES  POEMS. 


} 


Not  fiir  from  henoe  dear  OoDgreve^urD  isihown, 
His  worth  recorded  on  the  lasting  stooe : 
Not  greater  honour  oould  the  Roman  boast, 
When  godlike  Scipio  wept  his  Terence  lost 

Now  by  the  Octagon  onr  course  ve  bold, 
Where  laaghing  Satyn  beauty^s  queen  behold : 
Wbite  the  gay  goddens,  carelen  of  their  smile, 
Spreads  eT'ry  chann  industrious  to  begnile. 
And  now  the  sweet  delightful  circuit  done, 
Onr  progress  ended  where  it  fint  begun. 

Thus  has  tbe  Muse  with  feeble  wing  cssay^d 
To  paint  tbe  wonders  of  th'  enchanted  sbade; 
And,  fónd  the  cbaims  of  Naturę  to  esplore, 
RoT'd,  Hke  tbe  studions  bee,  fruoi  fIow'r  to  flow^r; 
SŁopp'd  by  eaeh  pleasing  object  she  coiild  meet. 
To  sip  some  firagrance,  or  collect  soroe  sweet. 
But  as  where  Britain*8  fair  aaembled  shiue, 
The  rays  of  beauty  spread  a  light  dirine : 
So  here  where  Naturę  does  ber  triumphs  show^ 
And  with  majestic  band  adoms  a  Stowe  ; 
Description  fiiiłs— all  fisncy  is  too  mean, 
They  only  can  conceive  it,  who  have  seen. 


JOB. 

CRAPTER  III. 

Tb08  Job  began— >"  Cant  be  the  fatal  mom 
In  whjch  di8tiBgaish'd  wretchedneas  was  bom. 
From  the  fair  roond  of  the  revolving  year 
Perish  that  day !  nor  let  the  night  appear 
In  which  this  speck  of  entity  began 
To  swell  to  misery,  and  promise  man ! 
liCt  darkness  stain  it  o*er,  no  friendly  ray 
Pierce  throngh  the  gloom  of  that  disastrous  day  ! 
But  shades  of  terrour  o*er  its  circutt  spread. 
And  fold  it  in  the  mantle  of  the  dead. 
0'er  that  curst  night  may  double  horroun  dweU, 
Such  as  enwrap  the  punishments  of  Heli. 
No  cheerful  sounds  its  solitude  awake, 
But  such  as  fiends  and  tortur'd  wretches  makei 
Snch  as  may  wound  the  soul  and  shock  the  air, 
The  groans  of  death,  and  howlingt  of  despair. 
May  all  its  stan  with  rays  dimtnishM  show. 
And  through  the  dnsky  air  obscnrely  giow. 
No  glimpae  of  hope  the  dreadfiil  scenę  adom. 
Nor  let  it  see  the  promise  of  a  mom— 
Because  it  shot  not  op  my  mother*s  womb, 
And  join'd  at  onoe  my  cradle  and  my  iomb : 
Why  dy'd  I  not  ?  Why  did  preventive  care 
My  destia*d  life  for  futurę  sorrows  spare  ? 
Then  had  I  found  that  ease  I  seek  in  yain, 
Nor  known  tbis  load  of  unesampled  patn.'* 

*'  O  grave  1  thou  refuge  of  the  soul  distress^d, 
When  shall  I  mnk  into  thy  downy  rest^ 
Tbere  kings  and  mighty  ones  neglected  rot, 
}n  their  own  mouldering  monuments  forgot ; 
(Though  once  of  grandeur  and  of  pow*r  posseit. 
And  all  the  treasures  of  the  shining  east :) 
There  men  no  longer  vain  distinctions  boast, 
in  oommon  dnst  the  prloce  and  slave  are  lost  t 
Low  lies  th'  oppressor  bound  in  lasting  chains, 
There  of  bis  rod  the  wretch  no  morę  complains ! 
Tbere  eease  the  watlings  of  tbe  beart  distressM, 
And  tbere  the  weary  find  etemal  rest*' 

**  Why  sparest  thou,  O  Lord,  a  lifie  like  minę  ? 
While  with  incessant  pray'n  for  death  I  pine: 
Why  is  that  blessing  giv'n  to  weatth  and  pride. 
But  to  the  wretch  distre^s^d  like  me,  deny*d. 


While  o*er  my  faead  thy  awful  terroun  brood, 
Beset  my  path,  and  mingle  with  my  food. 
In  vain  my  cries  and  groans  continual  rise, 
tn  Tain  my  tean  I  pour  and  waste  my  sigłis : 
While  all  my  fean  upon  my  soul  are  come. 
By  tbec  forsaken,  hopeless  and  undone.*' 
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Begin  my  Muse,  and  strike  the  Ijrrey 
Let  grief  the  melting  tones  inspirr, 
And  sadly  consecrate  the  day, 
That  snatćh'd  my  souPs  deligbt^away. 

When  fiąst  tbe  beauteoos  infant  maid 
The  early  seeds  of  sense  disp1ay'd,^ 
With  her  dear  prattle  B00th*d  my  cares. 
And  charm^d  my  fond  transported  ears, 

How.did  her  op*ni&gbioom  arise! 
And  as  it  strack  my  raTish*d  eyes, 
Oft  promłs'd  to  my  yean'  increase, 
A  storę  of  imiocence  and  peaoe. 

But  soon,  too  soon,  those  flatfring  joys 
Fate'k  interpofiing  band  destroys : 
And,  k)6t  in  Death*a  all  gloomy  shade, 
The  dear  delusire  TJsioo  fled* 

So  does  the  terly  buddiog  rosę 
Its  blushiug  fragraucy  disclose, 
Allure  the  toucb,  and  smell,  and  Mght, 
And  yield  each  sensc  a  soft  deligfat. 

Till  some  rash  foe  its  pnde  inrade. 
And  ravish'd  from  its  natiye  bed, 
Its  odour  and  its  hue  decay. 
And  alt  its  beauties  fade  away. 

Thus  were  my  dreama  of  comfort  craa^ 
And  with  the  fav*rite  Tirgin  loat ; 
And  all  my  schemes  of  bliss  to  come 
£nclos*d  within  her  earły  tombl 

Tbence  clouds  of  new  afflictions  rise. 
And,  brooding  o'er  the  darken*d  ski<i» 
With  their  sad  melancboly  shade, 
The  horizon  of  lifs  o'enpread. 

While  o*er  the  young  Sabina's  ura 
Thus  wfth  patcrnal  gritf  I  moura ; 
Around  my  soul  new  sorrows  break. 
And  leave  my  woes  no  room  tó  speak. 

On  Attlcus*  delightful  age 
Fate  next  employ'd  her  cruel  ragę; 
With  ease  dissoW^d  life^s  foeble  chain, 
Apd  fireed  the  suff^ring  saint  from  paiik 

O  erer  honour*d  saered  name ! 

If  in  the  bright  immortal  train 

One  thought  of  Earth  can  toueh  thy  rest, 

Look  down  on  this  alBicted  breasL 


Teach  me,  like  thee,  throngh  life  to 
Patient  and  calm  my  lot  to  bear; 
Tcach  me  thy  heav*n}y  steps  to  tracę, 
Aad  reaeh,  like  thee,  the  reaUns  of  peao^ 
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AU  ODB  ON  THB  lATTŁS  OP  DFimiGEIC. 
XIII. 

BvT  bow,  blest  sorYdgn!    ihall  th'  impracUs*d 
Masę 

Theae  reoent  honoun  of  thy  reign  rebeane! 
How  to  thy  ▼irtaea  tom  ber  dazzPd  Tiews, 

Or  consecrate  thy  deeds  in  equal  jene ! 
Amidst  the  fidd  of  homjurs  wide  dispłayM, 

Now  paint  the  calm  that  8inU*d  upoq  thy  brow !. 
Or  speak  that  thought  which  ev*iy  pait  sanrey^d, 

**  Direoting  irhere  the  ragę  of  war  should  glow:** 
"While  watchfal  angels  boYei^d  round  thy  head. 
And  Yictory  on  high  the  palm  of  glory  spread. 

XIV. 

Kor,  royal  yooth,  reject  the  artless  praise, 

Which  dae  to  vroith  like  thine  the  Muse  besto^s, 
Who  with  propbetic  ecttasy  suirejrs 

These  early  wreaths  of  Famę  adorn  thy  brovi« 
Aipire  like  Nassau  in  the  glorious  strife, 

Keep  thy  great  sires'  esamples  fuli  in  eye: 
But  oh !  for  Britain'8  sake,  oansult  a  life 

The  Doblest  triumphs  are  too  mean  to  buy; 
And  while  you  purchase  glory — bear  in  mind, 
A  pnnce*s  truest  £iime  is  to  protect  mankind. 

XV. 

Alike  in  arts  and  arms  aeknow1edg'd  great. 

Lei  Stair  accept  the  lays  be  once  could  ovn ! 
Nor  Carteret,  thou  column  of  the  sUte ! 

The  friend  of  science !  on  the  labour  frown. 
Nor  shall,  ui^just  to  foreign  worth,  tbe  Mose 

In  iiience  Austria*s  Taliant  chie6  conceal; 
While  Areniberg*s  heroic  line  sbe  yieirs. 

And  Neiperg^s  conduct  strike  even  B^vy  pale: 
Nnmes  Oallia  yet  shall  further  leam  to  fear, 
And  Britain,  grateful  still,  shall  treasore  up  as  dear. 

XIX. 

But  oh !  acknowledg^d  ^ictor  in  the  field, 

What  thanks,  dr^  sov*reign,  shall  thy  toils  re- 
Such  honoors  as  deliverM  nations  yield,       [ward ! 

Snch  ibr  thy  virtues  justly  stand  preparM : 
When  erst  on  Oadenaide*s  decisive  plain, 

Before  ihy  youth  '^  the  Gaul  defeated  fled. 
Tbe  eye  of  Fate  forsaw  on  distant  Maine 

The  laurels  now  that  shine  around  thy  head : 
Ob,  sfaoold  entwin'd  with  these  fresh  olives  bloom ! 
Tby  triumphs  then  would  shame  the  pride  of 
anclent  Rojme. 

XX. 

Meantime,  while  finom  this  fair  event  we  show 

That  British  valour  happily  sun'ives, 
And  cherish*d  by  the  king'8  propitious  vłew, 

Tbe  rising  plant  of  glory  sweetly  thrive8. 
Let  all  domestic  fiaiction  leam  to  cease, 

Till  humbled  Oaol  no  morę  tbe  world  alarms: 
Tlli  George  procares  to  Europę  solid  peace, 

A  peace  secur*d  by  his  rictorions  arms : 
And  binds  in  iron  fettcrs  ear  to  ear, 
Ambttion,  Rapine,  Havoc,  and  Despair, 
With  all  the  ghastly  fiends  of  dejolating  War. 

■  George  IL  early  dlstinguisbed  himself  as  a 
f  9lni|teer  in  (be  battle  of  Paderpąrde^  in  1708. 


THE  riSION  OF  PATIENCE. 

AM  AŁŁItGORICAŁ  POBBf. 

SACRBO  TO  TBB  MBMOBY  OF  MR.  AŁEXAK1>BB  CUMmc',  A 
TOUłiG  GEirTŁEMAM  I7NF0RTUKATEŁT  ŁOST  IN  THI 
MORTMERN  0C8AH  OM  HU  RSTURM  FROM  CR  INA,  1740* 

Ne  jaceat  nnllo^  vel  ne  meliore  aepolchro. 

Łocan,  lib.  viit. 

'TwAs  on  a  8ummer*s  night  I  lay  repo8*d 

In  the  kind  arms  of  hospitable  Kest; 
When  Fancy  to  my  waking  thought  disclos^d 

And  d<*ep  the  visionary  scenę  imprest : 
,Clo8e  by  my  side  in  robes  of  moroing-g^y 

A  form  celestial  stood— or  8eem*d  to  stand; 
EntrancM  in  admiration  as  I  lay, 

Sbe  raisM  with  aspect  calm  my  feeble  band: 
And  while  througb  all  my  veins  tbe  tumult  ran, 
With  mild  benignity — sbe  placid  tbns  began: 

^  Patience  my  name— of  Lacbesis  '  the  child. 
Nor  art  thou  unacquainted  with  my  Toice  ; 
By  me  afflicted  Yirtue  sufiers  mild. 

And  to  th*  etemal  will  sabmits  its  choice. 
Behold,  commlssion^d  finom  the  heavenly  spbere, 

I  come  to  strengthen  thy  corrected  sig^t; 
To  teach  thee  yet  contiuued  woes  to  bear. 
And  eye  Misfortune  in  a  friendly  ligbt: 
Nor  thou  my  present  summons  disobey, 
But  cbeerfully  prepare  to  wait  me  on  my  way." 

«  Daughter  of  Heaven !"  (methought  I  straighl 
replied) 
«  Gladly  by  me  tby  summons  is  obey*d; 
Owitent  I  fuUow  thee,  celestial  guide, 

Ecneath  thy  sore  protection  undismay*d : 
Oli  in  sharp  perils  and  surrounding  woes 
Thy  salutary  presence  bave  I  łbund  j 
Then  lead  wherever  thy  direction  shows, 
To  distant  seas,  or  earth's  remotest  bound: 
Keady  am  I  to  wait  thy  {>urpa(i*d  flight, 
Thine  be  the  careto  act  the  sovereign  will  aright  !** 
Sudden,  enfolded  in  a  fleecy  cloud, 

Througb  yielding  air  we  cut  our  rapid  way, 
While  the  pale  Moon  a  dubious  light  bestow^d, 
Lands  as  we  pass'd  and  intermingled  sea: 
'  Nor  cea8'd  our  royage,  till  the  bloshing  Bawn 
Dispeird  the  glimmering  of  the  starry  bost ; 
And  Nigbfs  dark  curUin  by  degrees  withdrawo. 
We  found  oursekes  on  Thule's  i  sky-girt  coost : 
Wherc  Silence  ♦  sits  on  her  untroubled  tbrone, 
As  if  sbe  leit  the  worl^to  live  and  retgn  alone.      • 

«  Mr.  A.  Coming  was  first  supercargo  of  the 
Soecia,  a  Swedish  EasŁ  India  ship,  which  wat 
wrecked  on  a  rock  about  two  miles  east  of  the 
island  of  North  Rxułalsha,  tbe  northemmost  of  the 
Orkney  islands,  Nov.  18.  1740.  Immediately  oą 
the  sbip's  siriking,  Mr.  Cuming  went  off  in  tbe 
barge,  accompanied  by  the  surgeon  and  six  of  the 
boldest  seamen,  in  order  to  discover  what  the  island 
was,  but  were  never  morę  heard  of.  Tbirty-one  of 
the  sailors  were  saved  out  of  one  hundred,  the  ship^t 
compliment. 

*  Patience,  tbe  first  allegorical  figurę  intiodnced, 
is  here  represeoted  as  the  daughter  of  Necessity,  or 
Lacbesis,  one  of  tbe  three  De^nies.    B* 

3  Thule  is  here  taken  for  the  Orkney  itles.    A 

*  Silence,  the   second  allegorical  penon* 
sister  of  Patiencc.    A 
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Herę  no  iiiTading  noise  tbe  goddess  finds. 

High  as  she  sits  ó'er  the  surrounding  deep; 
But  plea8*d  she  listens  to  the  hoUow  winds, 

Or  the  shriU  mew,  that  lulls  her  ereiung-sleep; 
Deep  in  a  clefi-worn  rock  we  found  ber  laid, 

SpanglM  the  roof  with  many  an  artless  gem : 
Slowly  sbe  rosę,  and  met  ns  in  the  shade, 

As  half  disturbM  that  such  intrusion  came  i 
But  at  her  sister^s  sight  with  look  discreet, 
She  better  welcome  gaYe»  end  pointed  each  a  seat 

Wide  from  her  grotto  to  the  dazzled  eye, 

A  boundless  prospect !  lay  tbe  azure  waste, 
Lost  ia  tbe  sightiess  limit  sea  and  sky; 

By  measurable  distance  faintly  trac'd: 
Whence  now  arising  from  his  wat*ry  bed, 

The  Sun  emerging  spread  his  golden  ray ; 
Wben  sweetly  Patience  raisM  her  pensive  head. 
And  tbus  the  goddess  said,  or  8eem*d  to  say : 
*'  Mark,  mortal,  with  attention^s  deepest  care, 
The  swift  approaching  soene  the  banda  of  Hearen 
prepare.*' 

With  look  intent,  across  the  shining  Toid, 

(An  object  to  the  weak  beholder  lost!) 
Just  in  the  horizon*  a  sail  I  spied, 

As  if  she  madę  some  king-expected  coast: 
Kind  to  her  wishes  blew  the  western  breeze, 

As,  swifb  advancing  o*er  the  plaeid  main, 
She  8hap*d  her  course,  tncreasing  by  degreeP, 

Ti II  nearer  sense  madę  all  her  beauties  plain,* 
And  show^d  her  on  the  yielding  billows  ride, 
In  alt  the  ga]lant  trtm  of  omamental  pride ! 

Tbus  flew  she  onward  with  expanded  sail, 
A  sight  delightful  to  the  pleasur'd  eye ! 
Borne  on  tbe  wings  of  the  propitious  gale, 
Heedless,  alas !  of  hidden  danger  nigh : 
The  jojrful  sailor,  long  on  ocean  tost, 

Already  thought  his  tedious  suff*rings  o*er ; 
Aiready  haiVd  the  hospitable  coast. 
And  trod  in  thought  along  the  friendly  shore : 
Wben,  dreadfiil  to  behold !— disastrous  shock^! 
Shipwreck*d,  at  once  she  struck  on  a  w8Ye-cover*d 
rock! 

O  Heaven ! — it  was  a  piteous  sight  to  Tiew 
The  wild  oonfusion  suddenły  took  place! 
Tbe  different  gestures  of  the  frighted  crew ! 
The  ^r  that  mark'd  each  death-distracted 
face. 
Ali  one  impassion*d  scenę  4f  woe  ajipear^d, 
Some  wildly  rav'd,  while  others  scarce  could 
speak. 
Ko  order  was  ob8erv*d,  no  reaaon  beard, 
For  mortal  paleness  sate  on  every  cbeek ! 
J  look^d  at  Patience ! — as  she  sate  me  nigh. 
And  wonder'd,  as  1  look*d,  to  see  her  tearless  eye! 

Again  I  tumM^when,  o'er  the  ressel^s  side, 
Distinct  I  saw  a  manly  youth  appear, 

Lanch  the  oar'd  pinnace  to  the  swelling  tide, 
Nor  8bow'd  his  steady  brow  a  guilty  fear ! 


)  Tbe  pronunciation  rather  of  a  sailor,  tban  of 
a  scholar.    D. 

*  Thts  fatal  accident  happened  near  the  island  of 
North  Ronalsba,  the  northemmobt  of  the  Orkncy 
Ulea,    M.  1 


Tbe  sad  remainder  with  a  moumful  Ii«i1 

His  just  dengn  and  bold  depaiture  blest ; 
With  lifted  eye  he  spread  tbe  slender  sail, 
As  if  he  trusted  Hearen  to  gaide  Ihe  rest: 
Swift  o'er  the  main  the  bark  retreating  flew. 
And  the  tali  ship  at  once  was  taken  frona  my  ńew. 

Immediate  Patience  from  her  seat  aroce. 

And  all  abrupt  the  transient  Tisit  broke; 
While  Silence,  pleas'd,  return *d  to  her  repose^ 

With  air  compo8'd,  for  nerer  word  she  apókt: 
Again  cloud-wafted  we  punu*d  our  way 

Westward,  as  gaye  the  alter'd  wmd  to  ride, 
Wben  thos,  methoogbt,  I  beard  tbe  goddess  say, 

'*  'Tis  minę  to  wait  yoo  boat  that  brares  the 
For  well,  ałas !  too  well  I  now  foresee,  [tide. 

Much  need  yon  Yoyagers  will  quickly  haTe  fcr  me." 

0riven  on  the  pinions  of  the  eastem  vind 

0'er  many  a  seagirt  isle,  and  rocky  coast. 
We  left  bleak  fiOietlandlB  7  shadowy  hiib  beUnd. 

To  watch  the  little  bark  in  ocean  toat : 
For  now  from  sight  of  land  di^erted  dear, 

They  drore  unceirtain  o*er  tbe  pathless  deefi^ 
Nor  gave  the  adverse  gale  due  coune  to  steer. 
Nor  dunt  they  the  design^  directioti  keep: 
Tbe  gathering  tempest  quickly  rag'd  so  high, 
The  wave-encompas8*d  boat  but  ftimtly  reach'd  my 
eye. 

Yet  oould  I  mark,  amidst  the  noisy  waste, 

The  peaceful  exit  blameless  Yirtae  ga^e; 
Calm  sate  the  youth  in  the  lood  threafntng  blas^ 

And  firm  prepaWd  him  for  his  wafry  graTe ! 
One  fond  regard,  his  latest  d^t,  he  pcud, 
Eastward,  to  Caledonia's  nati^e  shore  ; 
And  tbus  (metbought)  in  dying  accents  said, 
"  Farewell  my  country  I  "—be  oould  say  oo 
morę, 
For  tbe  wild  suige  with  ragę  derouring  spread. 
And  whelm'd  the  bapiess  youth  in  0€«ui*s  liąaid 
bed. 

Then  Patience  meek,  as  finom  my  rending  heart 
She  beard  deep-utter'd  tbe  espressire  sighs, 
<*  Seest  thou,*'  she  said,  '*  that  youth*s  undausted 
part, 
Who  yonder  ev'n  in  death  unTanq[Uł8h'a  iiet? 
There  Tiew  the  blest  effects  fram  Tirtue  flow, 

The  cow'rd  finom  Pata  toshameful  safety  flics| 

The  truły  yaliant  dares.to  meet  the  fbe, 

Nor  shrinks  from  danger,  but  with  honoor  dies: 

Por  guilt  of  all  defence  disarms  tbe  slaire,  [braYe." 

But  innocence  in  death  supports  the  good  and 


«•  Yet,  ere  yon  settmg  Sun  bis  ligbt 

Sbalt  thou  behold  the  decent  bonours  paid 
To  the  pale  corse  now  fioating  in  thy  Tiew, 

And  see  it  in  the  earth  ląmented  laid ; 
For  though  he  dies  finom  each  expecting  firiend, 

Whose  vows  were  offer'd  for  his  safe  return; 
The  moumful  stranger  o*er  his  grare  ^all  bend, 

The  blushing  virgins  weep  around  his  urn! 
Sach  pri?ilege  his  spotless  truth  shall  boast, 
Thoogh  to  your  distant  world  in  dark  obliTioo  lost !" 


7  Tbe  piunace  was  probably  driven  into  the 
great  ocean  that  lies  to  the  westward  of  the  isles 
of  Oikney  and  Shetland,  wbere  it  perished.    B. 
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ttra  temp^  ceM'd^-ftnd  all  tbe  aober  night 

loteot  oor  coune  a&ial  we  punuM ; 
Tilt  as  Aarora  dawn*d  witb  ruddy  light, 

An  ńland  we  perceiv*d  thatstemm^d  the  aood ; 
No  hilU,  nor  treet  adora^d  the  level  soil,  [ibund; 

Where  bleating  flocks  a  plenteouB  berbage 
Iow  lay  the  prospect  of  the  bleating  isle  ^ 

With  berę  and  there  a  spot  of  tillage-ground : 
By  which  the  humble  Tillage  stood  deacry^d, 
Where  ne^er  eoter^d  arts,  or  luzury,  or  jiride! 

0'er  many  a  sea^-grcea  holm  we  wafted  went, 

Where  undistoibM  the  feather^d  nations  lay ! 
Tlll  lightiog  on  tbe  plain  with  soft  descent, 

We  saw  a  reveiend  form  advance  oar  way; 
And  now  approaching  with  an  easy  pace, 

The  Tenerable  sagę  before  us  stands, 
Wbite  were  his  hairs,  and  cheerful  was  his  face, 
At  ooce  deligbts  his  aspect  and  conunands : 
I  fek  all  care  sospended  at  his  view, 
Whom  better  far  than  I  bis  kindred  goddess  knew. 

Of  homespun  nisset  was  the  garb  be  borę, 

Gart  with  a  TeWet  seal's  divided  skin; 
Of  wodllen  yaru  the  mittens  which  he  wore 

To  keep  him  from  the  breath  of  Boreaa  thm: 
An  easy  path  along  the  verdant  groond 

Soon  to  bis  hospitable  cottage  led, 
Ere  yet  instracted  I  my  errour  found. 

Nor  knew  the  cause  my  flrst  emotion  bred, 
Till,  as  into  bis  clean  abode  we  went  9,      [Content. 
Kiod  Patience  whisper^d  me  our  host  was  caU'd 

Sweet  was  his  earthen  floor  with  rushes  spread. 

Sweet   was  each   shell-wrought   bowl,    and 
wooden  dish. 
Sweet  was  tbe  qailt  composM  his  bealthy  bed. 

Nor  wanted  he  ior  ibwl,  or  san-dry'd  fish ; 
And  miik  of  sheep,  and  tur^  a  plenteous  store» 

Which  lay  beneath  his  comibrtable  roof ; 
No  storms,  no  accidents,  could  make  him  poor, 

He  and  bis  house,  I  ween,  were  weatber-proof. 

JA  batchelor  he  wonde,  devoid  of  care, 
Which  madę  him  now  appear  so  bealthy  and  so  fair. 

Łong  time  with  Patience  fair  discourse  he  held, 
(Oft  had  the  goddess  been  his  weloome  guest,) 
Nor  she  the  friendly  interconrse  repeird. 
But  the  good  sire  iamiliarly  addre8s'd : 
Tbus  were  we  happily  conYersant  set, 

Wben  from  the  neighb*ring  village  rosę  a  ciy, 
And  drew  our  hasty  steps,  where  numbers  met, 
like  lis,  appear*d  to  know  the  reason — ^wby  ? 
f7or  needed  answer:  on  the  sea-weed  spray, 
Too  visible  reply ! — the  wave-tos8'd  body  lay. 


How  stood  1  shock'd— -whenm  thesemblant  iiice, 

(By  death  uualter^d,  or  the  cruel  flood) 
I  could  of  Lycidas  each  feature  tracę, 

Young  Lycidas,  the  leamed  and  the  good  I 
**  O  Heaven,"  cried  I, "  what  sorrows  will  be  feel, 

Debanfd  tł^e  promisM  hope  of  thy  return? 
Not  all  Im  skilt  the  mental  wound  can  beal, 

Or  cure  a  loss  he  mnst  so  justly  moum  ! 


*  Tbe  Paroe  isles,  subject  to  Denmark.     See 
Bede's  descripŁion  of  them.    B. 

9  Content,  the  third  allegoiical  figurę  iotroduced. 


How  win  he  weep  wben,  In  tfaa  ooeai»-grave, 

He  hean  a  brotber  lost  he  ooiild  bave  died  to  sa  Ye !  ^ 

Herę  with  obsenrant  eye,  and  look  serene, 

Tbus  cbeck'd  the  good  old  man  my  plaintive 
^  Best  in  submission  piety  is  seen,         [speech ; 

That  lesson  let  thy  kind  conductress  teach : 
But  lest  the  youth,  thy  friend  bewails,  should 
want 
The  rites  departed  merit  ought  to  find, 
Let  Łhese  assembled  natives  kindly  grant 
The  unpoUuted  grave,  by  Heaven  assign'd; 
A  corpse  that  claim*d  a  due  interment  morę, 
Yet  nerer  wafted  wave  to  Faroe^s  guiltless  shore  1*9 

He  said— obedient  to  bis  jusŁ  commaads 

The  zealous  youth  the  breathless  body  bear; 
Some  form  the  sepulchre  with  careful  hands, 

While  round  the  virgins  drop  the  artless  tear. 
Such  flowers  as  Naturę  grants  the  ruder  clime, 

Such  flowers  around  with  pious  care  they  shed, 
And  sing  the  funeral  dirge  in  Runie  rhyme  >o, 

Allotted  to  tbe  sagę,  or  warrior  dead: 
While  as  these  fruitless  honours  are  bestowM, 
Content  with  sober  speech  hispurpose  tbus  avow*d< 

"  What  boots  thee  now,  lost  youth !  that  crosi 
the  main 
Thou  spread  the  daring  sail  from  pole  to  pole;, 
Wealth  to  aoąuire,  and  knowledge  to  attain ; 
Knowledge,  the  nobler  treasure  of  thy  souU 
Beneath  the  scorching  of  the  medial  linę. 

On  Airic^s  sand,  and  Iudia*s  golden  ooast; 
Yirtue  gave  thee  with  native  truth  to  shine, 
Drest  in  each  excellence  that  youth  could. 
boast. 
And  now  she  giyes  thee  from  the  wave  to  rise. 
And  reach  t^  safer  port  prepar'd  thee  in  the 
skies. 


•*  Yet  take  thesc  honours,  thy  deserv*d  rewaid  I 

Cali  this  untroubled  spot  of  earth  thy  own; 
Herę  shall  thy  ashes  find  a  due  regard. 

And  annual  sweets  around  thy  grave  be  thrown. 
Directing  Heaven  ordain'd  thy  early  end, 
From  fraud  and  guilt  to  save  thy  blameles^ 
youth. 
To  show  that  Death  no  terrours  can  attend^ 
Where  Piety  resides  and  holy  Truth: 
Herę  take  thy  rest  within  this  ha]low*d  ground, 
lUl  the  last   trump   emit   the  dead-awak*oing. 
sound  I" 

He  cea8*d — attentive  to  the  words  he  said, 

In  earth  the  natires  place  the  hooour^d  dayi 
Witb  holy  rites  they  cover  up  his  head, 

A  spotless  **  grave,  where  never  mortal  lay  * 
Charm^d  with  the  simple  manners  of  the  isle, 

I  wisb'd  some  further  knowledge  to  reoeive ; 
Herę  could  have  dwelt  with  old  0>ntent  awhil«; . 
And  leam*d  of  him  tbe  happiness  to  live ! 
Wben  Patience  from  my  side  abniptly  broke. 
And,  starting  at  the  lass,  I  suddenly  awoke ! 

London,  Sept  U,  1741. 

'<>  The  inhabitants  of  all  these  northem  isles  ob- 
serve  the  custom  of  singing  over  tbe  dcad,    B. 
"  Yirgin.    B. 
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ODE, 

TO  MR.  WILLIAM  CtJMING, 

ON  BT8  OOINO  TO  PftANCB,  AUGUST  31,  1735* 


-Fioibus  [GalltcU] 


Reddes  ioooiainein  preoor. 

Et  aerves  anima  dimidium  mess ! 

O  BŁOW  serene  \  ye  soft  Etesian  gales, 

Curl  the  gay  main,  and  flll  the  swelling  saits ! 

The  guardian  yessel  through  the  deep  attend  : 
Shine  every  &vourable  plan^  bright. 
To  guide  the  prosp'rou8  navigation  rigbt, 

£aA  bear.  to  Gallia*8  ahore  my  happy  friend ! 

Thence  to  Luteda*s  walłs,  a  pleasing  way» 
Tbroogh  aceaea  by  Natorc  dfessM  profusely  gay ! 

Anspicious  Fortune  >till  his  passage  guide; 
Till  aafe  arriv*d  he  view8  the  wondrous  town, 
Which  all  agree  unprejodic^d  to  own 

At  once  Mr  Europe*8  envy  and  its  pride ! 

There  while  bis  thoughts  exp]ore  th'  amazing  plan 
Of  pow'r  diTioe-^tfae  niicrocosm  of  man; 

Fnnę  every  danger  shield  his  spotlesB  yoitth ! 
With  manly  strength  his  gtowing  virtae  jann, 
.  To  break  the  force  of  erery  Siren  cbarm, 

And  keep  untainted  all  his  natire  truth. 

Wben  Tiews  of  pomp  or  bright  proćessions  rise, 
When  louYre  or  Yersailles  encbants  the  eyes, 

The  gprand  assembly  or  the  royal  train  ! 
Oh  liberty!  tby  faithful  prospect  lend, 
To  Brttain*8  isle  his  calm  reflection  bend, 

Andsay^that  Slav*ry  makes  thesplendour  mean. 

When  artful  Beauty  lays  the  secret  snare, 
Instruct  him,  friendly  goddess,  to  beware, 

Defend  him  from  each  captiTating  art ! 
For  there  fiair  Yenus  hotds  her  8ov'reign  court, 
There  all  her  wanton  8portive  Love8  resort. 

And  in  a  thousand  forms  surprise  the  heart 

Yet,  goddess!  let  him,  as  intent  he  flies 
Tbat  airy  nation'8  nattve  skill  to  please, 

Shun  the  reflection  of  the  mimie  glass ! 
Of  all  the  Britons  I  have  ever  seen, 
Wbo  ap'd  the  gracea  of  the  Gallic  mień, 

Scarce  one  but  chronicled  himself  an  asa. 

Yet  that  politeness  of  the  truest  kind, 
Which  both  adoms^nd  cultiyates  the  mind, 

This  let  his  careful  study  borrow  thence ! 
MannerB  from  hence  new  ornament  receive, 
To  knowledge  this  does  double  lustre  give. 

And  trayet  finisbes  the  man  of  sense. 


Sometimes  from  crowds  retirM  if  chance  he  strays, 
Where  Seine  along  th'  Elysian  meadows  pta3% 

Let  some  kind  Genius  whisper  in  his  ear, 
How  many  vows  for  his  success  are  paid, 
How  msgiy  for  his  safe  return  are  madę, 

How  many  t*)ink  his  abseoce  tedious  here. 

But,  ob,  too  harsh,  my  friend !  these  preccpts  flow, 
The  specious  corerings  of  my  secret  woe, 

While  Fortune*s  p£.rlial  favour  I  accuse : 
Wbo,  when  my  sorrows  needed  most  a  friend. 
Was  p1eas*d  in  thee  the  precioiis  eift  to  send, 

Malicious  bounty  !  but  besto«'d  to  luse. 


Oh,  no,  ibrgiy«  tbe  sacred  tie  I  wrong ! 
Where  Virtue  binds,  the  mutoal  unioa , 

Distance,  misfortone,  time,  and  iaie  defies 
From  pole  to  pole,  from  Ganges  to  the  T 
Immortal  Friendship  spreadsth'  etbereal . 

For  agei  still  the  same,  and  nerer  diet ! 

Edins,  Aug.  21,  1735. 
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Amico  opt  W.  C  mcestns  boc 
gratitudinis  moDamentam  P. 
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HORACE  AND  LYDIA,  BOOK  IIL  ODE  IX. 

IMITATED '. 

AŁ£X1S. 

Whiłb,  Phyllis,  transported  I  lay  in  yTour  ams^ 
Aad,  possessM  of  your  fmdoeiB,  waa  ble8s'd  in  yonr 

cbarms. 
On  wealth  and  ambition  with  tooro  I  look*d  dowiit 
Nor  enyy^d  great  Lewis  tbat  bauble,  bis  crown. 

PHYŁUS. 

While  ftuthfol  with  me  yon  ddighted  at  home, 
As  happy  was  I,  as  the  Pópe  is  at  Romę; 
But  now  new  acquaintance  your  fiucy  miafead. 
And  Peter'8  folk  *  neyer  are  out  of  yirar  bead. 

ALIZIS. 

The  charge  I  snbmit  to^-I  ewn  tbeyVe  my  fKeodi^ 
Their  agreeable  conrerse  fair  Yirtue  commeods. 
With  their  sense  and  good  hnmoar  my  woes  I  te- 

lieve, 
And  with  them  far  an  age  I  onweary^d  ooold  U^cu 

FUYŁŁIS. 

Miraiida's  flne  voice  and  good  humour  for  me. 
My  comrade  she  is,  and  my  comrade  shall  be ! 
In  spite  of  all  soandal,  I  'II  lire  with  her  still. 
And  let  the  world  censure,  or  say  wbat  it  wiIL 

AŁBZtS. 

But  wfaat  if,  dear  Phyllis,  this  difPmice  aboold 
Suppose,  for  your  sake,  I  abandooM  my  firiesid. 
And,  in  spite  of  my  judgment,  too  bias8'd  my 
Relinquid2*d  the  world  to  be  bury'd  with  yoo. 

PHTLŁIS. 

ThoDgb  Miranda 's  stiUconstantly  pleasing  aad^gs^, 
Tbough  her  notes  far  exeeed  all  the  musie  of  May, 
And  tbough  yon,  like  old  Ocean,  lock  mnddy  and 
Our  ancient  alliance  1 11  gładly  restore,  [sour. 
And  resolve  that  till  death  we  will  diffier  no  morę, 

AUUCIS* 

No»  PhyHis,  tbough  kind,  that  concession  wunH  taks, 
I  ne^er  can  conaent  our  joint  friends  to  fianake, 


'  Writtpn  on  a  slight  temporary  jarring  between 
Bo3rse  and  his  wife,  whom  he  thought  tc^  mocb  at- 
tached  to  Miss  Atcheson,  her  sister,  a  woman,  to 

fsay  no  worse  of  her,  of  an  eqttivoca1  character*  C 
■  By  Pełer^t  folk,  is  meant  the  hospitable  and 
agreeable  family  of  a  Mr.  Stewart,  a  mercbant  in 
Fidinburgh ;  wbo  had  two  amiable  danghters,  to 
whom  Mr.  Boyse  addressed  some poems,  particalarły 
that  to  Hilaria  on  the  death  of  her  eldest  $2stcr 
'  Clarissa. 


ŁPISTLE  TO  HENRY  BROOKE,  ESQ. 


Who  \n  mnkiiig  of  treattes  Ibrget  their  allies. 
Will  neyer  be  ieckon'd  or  honest,  or  wise. 


PBYLŁIS. 

Thńo  be  jtid^*d  by  the  nile  you  *re  so  graTely  laid 

down. 
Kor  hope  that  Miranda  my  h«art  shall  dtaown. 
With  hcr,  gentle  Heawn,  grant  me  freedom  to  pov«, 
While  Friendship  shall  pay  metheinterestof  Love. 

AŁESIt. 

Beware,  charming  Phyllis,  a  fatal  mistake, 
Wbere  interest 's  the  motive»there  friendship  is  weak. 
Tia  Tirtue  alone  can  establish  the  tie, 
Throagh  lifiestill  unbroken,  which  holds  wbenwedie. 
The  taste  may  be  modish,  yet  ne'«p  can  last  long, 
To  lose  an  oid  loTer,  to  hear  a  new  song. 
If  novelty  charms  you,  delighted  in  change. 
Prom  pleasure  to  pleasure,  ob !  long  may  yoo  rangę. 
For  me,  from  henceforth  on  some  qaieter  sbore, 
Wbere  Fortune  and  Ł9v«  shall  disturb  me  no  morę, 
I  Ml  seitk  io  retirement  the  noblest  of  joys, 
nis  time  most  dJaeover  the  truth  of  each  choice. 


EPISTLE  TO  HENRY  BROOKE,  £S2. 

Thoooh  midst  the  cruel  storm  of  passion  tost, 
I  view  the  shore,  and  sigh  for  safety  lost, 
While  erery  distant  hope  of  good  is  gone, 
And,  left  hy  tbee !  'tis  joy  to  be  undone, 
Oh !  read  the  thoaght  where  no  design  has  part, 
The  last  feiot  purpose  of  my  wretched  heart; 
liong  had  between  ns  (in  a  moment  tom) 
The  hoły  band  of  Frłend8hip's  faith  been  wom : 
I  claim'd  tbe  bliss,  so  happy  once  was  I, 
Dcar  to  your  breast,  and  cherish*d  in  your  eye: 
Now  lost  the  privilege,  shall  one  short  day 
Snatch  all  the  labour  of  our  lives  away  ? 
But  oh,  I  err !  I  am  not  what  I  seem, 
Friendship  can  ne'er  subsist  without  esteem ; 
Death  were  my  choice,  if  Heaven  my  choice  ap- 
More  easy  than  to  lose  the  friend  I  Iov'd :    [proT'd, 
Happy  in  this,  that  to  your  better  care 
I  gave  a  friend,  will  never  lose  his  share, 
Whose  truth  will  still  increase,  the  longer  known, 
Whose  fiuth,  whose  goodness,  are  so  like  yoar  own : 
Fofgot,  I  bless  you, — if  this  wish  succee^ 
Then  live  G ustałoś,  tbough  Arvida  bleeds ! 


ON  THB  tSTIAOBIłllURY 

EXECUnON OF  CAPT,  JOHN PORTEOUS\ 

siFT.  1.  1736. 


Nec  lei  est  justior  ulla, 
Ooam  necis  artificea  arte  pcrire  snA. 

By  their  own  arts,  'tis  ńghteously  dscraod» 
The  dire  artificers  of  deatli  shall  bleed, 

Poarsout  I  thou  strong  esample,  timely  givcn; 
How  aoTereigns  shouldemploy  the  power  of  Heaveii ! 
Thy  wanton  hands  a  sanguine  deluge  spread, 
Thy  coantry's  equal  roice  pronounc^d  tbee  dead : 

■  See  his  catastrophe  at  Edinburgh,  and  the  canse 
•f  it,  ia  tbe  Gent  Mag.  for  that  year,  p.  549.    D. 
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Bnt  tools  like  tbee  were  thcraght  soch  usefofthmgi, 
That  sordid  greatness  mov'd  all  sccret  springs ; 
In  Tain  the  great  applied,  the  ^aa^rt  reprie^^d, 
Etemal  Justice  thought  too  long  you  liv'd ; 
Mcrcy  grew  vain ;  when  such  a  criroe  grew  slight, 
Twas  time  the  people  should  assert  their  right. 
Yet  let  the  Mnse  the  just  encomium  draw, 
Self-injurM,  how  they  kept  the  sight  of  law, 
The  gentlpaess,  denied  their  feUows,  gave. 
And  left  tbee  time  to  arm  tbee  for  the  gnire : 
Let  nonę  behold  thy  eait  with  regret, 
Yoo  died,  the  noblest  way,  a  public  debt; 
May  the  anspicious  omen  rise  in  yoo, 
And  viliainii  (screen'd  howerer)  meet  their  dne ! 


TRANSŁATED  ntOłf  TBt 


HORTI  ARUNGTONIANl  OF  C.  DRYDEN 

Nbar  to  those  domes  the  indulgent  poweis  assign 

The  sacred  seat  of  Stuart*s  majestic  Uac; 

(Those  rising  towen,  that,  known  to  ancieąt  Famę, 

Bear  both  the  monarch*s  and  the  martyr*s  name) ; 

Near  those  fair  lawns,  and  intermingled  groves, 

Where  gentle  Zephyrs  breathe  and  sporting  Loycs; 

A  frame  there  sUnds,  that  rears  its  beanteous  heigbt. 

And  strikes  with  pleasing  ravishment  the  sight. 

Fuli  on  tbe  front  the  orient  San  displays 

His  cheerful  beams ;  and,  aa  his  ligbt  decays, 

Again  adoms  it  with  his  western  rays. 

Herę  wondering  crowds  admire  the  owner^s  state. 

And  view  the  glories  of  the  fair  and  great; 

Heine  falling  statesmen  Fortune'8  changes  feel. 

And  prove  the  turns  of  ber  reyolTmg  wheel : 

Then  envy,  mighty  Arlington,  thy  life, 

That  fecls  no  tcmpest,  and  that  knows  no  strife. 

Whence  every  jarring  sonnd  is  banish*d  fkr, 

The  resdess  vulgar,  and  the  noisy  bar; 

But  h€avenly  Peace,  that  shuns'the  coiirtier-trai^ 

And  Innocence,  and  conscious  Yirtue,  reign. 

Herę  when  Aurora  brings  the  purple  day. 
And  op^ning  buds  their  tender  leayes  displays 
While  the  fiur  yales  aflbrd  a  smiling  view. 
And  the  flelds  glitter  with  the  moming  dew; 
No  rattling  wheel  disturiw  the  peaceful  ground, 
Or  woonds  the  ear  with  any  jarring  sooiid ; 
Th*  nnwearied  eye  with  ceaselessraptnre  stnyi^ 
And  still  rariety  of  charms  surreys  '. 
Herę  watch  the  fearful  deer  their  tender  fkwns, 
Stray  through  the  wood,  or  browze  the  yerdant 

lawns: 
Herę  irom  tbe  raarshy  glade  the  wild-dock  springs^ 
And  slowly  moTes  ber  wet  encumber^d  wings : 
Around  soft  Peace  and  Solitude  appear. 
And  golden  Plenty  crowns  the  smiling  year. 

Thy  beauteous  gardens  charm  the  ravish*d  śighŁ 
And  surfeit  every  sense  with  soft  delight; 
Where'er  we  tom  our  still  transported  eyea, 
New  scenes  of  Art  with  Naturę  join>d  arise  j 
We  dwell  indulgent  on  the  lorely  scenę, 
The  lengthenM  vista  or  the  carpet  gteen; 
A  thoiisand  graccs  bless  th»  enchanted  ground. 
And  throw  promiscuous  beauties  all  around. 

Within  thy  fair  parterres  appear  to  yiew 
A  thoosand  flowen  of  various  form  and  hue» 

«  The  house  and  gardens  weie  aituated  at  the 
oorth-east  comer  of  the  Green  Park,  where  Ar^ 
Itngton-street  stands.    J^. 
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BOYSES  POEMS. 


There  spotleu  lilies  rear  their  sicl^y  beads, 
And  purple  violets  creep  along  the  beds; 
Herę  shows  t)łe  bright  joiiqiiU  its  giłded  face, 
Jo'iD'd  with  the  pale  carnatioa^s  iairer  grace; 
The  painted  tulip  and  the  blushing  rosę 
A  blooming  wildemess  of  sweets  compose. 

Tn  such  a  scenę  great  Cupid  wounded  lay, 
To  lov6  and  Psyche^s  charms  a  glorioas  prey; 
Herę  felt  the  pleasing  pata  and  (hrilling  smart, 
And  proir^d  too  well  his  own  resistless  dart. 

High  in  the  midst  appeart  a  rising  ground. 
With  greeos  and  ballostradcs  enclosM  around : 
Herę  a  new  wonder  stops  the  wand*ring  sight, 
A  dome  *  whose  walls  and  roof  transmit  the  lighŁ ; 
Herę  foreign  plants  and  trees  enottc  thrive. 
And  in  the  cold  unfriendly  climate  live  ; 
For  when  bleak  Winter  chills  the  rolling  year, 
The  guarded  strangers  6nd  their  aafety  here;  ' 
And,  fenc*d  from  storms  and  the  inclement  air, 
They  swcetly  flourish  ever  green  and  fair; 
Their  lively  buds  they  shoot,  and  blossoms  show. 
And  gaily  bloom  amidst  surroanding  snów. 

But  when  the  genial  Spring  all  Naturę  cbeers, 
And  Earth  renew^d  her  verdant  honoiirs  wears ; 
The  golden  plants  their  wonted  station  leave, 
And  in  the  milder  air  with  frKedom  breathe : 
Their  tender  branches  feel  th*  enUvening  ray, 
Unibid  their  leayes,  and  all  their  pomp  display, 
Around  their  fragrant  flowers  the  Zephyrs  play. 
And  waft  the  aromatic  scents  away. 

Not  fiar  from  hence  a  lofty  wood  appears, 
That,  spite  of  age,  its  verdant  honoura  wears, 
Here  widely  spread  does  ample  shade  display, 
Escpel  the  Sun,  and  form  a  doubtful  day. 
Here  thoughtful  Solitude  finds  spacioiis  room, 
And  reigns  through  all  the  wide-extend4;d  gloom; 
Beneath  the  friendly  oovert  k>vers  toy, 
And  speud  the  flying  bours  in  amonms  joy ; 
Unmindrul  of  approaching  night  they  sport, 
Whiie  ciicling  pleasures  new  aUention  court ; 
Or  through  the  maże  forgetfuUy  they  stray, 
Lost  in  the  pleasing  sweetly  winding  way: 
Or,  8tretcb>d  at  ease  upon  the  flowery  grass, 
In  tales  of  lo^e  the  starry  night  they  pass; 
While  the  soft  nightingale  through  all  the  groves 
His  song  repeats,  and  sooths  his  tender  lores; 
Whose  strains  harmonions  and  the  silent  night 
Increase  the  joy,  and  give  oomplete  delight. 

A  curious  terrace  stops  the  wandVing  eye, 
Whero  lovely  jasmines  fnigrant  shade  supply ; 
Whose  tender  branches,  in  their  pride  arrayM^ 
Invite  the  wanderer  to  the  gratefhl  shade: 
Ftom  beoce  afer  a  variou8  prospect  lies, 
Wbere  artlcss  Naturę  courts  the  ravish>d  cyes; 
The  sight  at  once  a  thousand  charms  surreys, 
And,  pleas'd,  o'er  vil1ages  and  foresU  strays ; 
Here  harvests  grow,  and  lawns  appear,  and  woods, 
And  gently  rising  hills,— and  disUnt  floods. 

Here,  Arlington,  thy  mighty  mind  disdains 
-4nferior  Earth,  and  breaks  its  senrile  chains, 
Aloft  on  Comtemplation's  wings  you  rise, 
Scom  all  below,  and  mingle  with  the  skiet; 
Where,  roisM  by  great  Philosophy,  yoosoar. 
And  worlds  remote  in  boundless  space  eaplore;  . 
There  from  your  height  divine  with  pity  view 
The  vanous  cares  that  busy  men  puraue; 
Where  each  by  diffrent  ways  aspires  to  gain 
Uncertain  happine»  with  certam  pain: 

>  The  greep-hoiłse* 


While  yon,  well  pieas*d,  th'  esalied  raphires  1 
That  do  from  conscious  tmth  and  virtae  dow; 
And,  blessing  all,  by  all  around  you  blest, 
You  take  the  earncst  of  ctemal  rest. 

You,  who  have  left  the  public  cares  of  state^ 
Another  Scipio  in  rettrement  great, 
HaTe  chang*d  your  royal  ma^er's'  gentlesoiiie^ 
Por  solitude  dirine,  and  rural  toils  ; 
In  vam  the  cali  of  Glory  sounds  to  arms  ; 
In  vain  Ambition  shows  her  painted  charńis  ; 
While  in  the  happy  walk,  or  sacred  shade. 
No  anrious  cares  thy  soul  serene  inrade  ; 
Where  all  the  heavenly  train  thy  eteps  attead, 
Soothe  ever>'  tbuught,  from  erery  ill  defend : 
Such  was  the  lot  th'  immortal  Roman  cboae  ; 
Great  in  his  triumphs,  greater  in  repoae ! 

Thu8  blest  withsmiling  Heaven's  indnlgeotstorą^ 
Canst  thou  in  wishes  lavish  ask  for  morę? 
Yet  morę  they  give — thy  good  old  age  to  blessi 
And  fili  the  sum  of  mortal  happiness: 
Thy  only  daughter,  Britain^s  boasted  graoe, 
JoinM  with  a  hero  of  the  royal  race  4; 
And  that  fair  iabric  which  our  woad'ring  eyes 
So  lately  saw  from  humble  niiiis  rise. 
And  mock  the  ragę  of  the  devourmg  flame ! 
A  nobler  structure,  and  a  fairer  frame ! 
Whose  beauties  long  shall  charm  suoc«eding  ^y% 
Aud  tell  posterity  the  foundei^s  prais^* 

When  finom  divine  Olympus'  towei(ng,lieig|ii^ 
AU-beauteous  Veni)8  saw  the  pleasing  sight, 
In  dimpled  smiles  and  looks  enchanting  drest» 
Thus  powerful  Jove  the  charming  qneen  addrest  i 
**  Bebold  the  lovely  seat,  and  let  tby  care 
Indnlgent  bless  th'  united  happy  pair; 
Here  long  their  place  their  happy  race  assigiiy 
By  Yirtue  sŁill  distinguish'd  may  they  shine; 
In  the  reąuest  immortal  Pallas  joins, 
(Ijoog  has  the  patriot  offer^d  at  her  shrines) 
With  love  of  arts  his  godlike  boeom  glows. 
And  treads  those  paths  by  which  the  goddea 

The  awful  father  gave  the  gracious  sign. 
And  fix*d  the  fortunes  of  the  glocious  Une. 


TO  A 


YOUNO  LADY  ON  HER  REmVERY^ 

AN  ODE. 

Whilb,  fair  Selinda!  to  our  eyes 
From  sickness  beantiiiil  yoa  rise ; 
Your  charms  put  on  superior  power, 
And  shine  morę  stroiigly  than  befiire. 

So  haTe  I  seen  the  heaTenly  flre 
Awhile  his  radiant  beams  retire; 
Then  breaking  through  the  veil  of  rnght^ 
Restore  the  world  to  warmth  and  Itght. 


J  The  earl  had  been  lord  chamberlahi  to  kmg 
Char:es  the  Second,  who  madę  him  a  baron  in  1661, 
and  an  eąrl  in  1672.     He  died  In  1685.     N» 

4  Henry  Titzroy  the  first  doke  of  Graftoo  niar- 
ried  lady  Isabclla^tbe  earl  of  Arlington*!  oolyclnU 
and  heir.    K» 


DETTY. 


S4& 


DSITY. 

tTode  nil  majus  gcneratur  Ipso, 

Nec  viget  qaidqnaiii  simile  aat  secnnduni.    Hor. 

FftOM  Eartb*s  Iow  prospects  and  deccitfal  aims, 
EVoin  vealth*s  allurenaeDts,  and  ambition's  dreaiDS, 
rhe  loTer'9'raptar&s,  and  thc  herold  vicws, 
Ul  the  false  joys  misŁaken  man  pursues; 
rhe  schcmes  of  science,  the  delights  of  winę, 
>r  the  morę  pleasing  ibllies  of  the  Ntne ! 
lecall,  fbnd  bard,  thy  long-encbanted  sight 
^eluded  with  the  risionary  light ! 
i  Dobler  tłieme  demands  thy  sacred  aong^ 
i  theme  beyood  or  man*0  or  angcPs  tongue ! 

But  oh,aIas !  unhallowM  and  prolanc, 
Iow  shalt  thou  dare  to  raise  the  heav'nly  strain  ? 
)d  thoa,  who  from  the  altar*s  living  fire   .^    .    1^ 
aaiah^s  timeful  lips  didst  once  iospire,     ^^ 
U>me  to  my  aid,  celestial  Wisdom,  eome ; 
'tom  my  dark  mind  dtspel  the  doabtńil  gloom: 
If  y  passions  still,  my  purer  breast  inflame, 
To  sing  that  God  from  wbom  exisCeiice  came ; 
nil  Heav'n  and  Natnre  in  the  coocert  jom, 
ind  own  the  Author  of  their  birth  divuie. 

.  ETERNITY, 

ViiKiicB  sprang  this  glorioas  frameł  or  whence  arose 

"be  variou8  forms  the  uniYerse  compose  ? 

'ipom  what  Almighty  Caiitie,  what  mystic  spriogs 

Riall  we  deriTe  the  origin  of  things  } 

tmg,  heav*nly  Guide  !  whose  all-efficient  light 

>ew  dawning  planeti  from  the  womb  of  Night ! 

Snce  reason,  by  the  sacred  dictates  taught, 

kdoreś  a  powV  bejrond  the  reach  of  thought 

First  Canse  of  canses !  Sire  sapreme  of  birth  * 
k>1e  light  of  Heav*n !  acknowledg'd  life  of  Earth ! 
Vh08e  Word  from  nothing  calPd  this  beauteotu 

whole, 
rhis  wide  expanded  all  from  pole  to  pólie ! 
¥ho  shalt  prescribe  the  boundary  to  thee, 
>r  fix  the  era  of  eternity  ? 

Shottld  we,  deceired  by  Errour's  sceptic  glass, 
kdmit  the  thoupi^ht  absurd — that  nothing  was ! 
Pheuce  would  this  wild,  this  false  conclusion  flow, 
rhat  nothing  rał8*d  this  beauteous  all  below ! 
ilirhen  frum  disciosing  darkness  splendour  breaks, 
kssociate  atoms  move,  and  matter  speaks, 
Nhea  iion-existence  barsts  its  close  disguise, 
3aw  blind  are  mortals — not  to  own  the  skies ! 

If  one  vast  Toid  etcmal  held  its  place, 
^ence  started  time  ?  or  whence  expanded  space? 
^at  gave  the  slumb*ring  mass  to  feel  a  change, 
>r  bid  consenting  worl^  harmonions  rangę  ? 
>>tt]d  nothing  link  the  universal  chain  ? 
ffo,  'tis  impossible,  absurd,  and  rain ! 
iere  reason  its  etemal  Author  finds, 
rhe  whole  who  regulates,  unites,  and  binds, 
Solńrens  matter,  and  prodnoes  minds ! 
'iiBCtive  Chaos  sleeps  in  duli  repose,  • 
4or  knowledge  thence,  nor  iree  volition  flows ! 
I  nobler  source  those  powers  ethereal  show, 
Sy  'which  we  think,  design,  reflcct,  and  kuow; 
rhese  from  a  canse  superior  datę  their  rise, 
'  Abstract  in  essence  from  materiał  ties." 
In  origin  immortal,  as  supremę, 
?rom  who^e  pure  day,  celestial  rays!  they  came: 
[n  whom  all  possible  perfectioa<(  shine, 
Btcmal,  setf.exi8teut,  and  divine ! 

YOL.  XJV. 


From  this  great  spring  of  micreated  might ! 
This  all-resplendent  orb  of  vital  light ; 
Whence  all-oreated  beings  take  their  rise, 
Which  beantify  the  Earth,  or  paint  the  skies ! 
Profusely  wide  the  boundlcss  blessings  flow, 
Which  Heav*n  enrich  and  gtadden  worlds  below ! 
Which  are  no  less,  when  properly  defin'd, 
Than  emanations  of  th*  Etemal  Mind  ! 
Hence  trinmphs  tgath  beyond  objection  elear, 
(I^  unbelief  attendand  shrink  with  fear !) 
That  what  for  ever  was^most  snrely  be 
Beyond  commencemcnt,  and  from  period  free; 
Drawn  from  himself  his  native  excel]ence. 
His  datę  etemal,  and  his  space  immense  1 
And  all  of  whom  that  man  can  comprehend, 
Is,  that  hc  ne'er  began,  nor  e'er  sball  cnd. 

In  him  from  whom  existenoe  boundless  flows, 
Let  hnmble  faith  its  sacred  trust  repose: 
Assur'd  on  his  eternity  dcpend, 
"  Etemal  Father !  and  etemal  Friend  I" 
Within  that  mystic  circle  safety  seck, 
No  time  can  Kessen,  and  no  ^orcc  can  break ; 
And,  lost  in  adoration,  breathe  his  praise,     » 
High  Rock  of  ages,  ancicnt  Sire  of  days  ! 

UNITY. 

Hins  racognis*d,  the  spring  of  life  and  thought  I 

Etemal,  8elf-deriT'd,  and  unbegot  I 

Approach,  celestial  Muse,  th'  empyreal  thrane^ 

AŹid  awfully  adore  th'  exalted  One! 

In  naturę  pure,  in  place  suprcmely  free. 

And  happy  in  essential  miity ! 

BlessM  in  himself,  had  firom  his  forming  hand 

No  creatures  sprung  to  hail  his  wide  command| 

Bless^d,  had  the  sacred  fountain  ne^er  run  o*er, 

A  boundless  sea  of  bliss  that  knowsuo  shore ! 

Nor  sense  can  two  prime  origins  concei^e^ 
Nor  reason  two  etemal  gods  beliere ! 
Gould  the  wild  Manichaean  own  that  guide, 
The  good  would  triumph,  and  the  ill  snbside  I 
Again  would  vanquish^d  /Iramanius  bleed, 
And  darkness  from  prevailing  light  recede ! 

In  dfiTrent  individuals  we  find 
An  evident  disparity  of  mind ; 
Hence  dnctile  thought  a  thousand  changes  gaius, 
And  actions  vary  as  the  will  ordains ; 
But  should  two  beings,  equally  supremę, 
Divided  pow>  and  parted  empire  claim ; 
How  soon  would  untrcrsal  oider  cease ! 
How  soon  would  discord  harmony  displace ! 
Etemal  schemes  maintain  etemal  fight. 
Nor  yield,  supported  by  etemal  might ; 
Where  each  would  uncontrollM  his  aim  pursue, 
The  links  disserer,  or  the  chain  renew^l     ^ 
Matter  from  motion  cross  impressions  take, 
As  s€rv*d  each  pow*r  his  rivars  pow'r  to  break, 
While  neutral  Chaos,  from  his  deep  recess, 
Would  view  the  nercr-cnding  strife  increase, 
And  bless  the  contest  that  secur*d  his  peace! 
While  new  creatioos  would  opposing  rise. 
And  elemental  war  deform  the  skies ! 
Around  wild  uproar  and  confusion  hur1'd, 
Eclipse  the  heav'ns,  and  waste  the  ruin'd  world« 

Two  independant  causes  to  admit, 
Destroys  religion,  and  debases  wit ; 
The  6rst  bjntucb  an  anarchy  uadone, 
The  last  acniswledges  its  source  but  one. 
As  from  the  m^n  the  mountain  rilłs  are  drawn, 
I  That  wind  irrigiaus  through  the  flow^ry  lawn  ^ 
^         N  a 
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,    So»  mindful  of  thcir  spring,  one  coursc  tboy  keep, 
£xplońng,  tiłl  they  find  Łheir  native  U«ep ! 

ExRlted  Power,  invisible,  supremę, 
Tbou  BOT^reign,  solc  unutterable  name ! 
As  round  thy  throne  thy  flaming  seraphs  stand, 
I       And  toach  the  golden  lyre  with  trembłing  band ; 
Too  weak  thy  pure  eifulgence  to  behold, 
With  their  rich  pliimes  their  dasusled  eyes  infold; 
Transportcd  with  the  ardoure  of  thy  praise, 
The  holy  !  holy !  holy !  anthem  raise  ! 
To  theni  rcsponsive,  let  creation  sing, 
Tbee,  iudtvisiblc  etemal  King ! 


SPIRITUALFIY. 

O  say,  eclestial  Muso  !  wbose  pnrer  birth 

Disdains  the  Iow  materiał  tics  of  Earth ; 

By  what  bright  images  shall  be  defin*d 

The  my  Stic  naturę  of  th'  etemal  Mind! 

Or  how  shall  thought  the  dazzling  height  esplore, 

Where  all  thatreason  can — is  to  adore ! 

That  Go<l  's  an  immaterial  essence  pure, 
Whom  figurę  can't  describe,  nor  parts  immure  ; 
Inoapable  of  passions,  impulse,  fear,  . 
In  good  pre-eminent,  in  truth  serene : 
UnmixM  his  naturę,  and  sublim*d  his  pow'n 
From  all  the  gross  allay  that  tempers  otira  i 
In  wbose  elear  eye  the  bright  angelic  train 
Appear  suffusM  with  imperfection^s  stain  ! 
Impenrious  to  the  man*s  or  seraph's  eye, 
Beyond  the  ken  of  each  exalted  high. 
Him  would  in  yain  materiał  semblance  feign, 
Or  flgur'd  shrines  the  boundłess  God  contain  $ 
Object  of  faith  !  he  shuns  the  yiew  of  sense, 
Lost  in  the  blaze  of  sightieis  excellence  ! 
Most  perfect,  most  intelligent,  most  wise, 
In  whom  the  sanctity  of  pureuess  lies ; 
In  whoae  adjusting  mind  the  whole  is  wrought, 
Wbose  form  is  spirit,  and  wbose  essence  thoogfat ! 
Are  tnitbs  inscrib*d  by  Wisdom's  brightest  ray, 
In  cbaractcTs  that  gild  the  face  of  day  ! 

Reanon  confess'd,  (howc>r  we  may  dispute) 
Fłx'd  boundary  !  discorers  man  from  brute  j 
But,  dim  to  us,  exerts  itś  faintcr  ray, 
I)epress*d  in  matter,  and  allied  to  clay  ! 
In  forms  sapcrior  kindies  less  confinM, 
Wbose  dress  is  ether,  and  whose  substance  mind; 
Yct  ail  from  Him,  supremę  of  causes,  flow. 
To  Him  their  pow^ri  and  their  existence  owe ; 
From  the  bright  cherub  of  the  noblcst  birth, 
To  the  poor  reasoning  glow-worm  placM  on  Earth; 
From  matter  tben  to  spirit  still  ascend, 
Throngh  spirit  still  refining,  higher  tcnd ; 
Pursuc,  on  knowledge  bent,  the  pathless  road, 
Pierce  thn»ugh  in6nitade  in  quest  of  God  \ 
Still  from  thy  search,  the  centrę  still  shall  fly, 
Approaching  still — tbou  never  shalt  come  uigh! 
So,  its  briglit  orb  th'  aspiring  flame  woidd  join» 
But  the  vast  distance  mocks  the  fond  design* 
If  he,  Almighty  !  whose  dccree  is  fate, 
Conid,  to  display  his  pow*r,  subvcrt  his  state; 
Bid  from  his  plastic  band,  a  greater  rise, 
Produce  a  master,  and  rcsigii  his  skies ; 
Inipart  his  incommunicable  flame, 
1'he  mystic  numbcr  of  th*  Etemal  Name ; 
Then  might  rcrolting  reason*s  fceble  ray  . 
Aspire  to  ouestion  Gocrs  all-perfect  day  ! 
Yain  task  I  the  clay  in  the  directing  band, 
The  rcason  of  its  form.  might  so  demand. 


As  man  presume  to  guestion  his  dispŃostf 
From  whom  tłie  power  he  thus  abo-ses  flovs. 

Herę  point,  fair  Muse !  the  worship  God  i  poulfes, 
The  soul  inflamM  with  chaste  and  holy  fires  ! 
Where  love  celestial  warmt  the  happy  breasŁ* 
And  from  sincerity  the  thought  's  exprcas'd  i 
Where  genuine  piety,  and  tnith  refln^d, 
Re-consccratc  the  tempie  of  the  mind  : 
With  gratofnl  flames  the  living  altars  g^ow^ 
And  God  descends  to  vi»t  man  below ! 


OMNIPRESENC& 

Throttgh  th*  unmeasnrable  tracka  of  space 
Go,  Muse  dfvnie !  and  present  Godhead  tracę  I 
See  where,  by  place  uncircumscrib'd  as  thne, 
He  reigns  extendcd ;  and^be  shines  sublinse  ! 
ShonItUt  thou  abore  the  Heav*n  of  Uear*i»aacpai, 
Couldst  thou  bekm  the  depth  of  dppths  desccnd, 
ConId  thy  fiond  fiight  beyond  the  starry  sphere 
The  radiant  Moramg*s  lucid  pinions  bear  I 
There  shonld  his  brighter  presence  shine  eoefteśtę 
There  his  almighty  arra  tiiy  course  arrest  ? 
Gould*tt  tfaon  the  tbickest  vei1  of  Night  usmney 
Or  think  to  hide  thee  in  the  central  gloom ! 
Yet  there,  all  patent  to  his  ptercing  9ight» 
Darknesi  itsdf  would  ktndle  into  ligfat : 
Not  the  black  mansions  of  the  siloit  grare. 
Nor  darker  Heli,  from  his  perceptioo  sare  ; 
What  powV,  alas !  thy  footsteps  can  eooTey 
Beyond  the  rcach  of  omnipreaent  day  ? 

In  his  wide  grasp,  and  comprebenfive  eye, 
Immediate  worlds  on  worlds  unnumber^d  lie : 
Systems  enclos'd  in  his  perceptioa  roli, 
Whose  all-informing  mind  directs  the  whole : 
Lodg'd  in  his  grasp,  their  eertain  ways  they  know; 
Plac'd  in  that  sight  from  whence  can  nothiog  ga 
On  Earth  his  ibotstool  fixM,  in  Hear*n  hb  aeati 
Enthron*d  he  dictates,  and  his  word  ii  £ite. 

Nor  want  his  shining  images  below, 
In  streams  that  murmur,  or  in  winds  that  blow; 
His  spirit  broods  along  the  boundless  flood, 
Smilea  in  the  plain,  and  whispety  in  the  wood; 
Warms  in  the  genial  Sun*s  enliv'ning  ray, 
Breathes  in  the  air,  and  beautifies  tbc  day  ! 

Sbould  man  his  great  inimensity  dcoy, 
Man  might  as  well  usurp  the  vacant  sfcy : 
For  were  he  limited  in  datę,  or  riew, 
Thenoe  wer«i  his  attributes  imperfect  too; 
His  knowledge,  power,  his  goodneas  all  canfiA*d, 
And  lost  th'  idea  of  a  ruling  mind  ! 
Feeble  the  trust,  and  comfortless  the  aense 
Of  a  defective  partial  pnyvidcnce ! 
Boldly  might  then  his  arm  injustice  brafe, 
Or  innocence  in  vain  his  mercy  crave ; 
Dejected  irirtue  lift  its  hopeleas  eye : 
And  heavy  sorrow  veut  the  heartless  sigh ! 
An  absent  God  no  abler  to  defend, 
Protect,  or  pUnish,  than  an  absent  fiicnd  ; 
Distant  alike  out  wants  or  griefs  to  know. 
To  ease  the  anguish,  or  prevent  the  blow, 
If  he.  Supremę  Director,  were  not  iiear, 
Yain  were  our  hope,  and  eropty  were  our  fear^ 
UnpnnishM  vice  would  o*er  tlic  world  prevail. 
And  unrewarded  virtue  toil — to  fsCil ! 
The  morał  world  a  secood  cbao»  lie. 
And  Naturę  sicken  to  the  thottghtful  eye ! 

Even  the  w«ak  embryo,  ere  to  life  it  brrsak.%. 
From  bis  high  powV  lU  ale&der  tcxtare  takcs. 
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IHiile  in  hut  booik  the  vaTioiis  parts  enroird, 
ncrenfing*,  own  eternn!  Wiscloiii'8  monld. 

Nor  views  he  only  the  materiał  whole, 
tut  pterces  tiiought,  and  petietrates  the  aoul ! 
Ire  from  the  lipa  the  Tocal  accents  part, 
hr  the  faint  purpose  dawos  withio  the  heart, 
tis  ateady  eye  the  mental  birth  i>ercei?es, 
Ire  yet  to  v»  the  new  idea  Vtv€a : 
Jiuws  what  we  say,  ere  yet  the  wordt  proceed, 
.nd  ere  we  form  th*  intention,  marka  the  deed ! 

Bot  Oonflcience,  fair  ▼icegemit-light  within, 
aaerta  ita  author,  and  restores  the  ^ćene ! 
tŃnts  oat  theheauty  of  the  goTem'd  plan» 

And  rindicates  the  m  ays  of  God  to  man.*' 

Then,  sacred  Muse,  by  the  va8t  prospect  fir*d, 
'rom  Heav\i  descended,  as  by  Heav'D  in8p{r*d ; 
li"  al1-en1ight*ning  oranipresence  pwn,     [known; 
Hteuce  fint  thoa  feerst  thy  dwindling  presence 
1 19  wide  omniscience,  jostly,  grateful,  sing, 
Vhence  thy  wcak  science  pnmes  its  callow  wing  1 
knd  bless  th'  Etemaf,  all-infortntng  Soul, 
Vh(Me  Kight  penradeSy  whose  knovledge  fills  the 
wbole. 

IMMUTABILITY. 

Ls  the  Etemal  and  Omniseient  Mind, 
ly  laws  not  łimited,  nor  bounds  confinM, 
i  always  independent,  always  fiee, 
lence  tbines  coafeas'd  Immatabill^y ! 
;%ange,  whether  the  spontaneoua  child  of  will, 
>r  birth  of  fbrce— is  imperfection  stiU. 
tot  he,  all-peifect,  in  himself  containa 
E^w^r  8elf-deriv'd,  and  from  himself  he  reigns ! 
If,  a]tpr'd  by  constraint,  we  oonld  snppose, 
rbat  God  his  fbM  stability  should  lose; 
Horn  startles  reason  at  a  thought  so  strange  ! 
iV1łat  pow'r  can  force  Omnipotence  to  change? 
[f  from  hiff  own  divine  prodactive  thought* 
iVere  the  yet  stranger  alteration  wrought ; 
;>Mild  ercellence  snpreme  new  rays  acquire  ? 
>r  stroDg  perfcction  raise  its  gtories  higher  ? 
%bsard! — his  high  meridian  brightness  glows, 
^erer  decreases,  ne^er  orerflows ! 
fCnows  no  addition,  yields  to  no  decay, 
rhe  blaze  of  incommunicaUe  day  ! 

Below  throtigh  difTerent  fbrms  does  matter  rangę, 
Ind  life  subKist  from  elemental  change ; 
Laqoids  coodensing  shapes  terrestrial  wear, 
Earth  mounts  in  fire,  and  iire  dissolres  in  air; 
(KThtle  we,  inquiring  phantoms  of  a  day, 
[noonstant  as  the  shadows  we  sunrey ! 
With  them,  along  Time*s  rapid  current  pass, 
And  hastę  to  raingle  with  the  parcnt  mass  ^ 
But  thou,  Etemal  Lord  of  life  dirine ! 
[n  youŁh  immortal  shalt  fot  e^er  shine ! 
Ko  change  shall  darkcn  thy  exa1tcd  name  ; 
Prom  ererlastitig  agcs  still  the  same ! 

If  God,  like  man,  his  pnrpose  could  Knew, 
Hjs  laws  couJd  vary,  or  his  plans  undo ; 
Desponding  faith  wouUl  droop  its  cbeerless  wiog, 
Religion  deaden  to  a  liieless  thing  ! 
Where  conid  we,  rational,  repose  onr  trust, 
But  in  a  Pow*r  immutable  as  just  ? 
How  judge  of  revelation's  force  divine, 
If  Truth  unerring  gave  not  the  drsign  ? 
Where,  as  in  Nature*s  iair  according  plan, 
AU  smiłes  beneyolent  and  good  to  mao* 

Ptac'd  in  this  oarrow  clouded  spot  below, 
Wa  datkly  see  arouąd  and  darUy  know  \ 


Beligion  lends  the  salntary  beam, 
That  guides  onr  reason  thmugh  the  dubtous  gleam  ( 
Tiłl  sounds  the  hour,  when  he  who  rules  the  skies 
Shall  bid  the  curtaio  of  Omntscience  rise ! 
Shall  dissipate  the  mists  that  veil  our  stgbt, 
And  show  his  creatures— o//  kis  taays  are  riirki! 
Theu,  when  astonish*d  Naturę  feels  its  fate. 
And  fetter*d  Time  shall  know  his  latest  datę ; 
When  Earth  shall  in  the  mighty  blaze  expire, 
HeBT'n  meit  with  beat,  and  worlds  dissoWe  in  fire  \ 
The  universa1  system  shrink  away. 
And  ceasing  orbs  confnss  th*  al  mighty  sway ! 
Immortal  he,  amidst  (||e  wreck  secure, 
Shall  sit  exalted,  permaueiltly  pure  \ 
As  in  the  sacred  bush,  shall  shiue  the  same^ 
And  finom  the  ruin  raise  a  fairer  fra-.Tie  1 

OMNIPOTENCE. 

Far  hence,  ye  Yisionary  charming  maids, 

Ye  fancied  nymphs  that  haunt  the  Orecian  shades ! 

Your  birth  who  from  conceiving  flction  drew, 

Yonrselves  prodncing  phantoms  as  untrue : 

But  come,  superior  Muse !  divinely  bright, 

Daughter  of  Heay*n,  whose  ofipring  still  is  ligbt, 

Oh  condescend,  celestial  sacred  gufst ! 

To  purge  my  sight,  and  animate  my  breast, 

While  I  presume  Omnipotence  to  tracę. 

And  sing  that  Pow*r  who  peopled  boundless  spacc  \ 

Thou  present  were,  when  ibrth  th'  Almigbty 
rode, 
While  Chaos  trembled  at  the  Toice  of  God ! 
Thou  saw^  when  o*er  th*  immense  his  linę  he  drew, 
When  Nothing  from  his  word  existence  knew ! 
His  word,  that  wak'd  to  life  the  vast  profbund, 
While  oonscious  Itght  was  kindled  at  the  sound ! 
Creation  fiiir  surpri8'd  the  angelic  eyes, 
And  80V*reign  Wisdom  saw  that  al  I  was  wise ! 

Him,  sole  Almigbty,  Nature*s  book  displayś, 
Distinct  the  page,  and  legible  the  rays ! 
Let  the  wild  sceptio  his  attention  throw    ' 
To  the  broad  horizon,  or  Earth  below; 
He  finds  thy  soft  impression  touch  his  breast, 
He  feels  the  God,  and  owns  him  unconfest : 
Sfaould  the  stray  pilgrim,  tir^d  of  sands  and  skies^ 
In  Łibya^s  waste  behold  a  palące  rise, 
Would  he  beliere  the  charm  from  atoms  wroughtł 
Go,  atheist,  hence,  and  mend  thy  juster  thonght! 

What  band,  Almigbty  Architect !  but  thinc, 
Could  give  the  model  of  this  vast 'design } 
What  band  butthine  adjust  th^aniazing  wholeł 
And  bid  oonscnting  systems  beauteous  roli ! 
What  band  but  tbine  supply  the  solar  light  I 
Ever  bestowing,  yet  for  ever  bright  ł 
What  band  but  thine  the  stany  train  array, 
Or  give  the  Moon  to  shed  ber  borrow^d  ray  ? 
Whkt  band  but  thine  the  azure  convex  spread  ^ 
What  band  but  thine  compose  the  ocean*s  bed  f 
To  the  vast  main  the  sandy  barricr  throw. 
And  with  the  feeble  curb  restrain  the  foe  ? 
What  band  but  thine  the  wint^ry  flood  assuag^ 
Or  stop  the  tempest  in  its  wildt^t  rago } 

Thee  infinite !  what  finite  can  cxpIofe  ? 
Imagination  sinks  beneath  thy  pow*r ; 
Thee  could  the  ablest  of  thy  creatiu-es  know, 
Lost  were  thy  unity,  for  he  were  tliou  ! 
Yet  present  to  all  sense  thy  pow'r  remain^ 
Re? eaPd  in  naturę  Nature*8  Author  reisms ! 
10  vain  would  errour  from  oonyiction  fly, 
Thou  ex'ry  where  art  present  to  the  ey^^L 
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The  sense  honr  stupid,  and  the  sighŁ  how  bliad, 
Tbat  iails  tbis  univen»l  truth  to  find ! 

Go !  all  the  sightiess  realms  of  space  sunrey, 
Retaming  tracę  the  planetary  way ! 
The  Sun  that  in  his  central  glory  shines, 
Włiile  ev'ry  planet  round  his  oi1>  hiclines ; 
Then  at  our  intennediate  globe  repose, 
And  vlew  yon  lunar  sateUite  that  glows ! 
Or  cast  along  the  azure  vault  thy  eye, 
When  goldeii  day  enlightens  all  the  sky ; 
Around,  behold  £arth's  Tariegated  Bcene, 
The  mingling  prospecta,  and  th*  flow'ry  green; 
The  moontain  brow,  the  Ioiup-extended  wood» 
Or  the  rude  rock  that  threalens  o*er  the  flood ! 
And  say,  are  these  the  wiid  effects  of  chance? 
Oh,  strange  effęct  of  reas^ning  ignorance ! 

Nor  puwV  alone  confe8B'd  in  grandeuf  lies, 
The  glłttcring  planet  or  the  painted  skies !  <" 
£qual,  the  elephaufs  or  emmefs  dress 
The  wisdom  of  Omnipotence  coofess ; 
Equal,  the  cumbrous  whale'f  enormous  maM» 
With  the  smali  insects  iu  the  crowded  grass  ; 
The  mite  that  gambols  in  its  acid  sea, 
In  shape  a  porpus,  though  a  speck  to  thee ! 
£v'n  the  blue  dowp  the  purple  plum  surrounds, 
Ą  living  world,  thy  failing  stght  confounds. 
To  him  a  peopled  habitation  shows, 
Where  miłlions  taate  the  bounty  Qod  bestows ! 

Great  Lord  of  iife,  -whose  all-controUing  might 
Through  wide  creation  beams  divinely  bright» 
Nor  only  does  thy  powV  in  forming  shine. 
But  to  anoihilate,  dread  King!  is  thine. 
Shouldst  thou  withdraw  thy  ^till-supporting  hand, 
How  languid  Naturę  would  astonish'd  stand ! 
Thy  frown  the  ancient  reałm  of  night  restore. 
And  raise  a  blank^-where  systems  sinird  befbre ! 

See  in  corruption,  all-surprising  state, 
How  struggiiug  iife  eludes  the  stroke  of  Fate; 
Shock'd  at  the  scenę,  though  sense  averts  its  eye, 
Nor  stops  the  wondrous  process  to  desery; 
Yet  juster  thought  the  mystic  change  pursues. 
And  with  delight  Almighty  Wisdom  views ! 
Tłie  brute,  the  Tegetable  world  surveys, 
Sees  tife  subsisting  ev'D  fiom  life's  decays ! 
Mark  there,  self-taught,  the  pćnsive  reptile  come, 
Spin  his  thin  shroud,  and  living  build  his  tomb ! 
With  conscious  care  his  former  pleasures  leavey 
And  dress  him  for  th*  business  of  the  grave ! 
Thence,  pas8'd  the  short-liv'd  change,  tenew*d  he 

spiings, 
Admires  the  skies,  and  tries  his  stlken  wiogs !     . 
With  airy  flight  the  inscct  roves  abroad, 
And  scoms  the  meaner  earth  he  lately  trod  ! 

Thee,  potent,  let  denver'd  Israel  praise, 
And  to  thy  liame  their  grateful  homage  misę ! 
Thee,  potent  God !  let  Egypfs  land  declare, 
That  felt  thy  justice  awfuUy  seyere ! 
How  did  thy  frown  benight  the  shadow'd  land  ! 
Naturę  revers*d,  how  own  thy  high  command ! 
M'hcn  jarring  elements  their  use  forgot, 
And  the  Sun  felt  tliy  overcasting  biot ! 
When  Earth  prodoc*d  the  pestileotial  brood. 
And  the  foul  stream  was  crimson^d  into  bloud ! 
How  deep  the  horrours  of  that  awful  night, 
How  strong  the  terrour,  and  how  wild  the  fright ! 
When  o*er  the  land  thy  swonl  vindictiTe  passM, 
And  men  and  infanta  breath'd  at  ouce  their  last, 
How  did  thy  arm  thy  faveurM  tribes  convey ! 
Thy  ligbt  conducting  point  th^  patent  way ! 
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Obedient  ooean  to  their  maich  divide 
JThe  wafry  wali  disUnct  on  either  side; 
IWhile  through  the  deep  the  kmg  proccfiUfi  le^ 
Vnd  saw  the  wonders  of  the  oozy  bed ! 
Nor  long  they  march*d,  till,  black*bmg  in  tbe  rear^ 
The  veBgeful  tyrant  and  his  hast  appcar ! 
Plunge  down  thesteep,  the  waves  thy  nod  obej, 
Aud  whelm  the  threat^ning  itonn  beoeath  tbe  sea! 

Nor  yet  thy  pow'r  thy  chosen  train  fotsook* 
When  through  Arabia's  sands  their  way  tłiey  took^ 
By  day  thy  cloud  was  present  to  the  ńgbi^ 
Thy  iiery  pillar  led  the  march  by  night ; 
Thy  hand  amidst  the  waste  their  tabk 
Witb  featber*d  yiands,  and  with  heaT'nly 
When  the  dry  wildemess  no  streams  anpplied, 
Gush'd  firom  the  yieldisg  rock  the  łital  tlde! 
What  limits  can  Omnipotence  confine } 
What  obstacles  oppose  thy  arm  diviiie?         . 
Since  Stones  and  wave8  their  settled  laws  iofega» 
Since  seas  can  harden,  and  sińce  rocks  can  tam  i 

On  Sinai's  top,  the  Muse  with  ardent 
Tbe  triumphs  of  Omnipotence  would  sing  I 
When  o'er  its  airy  brow  thy  ckmd  display^dJ, 
Invotv'a  the  nations  in  its  awfnl  shade ; 
When  sbrunk  the  Earth  from  thy  approachingteey 
And  the  fDck  trembled  to  its  rooted  base: 
Yet  where  thy  majesty  divine  appear'd, 
Where  shone  thy  gloiy,  and  thy  Toioe  was  lieaid; 
Ey'n  in  tbe  blaze  of  that  tremendons  day^ 
Idolatry  its  itapiaus  rites  could  pay ! 
Oh  shame  to  thoaght !— thy  samd  thiooe  inndc^ 
And  brare  the  bolt  that  linger^d  roood  its  hend ! 

WISDOM. 

O  thou,  who,  when  th'  Almighty  form'd  this  all, 
Upheld  tl)e  scalę,  and  weigh'd  each  balaDC*d  bail; 
And  as  his  hand  completed  each  design, 
Number^d  the  work,  and  fix'd  tbe  seal  dE?ine! 
O  Wisdom  infinite !  creation*s  soul, 
Whose  rays  difTuse  new  lustre  o*er  the  whole, 
What  tODguejshall  make  thy  channscelestlal  knował 
What  hand,  mir  goddess  '.  paint  thee  but  thy  own } 

What  though  in  Nature*s  uniTersal  storę 
Appear  the  wonders  of  almighty  pow'r ; 
PowY,  unattended,  terrour  would  inspire, 
AwM  must  we  gazę,  and  comfortless  admire. 
But  when  fair  Wisdom  joins  in  the  design, 
The  beauty  of  the  whole  result  's  dirine  ! 

Hence  Iife  acknowledges  its  gk>nou8  caoae^ 
And^atter  owns  its  great  Dtsposer*s  laws ; 
Hence  in  a  thousand  different  nodels  «  roagb^ 
Now  iix'd  to  quiet,  now  atlied  to  thought ; 
Hence  flow  the  forms  and  properties  &i  U^ngs« 
Hence  rises  harmony,  and  order  springs ; 
KIse,  had  the  mass  a  shapeless  cfaaus  lay, 
Nor  6ver  felt  tbe  dawn  of  Wisdom^s  d^y  ! 

See  how,  associate,  round  their  central  san 
Their  faithful  rings  the  circiing  planets  run  i 
Still  equi-distant,  ncver  yet  too  near, 
Exactiy  tracing  their  appuiated  spherr. 
Mark  how  the  Moon  our  flying  orb  purMies, 
While  from  the  Sun  her  monthly  light  reucws, 
Breatfaes  her  wide  influence  on  the  world  beiow, 
And  hi<łs  the  tides  ałtemate  ebb  and  Aov. 
View  how  in  course  the  constant  seasons  rise, 
Defbrm  the  Earth,  or  bcautify  the  skies : 
First,  Spring  advanciug,  with  her  fiow'ry  train; 
Next,  Summer^s  hand,  that  spre^idithesyW] 


TImd,  Aotamn,  with  hcr  yellow  bairots  crown^d. 
And  trembłing  Wiotcgr  ciose  tbe  annual  round. 
Tbe  vegetable  trtbes  obsenraiit  traoe, 
From  the  tali  cedar  to  the  creeptng  gran ; 
Tbe  cbahi  of  animated  beings  scaleń   • 
Trom  the  smali  reptile  to  th'  enorpious  wbale ; 
Trom  the  strong  eagle  stooping  through  the  skies, 
To  the  Iow  insect  that  eacapes  tby  eyes ! 
And  see,  if  see  thou  caiut,  in  ev'ry  frame, 
Htemal  Wisdom  sbine  confessM  the  same  i 
As  pftyper  organa  to  tbe  Icast  assignM, 
Aa  proper  means  to  propagate  the  kind, 
Ai  just  the  structure,  and  as  wise  the  plan, 
As  in  this  lord  of  all-^ebating  man  ! 

Hence,  reas^ning  creatare,  thy  distinction  find, 
Nor  lODger  to  the  wajrs  of  Heav'n  be  blind. 
Wiadom  in  oatwaid  beauty  strikes  th^mind, 
Boi  oatward  beanty  points  a  charm  t^hind. 
What  give$  tbe  Earth,  the  ambicnt  air,  or  teas, 
The  plain,  the  river,  or  tbe  wood  ta  please  ł 
Oh  aay,  in  whoni  docs  beauty*ś  self  teside, 
bcautłfier,  or  the  beantified? 

tcre  direU«  the  Godhead  in  the  brigbt  disguis^ 

$yond  the  ken  of  alt  created  eyes ; 
His  tvorks  oar  tore  and  our  attention  steal ; 
His  works  (surprising  thought)  the  Maker  veil ; 
Too  weak  our  aight  to  piercethe  radiant  cloud, 
Where  Wisdoni  shines,  in  all  ber  chamis  aTOw'd« 

O  grocious  God«  omnipotent  and  wite, 
Unerring  Lord,  and  Ruler  of  the  skies  t 
All'CondescendiDg,  to  my  feeble  heart 
One  beam  of  thy  celettial  light  impart ;   ^^ 
I  seek  not  rardid  wealth,  or  glttt^ring  pow'ra 
O  grant  me  wiadom — and  I  ask  no  morę !    'J 

PROYIDENCE. 

Ab  from  aome  level  country^s  shelterM  ground,  ' 
With  towos  replete,  with  green  encłosures  bound, 
Where  the  eye  kept  within  the  Terdant  maae, 
Bot  gets  a  transient  vista  as  it  strays ; 
The  pilgrim  to  aome  rising  summit  tends, 
Whence  opena  all  the  scenę  as  he  ascenda; 
So  Pnwidenoe  tbe  friendly  beighta  soppU«s, 
Where  all  the  charms  of  Deity  surpńae ; 
Heie  GoodnesB,  Power,  and  Wiadom,  all  unitę. 
And  dazzJing  gloriea  whcim  the  ravi8h'd  aight ! 

Ałmighty  Cause  !  'tis  thy  presenring  care, 
That  keepa  thy  worka  for  ever  fresh  and  fair ; 
The  Sun,  from  thy  superior  radiance  brigfet» 
Etemal  aheda  hia  delegated  light ; 
Łeiids  to  his  sister  orb  infcrior  day, 
And  painta  the  silver  Muon*s  altemate  ray  :^. 
Thy  band  tbe  waate  of  eating  Time  renews: 
Thou  ahedd^st  tbe  tepid  moming^s  balmy  dews : 
Wben  raging  winda  the  blackenM  deep  deform, 
Thy  spirit  ridea  commissionM  in  the  storm ; 
Bida  at  thy  will  the  slack'ning  tempest  ceaae, 
While  the  calm  ooean  smootbs  its  ruffled  fiice; 
When  lightnlngs  through  the  air  tremendous  fly, 
Or  the  blue  plague  is  loosenM  to  destroy, 
Thy  band  directs,  or  turns  aside  the  atroke ; 
Hiy  word  the  fiend*s  oommission  can  revoke; 
Wben  anbterraneoua  firea  the  surface  hea^e. 
And  towns  are  boried  in  the  yawning  gravej 
Thou  suffer^st  not  the  mischief  to  prevail; 
Thy  aoY^rcign  tooch  tbe  recent  wonnd  can  beal. 
To  Zembla'8  roak  thou  send*st  the  cheerful  gleam ; 
0'er  Libya'B  sanda  thou  poar*8t  the  oooling  streasn ; 
Thy  watchfnł  proridence  o'er  all  intenda ; 
Jby  work^  obey  their  great  Cie«tor'8  enda* 
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Wben  man  too  long  the  patiia  of  vice  ponuedy 
Thy  band  preper'd  the  uni^eraal  flood ; 
Gracioos,  to  Noah  ga^e  tbe  timely  aign,  ^  *— 
To  8ave  a  rcmnant  from  the  wrath  dirine ! 
One  shining  waste  the  globe  terrestrial  lay. 
And  the  ark  beav'd  along  tbe  troubled  sea; 
Thou  bad*st  the  deep  his  ancient  bed  explore, 
The  cloiłda  their  watVy  deluge  pour*d  no  morę ! 
The  skies  were  clear^d — ^tbe  moontain  tops  wera 

seen, 
The  doye  pacific  brought  the  olire  green. 
On  Arrarat  the  happy  patriarch  tost, 
Found  the  recoyer^d  world  his  hopes  had  lott ;  > 
There  his  fond  eyes  Teview'd  the  pleaaing  acene^ 
The  Ea}th  all  Terdant,  and  the  ahr  serene ! 
Its  precious  freight  the  guardian  ark  di^1ay'df 
While  Noah  grateful  adoration  paid ! 
Beholding  in  the  many-tinctorM  bow 
The  promise  of  a  safer  world  below. 

When  wild  ambition  rear^d  ita  tmpious  bead. 
And  rising  Babel  Heav*n  witb  pride  surreyM;^ 
Thy  word  the  mighty  labour  could  confonnd. 
And  leave  tlie  masa  to  moulder  with  the  groand. 

Fn>m  thee  all  human  actions  take  their  apringa^ 
The  rise  of  empires,  and  the  fali  of  kings ! 
See  tbe  vast  theatre  of  Ume  diaplay'd, 
While  pVr  the  scenę  aucceeding  beroes  tread ! 
With  pomp  the  shining  images  succeed, 
What  leaders  triumph !  and  what  monarcha  Ueed! 
Perform  the  parta  tby  providence  aasignM,. 
Their  pride,  their  pasaions,  to  thy  enda  ioclin*d : 
A  whilc  they  glitter  in  the  iace  of  day, 
Then  at  thy  nod  the  phantoms  pass  away ; 
No  traceili  left  of  all  the  busy  scenę. 
But  that  remcmbrancc;  aays — The  Łhtngt  hav€  heen  I 
**  But*'  (questions  Doubt)  *^  whence  siekły  Naturę 

feels 
The  agne-fits  ber  face  so  oft  rcTeals  ?        f  breaat  ? 
Whence  earthquakes  hea^e  tbe  Earth*s  astonish^d 
Whence  tempests  ragę }  or  yellow  plaguea  infest } 
Whence  drawa  rank  Afric  ber  empoisonM  atore-ł 
Or  liquid  iires  explosłvc  ^^tna  pour  ?** 
Go,  sceptic  mole !  demand  th*  etemal  cauae, 
The  aecret  of  his  all-preserving  lawa ; 
The  depths  of  wisdom  infinite  explore. 
And  ask  thy  Maker — ^why  he  kuowa  no  moreł*^>Tj> 

Thy  errour  still  in  morał  things  as  great,      ^'^ 
As  vain  to  cavi]  at  the  ways  of  Fate, 
To  aak  why  proapYoos  vice  so  oft  8oc<ieeds» 
Wby  suflers  imiocence,  or  virtne  błecds  ? 
Why  monsters.  Naturę  most  with  blushes  own. 
By  crimes  grow  pow*rfol,  and  disgraee  a  throne) 

Why  saints  and  sages,  mark'd  in  every  agCg 
Perish  the  victims  of  tyramtic  ragę ; 
Why  Socrates  for  troth  and  frcedom  fell, 
Or  Nero  reigoM  the  delegata  of  Heli } 
In  vaio  by  reason  ia  tlie  maże  pursucd, 
Of  ill  triumphant,  and  afflioted  good, 
Fix*d  to  the  hołd,  so  might  the  sailor  aim 
To  judge  the  pilot,  and  the  stcem^c  blanie, 
As  we  direct  to  God  what  should  bclong, 
Or  say,  that  sov*rcign  wisdom  gurerus  wrong^ 

Nor  always  yice  does  oncorrected  go, 
Nor  virtae  unrewarded  pass  below ! 


Oft^acred  Justice  lifts  ber  awfol  head, 
Aiflr  dooms  the  tyrant  and  th*  usnrper  dead-^ 
Oft  Providence,  morę  friendly  than  serere, 
Arrests  tbe  hero  ło  his  wild  career ; 
Directs  the  fever,  poniard,  or  the  bali. 
By  which  an  Ammop,  Cłńrles^  or  Cesar  fali  | 
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Or,  when  the  corsed  Borguis  brew  the  cup 
For  merit,  bMs  the  montters  drink  it  up ; 
On  ▼łolepcfi  oft  reloits  the  cruel  spear> 
Or  fettera  cunning  in  its  crafty  snare; 
Relieve8  the  innocent,  exa]ts  the  just, 
And  lays  the  prond  oppreasor  in  the  doit ! 

But,  fast  as  Tim?*s  swift  piniooB  can  conyey, 
l^astens  the  pomp  of  that  tremendous  daj, 
When  to  the  view  of  all  crcated  eyes 
God's  high  tribunal  shall  majestic  rise, 
When  the  krad  trumpet  shall  attemble  round 
The  dead,  reviving  at  the  piereing  smmd ! 
Where  men  and  angela  shall  to  audit  oom«, 
And  miilions  yet  unbom  recei^e  their  doom  F 
Then  shall  fair  Ptovidence,  to  all  disptayM, 
Appear  diTinely  bright  withoat  a  shade  $ 
Jn  Iłght  trlnmphant  all  her  acts  be  shown, 
And  blushing  Doabt  etemal  Wisdom  own  t 

Meanwhile,  thou  great  Intdligence  supremę, 
Sov*reign  Director  cif  this  mighty  irame, 
Whose  wttchful  band,  and  sIl-observing  k«n, 
Fashiotts  the  heaits,  and  Yiews  the  ways  of  men ! 
Whetber  thy  band  the  plenteous  table  spread, 
Or  measure  sparingly  the  daily  bread  | 
Whetber  or  wealth  or  hononrs  gild  the  scenct, 
Or  wants  defonn,  and  wasting  angnish  stain  $ 
On  tbee  let  Trath  and  Yirtoe  firm  rely, 
BlessM  in  the  care  of  thy  appiwing  eye ! 
Know  that  thy  pnmdence^  tbehr  constant  friend, 
Hinnigh  life  shall  gnafd  them,  and  in  death  attend ; 
With  ever)a8ting  arms  their  cause  embracOp 
And  crown  the  paths  of  piety  with  peaca 

GOODKESS. 

Ye  scraphsy  who  God's  throne  cncircling  still, 

With  hoły  zeal  yonr  golden  censers  fili ; 

Ye  flaming  miutsters,  to  distant  lands 

Wba  bear,  obseqoious,  his  divine  coromands; 

Ye  cherubs,  who  compose  the  sacred  choir, 

Attuning  to  the  Yoice  th*  angelic  lyrt.  I 

Or  ye,  hir  natłves  of  the  heay^nly  plain,  < 

Who  onoe  were  mortal— now  a  happier  train ! 

Who  spend  in  peaoeful  lorę  your  joyful  hours, 

In  blissful  mesids,  and  amaranthine  bow'T% 

Oh  lend  one  spark  of  your  cclestial  flre, 

Oh  deign  my  glowing  bosom  to  inspire. 

And  aid  Łhe  Muse's  unesperiencM  wing, 

While  GoodnesB,  theme  divine,  she  soars  to  sing! 

Though  all  thy  atu^ibutes,  dińnely  fair, 
Thy  fuli  perfiection,  glorlous  Gud !  declare  { 
Yet  if  one  beams  superior  to  the  rest, 
Ob  let  thy  Gk>odneKS  fairest  be  confe88*d: 
Af  shines  the  Moon  amidst  her  starry  train, 
As  breathes  the  rosę  amongst  the  flow^ry  scenę, 
As  the  roild  dove  her  silver  plumes  displays, 
So  sheds  thy  m«:rcy  its  distiuguisb^d  rays. 

This  led,  Creetor  miłd,  thy  gracious  band, 
When  formie&s  Chaos  heard  Łby  high  command ; 
When,  pleas^d,  the  eye  thy  matchiess  works  re- 

viewM, 
And  Goodness,  placid,  spoke  that  all  was  good  f 

Nor  only  does  in  Heay'n  thy  (Joodncss  sliiue  j 
P«;Iii;hted  Naturę  feełs  its  warmth  dirinc ; 
The  V  tal  Suti*s  tllumtnating  beam, 
Tłio  siher  crcsrent,  and  the  starry  gleam, 
Aff  dny  and  night  ałtcmate  they  command, 
Prodaim  that  truth  to  ev^ry  distant  land. 

See  Kmiling  Naturę,  with  thy  treasures  fair, 
•.Conlęss  thy  bounty  and  parental  care^ 


RenewM  by  thee,  the  faithlbl  teasom  ihe. 

And  Earth  with  plenty  all  her  sens  supplie^ 

The  gencrous  lion,  and  the  brinded  boar, 

As  nightiy  through  the  ibrest  wałks  they  roar, 

From  thee,  Almighty  Makcr,  seek  their  prey. 

Nor  from  thy  band  unsated  go  away : 

To  thee  for  meat  the  cal  Iow  rarens  ery, 

Supported  by  thy  all-pm^erring  eye: 

From  thee  the  feather'd  natives  of  the  plam, 

Or  thoee  who  rangę  the  field,  or  płough  the  maii^ 

RecciTie  with  coottant  course  th'  appointed  fuod. 

And  taste  the  cup  of  uuivental  good ; 

Thy  band  thou  opeii'st,  millionM  myriads  Irre; 

Thou  frown*st,  tbey  fisint,  thou  «mirst,  and  ther  iv- 

On  Virtue*s  acre,  as  on  Rapinc*s  storea,     fmc! 
See  HeaT^n  impartial  deal  tlie  fhiiriiil  showYi! 
**  Ufe's  oommon  blessiugs  all  her  children  share,** 
Tread  the  same  earth,  and  breathe  a  gen*ral  air! 
Withont  distinction  bonndless  błessings  fali. 
And  Goodness,  like  the  Sun,  eidightens  all ! 

Ob  mani  dcgenerate  man!  ofend  no  mor^l 
Go,  leani  of  brutes  thy  Maker  to  adore ! 
Shall  theae  throagh  ev'ry  tribe  his  bounty  own, 
Of  all  his  works  ungrate^l  thoti  alone  ! 
Deaf  when  the  tunefnl  voice  of  Mercy  cries. 
And  blind  when  sov*reign  Goodness  charms  tbe  eyes! 
Mark  how  the  wretch  his  awful  name  blaqiiicae% 
His  pity  spares — his  clemency  reclaims ! 
Obsenre  his  patience  with  the  goilty  stńve^ 
And  bid  the  orimioai  repent  and  Uve ; 
Recall  the  fugitire  with  gestie  eye, 
Beseech  the  obstinate,  he  wonld  not  die ! 
Amaeiug  tendemess — amazing  most, 
The  souł  on  whom  soch  mercy  should  be  lóst ! 

But  wouldst  thou  view  the  rays  of  goodness  jois 
!n  one  strong  point  of  radiance  all  dirtne, 
Behold,  celestial  Mose !  yoneasrem  lii^ht. 
To  Betblem's  plain,  adoring,  bend  thy  stght ! 
Hear  the  glad  meiisage  to  the  shepherds  gir^ 
Good  will  on  Karth  to  man,  and  peace  in  HeaT'n  !'— 
Attend  the  swains,  pursue  the  starry  road. 
And  nail  to  Earth  the  Sa^ionr  and  tha  God ! 

Redemption !  oh^thou  beauteous  mystic  plan^ 
Thou  salutary  source  of  life  to  man ! 
What  tongue  can  speak  thy  comprehensTe  grace? 
What  thought  thy  depths  unfathomable  tracę  ? 
When  lost  in  sin  our  ruin*d  naturę  lay,  • 
When  awful  Justice  claim'd  her  rigbteous  pay ! 
See  the  mild  Sariour  bend  his  pitying  eye. 
And  stop  the  lightning  just  prepar'd  to  fly  ! 
(O  strange  effect  of  unexampled  love ! ) 
Vlew  him  descend  the  heaw^nly  thnne  aboire; 
Patient  the  ills  of  mortal  life  endure, 
Calm,  though  revird,  and  innocent,  thouglb  poort 
Uncertain  his  abode,  and  coarse  hb  food, 
His  life  one  fair  continued  scenę  of  good  ; 
For  us  sustain  the  wrath  to  man  decreed, 
The  Tictim  of  etemal  justice  bleed ! 
Look  1  to  the  cross  the  Lord  of  life  is  tied, 
They  pierce  his  hands,  and  wonud  hłs  sacred  śdo; 
See  God  espires !  our  ibrieit  to  atone, 
While  Naturę  tremblca  at  his  parting  groan  ! 

Advance,  thou  hopeless  mortal,  steel'd  in  guilt, 
Behold,  and  if  thou  canst,  fbrfoear  to  mclt! 
Shall  Jesus  die  thy  freedom  to  regain, 
And  wilt  thou  drag  tbe  Toluntary  cbain  ! 
Wilt  thou  refuse  thy  kind  assent  tif  giv«, 
When  dying  he  looks  down  to  bid  thee  lirę ! 
Perrcrse,  wilt  thou  reject  the  pn>Acr*d  good, 
Bought  with  hiB  life»  and  ttccaming  in  his  bloudf 


DEITY. 


651 


Wbote  vłitoe  esn  tby  tkepest  erimes  efEMo, 
Re-be«J  thy  naturę,  and  confim  thy  peace ! 
Gan  all  Łbe  enooit  of  thy  Irfe  alone. 
And  ranę  tbee  firom  a  rebel  to  a  md  I 

O  blefls'd  Redeemer,  fiom  thy  sacred  throne, 
Where  aaiDts  aad  aiigels  sing  thy  truimpj^  won ! 
(WherefromtbegraTetbonraisYlthyglonoasbead,  j 
Cbain'd  to  thy  car  tbe  pow^rs  infemal  led) 
Ffom  tbat  eaalted  height  of  bliss  snpreme, 
liook  down  on  tbose  who  bear  thy  sacred  name; 
Kettore  their  wayg,  -inspire  them  by  thy  grace, 
Thy  laws  to  ibitow,  and  thy  steps  to  tracę  j 
Tby  hngbt  eismplc  to  tby  doctrine  join, 
And  by  Iheir  nmals  proye  tbetr  fai&  diińne  ! 

Nor  only  to  thy  choreh  oonflne  thy  nj, 
0*er  thfl  ghd  world  thy  healiog  light  display ; 
Fair  Son  ot  RigfateoasneM !  in  beanty  rise. 
And  cieur  tbe  wtts  that  doud  tbe  mcntal  tkies  ! 
To  Jadnb's  ramnan^  now  a  8oatter*d  train, 
Ob  great  Meeńnh !  show  thy  proau8*dretgn; 
0*er  Enrth  ai  wide  thy  8aving  wannth  diffnee, 
As  spreade  tbe  ambient  air,  or  lalling  dews ; 
And  baste  the  ttme  when,  vanqni8h'd  by  thy  powV, 
Death  sball  eaipńne,  and  imdefile  no  morę ! 

R£CTITUDE. 

Hence  dittant -Ibr,  ye-aom  of  Earth  profane, 
The  looee,  aabiticNis,  coretous,  er  mdn : 
Ye  wonne  of  pow^  \  ye  niinion'd  riavee  of  state, 
Tbe  wanion  VQlgar,  and  tbe  lordid  great ! 
But  come,  ye  parer  eouts,  firom  droBi  refin'd, 
The  blameloM  beart  and  nneomipted  mind  ( 
Let  your  chatte  bands  the  holy  altan  raute, 
Fresh  incente  bring,  and  light.tbe  glowing  hlaze, 
Ycmr  gratefoi  voiceB  aid  the  Mom  to  mog 
Tbe  spotlcM  joitiee  of  th*  Almighty  King ! 

As  oniy  Rectitiide  divine  be  knowif, 
As  tmth  and  sancfcity  his  thoughts  compoae ; 
So  tbeee  the  dicutes  which  th>  Etemal  Mlnd 
To  reasonable  beinge  bas  assign*d ; 
Tbcse  has  his  care  on  ev*ry  inind  impress^d, 
The  oonscions  seals  the  band  of  Heav'n  attest! 
When  man,  penrerse,  for  wrong  forsakes  the  rigbt, 
He  still  attentive  fcei^pa  tbe^ault  in  sight; 
Densaads  that  strict  atonement  shonld  be  madę. 
And  claims  tbe  fotfeit  on  tbe  offender'8  bead  ! 
But  Doobt  demands-^M  Wby  man  dispos^d  tbis 
way  } 
Why  left  tbe  dang'P0Q8  cboice  to  g6  astray  ? 
If  HeaT*n  tbat  madę  him  did  tbe  iaalt  fbresee, 
Thenoe  foUows,  Heav*n  is  morę  to  blame  than  be." 
Ko-- iiad  to  good  tbe  beart  alone  inclin^d, 
Wbat  toM;  wbat  prise  had  Yhrtue  been  assign^d  ? 
From  obilaoles  ber  noblest  triumpbs  flow, 
Her  spirits  tanguisb  when  she  finds  no  Ibe !  | 

Man  might  peHisps  bsTe  so  be«sn  happy  still. 
Happy,  wHbont  the  priTilege  of  will. 
And  just,  beeanse  his  bands  were  tied  from  ill ! 
O  wottdroos  scheme,  to  mend  th*  almighty  plan, 
By  sinking  all  tbe  dignity  of  man ! 

Yet  tum  thy  eyes,  yain  sceptic,  own  tby  pride, 
fknd  Tiew  tby  bappineas  and  cboice  allied  j 
3ee  Yirtne  from  bemlf  ber  bliss  derive, 
i  bliss,  beyond  tbe  pow^r  of  thrones  to  gire ; 
3ee  Vice,  of  empire  and  of  wealth  poesessM, 
Pioe  at  tbe  heart,  and  feel  berself  unbless^d : 
kpóf  say,  were  yet  no  further  marfcs  assign'd, 
[s  man  ongrateful  ?  or  is  Heav'n  nnkind  ? 

**  Yes,  all  the  woes  from  Hea^^n  permissiTe  fali, 
rhe  wretch  adopts— the  wretch  impro^es  them  all." 
VOl.  XIV. 


From  his  wild  lust,  or  bis  oppressive  deed, 
Rapes,  battles,  murders,  sacrilege  proceed ; 
Uin  wild  ambition  thins  the  peopled  Eartb, 
Or  from  bis  av'rice  famioe  takes  her  birth  ; 
Had  Naturę  giv'n  tbe  bero  wiogs  to  fly. 
His  pride  would  lead  him  to  attempt  the  sky ! 
To  aogełs  make  the  pigoiy'8  folly  known. 
And  drewn  ef*n  pity  firom  th'  etemal  tbrone. 

Yet  wbile  on  Earth  tnumphant  Vice  prevails, 
Celestial  Justice  balances  her  scales, 
With  eye  unbiass^d  all  the  scenę  surreys, 
With  hand  imparttal  ev'ry  crime  she  weighs ; 
Oft  close  parsuing  at  bis  trembling  heels, 
The  man  of  blood  ber  awful  presence  feels ; 
Oft  from  ber  arm,  amidst  tbe  biaze  of  state. 
The  regal  tyrant,  with  snccess  elate, 
Is  fQrc'd  to  leap  the  precipice  of  fate ! 
Or  if  the  viUain  pass  nnponish^d  here, 
Tis  but  to  make  the  futurę  stroke  severe ; 
For  soon  or  late  etemal  Justice  pays 
Mankind  the  just  desert  of  all  their  wayi. 

'Tis  io  that  awful  all-discłosing  day, 
When  high  Omniscience  sball  her  boioks  display, 
When  Justice  sball  present  her  strict  account, 
While  Conscienoe  sball  attest  the  due  anu>unt ; 
That  all  who  feel,  condenui  the  dreadful  rod, 
Shall  own  that  ńghteous  are  the  ways  of  God  ! 

Oh  tben,  while  penitence  can  Fate  disann, 
While  llng*ring  Justice  yet  withholds  its  arm  ; 
While  heav*nly  Batience  grants  tbe  precious  time, 
Let  the  lost  sinner.think  him  of  his  crime; 
Immediate,  to  tbe  seat  of  Mercy  fly, 
.  Nor  wait  to  morrow-^-Iest  to  night  he  die  ! 
But  tremble,  all  ye  sins  of  blackest  birth, 
Ye  giants,  tbat  deform  the  fieice  of  Earth  ; 
Tremble,  ye  sons  of  aggraTated  guilt. 
And,  ere  too  late,  let  sorrow  Łeam  to  melt: 
Remorseless  Murder !  drop  tby  band  8evere, 
And  batlie  tby  bloody  weapon  with  a  tear^ 
Go,  Lost  impure  I  CQnverse  with  friendJy  light, 
Forsake  the  mansions  of  defiling  night ; 
Quit,  dark  Hypeorisy,  tby  thiu  disguise. 
Nor  tbink  to  cbeat  the  notice  of  tbe  skies  i 
I  Unsocial  Afarioe,  thy  grasp  forego, 
And  bid  the  nsefful  treasure  leara  to  flow  ! 
Restore,  ląjostiee,  the  defrauded  gain ! 
Oppression,  bend  to  ease  the  oaptire^s  cbałn« 
Ere  awful  Justice  strike  the  fatal  bk>w ! 
And  diive  you  to  tJie  realms  of  night  below  ! 

Bot  Doobt  resnmes    **  If  Justice  bas  decreed 
The  pnnishment  proportion*d  to  tbe  deed ; 
Etemal  misery  seems  too  seTere, 
Too  dread  a  weigbt  fbr  wretohed  man  to  bear ! 
Too  barsh !  that  endless  totments  sbould  repay 
Tbe  crimes  oflift— 4he  erroeis  of  a  day  1 " 

In  Tain  our  reeson  would  presumptuous  pry } 
HeaT'n's  eoonsels  are  beyond  cooception  high ; 
In    yain    would    thonght   bis    measur'd   justice 

scani 
His  ways  bow  different  from  tbe  ways  of  man  I 
Too  deep  for  thee  his  secrets  are  to  know, 
Inqoire  not,  but  morę  wisely  sbun  the  woe ; 
Wara'd  by  his  tbreafnings  to  his  laws  attend. 
And  learo  to  make  Omnipotence  tby  friend  ! 
Our  weaker  laws,  to  gain  the  purpos'd  ends, 
Oft  pass  the  bounds  the  lawgiver  intends ; 
Oft  partial  pow^r,  to  serre  its  own  design, 
Warps  from  tbe  test,  exceeding  reaaon^s  linę, 
Strikes  biass*d  at  the  person,  not  the  deed, 
And  sees  tbe  guiltless  unprotected  bleed  ! 
0,0 
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But  God  Hlone  with  utumpassionM  ńgbt, 
Surreys  the  nice  barrier  of  wrong  and  ńght  $ 
And  while  sutMement,  as  his  will  ordains, 
Obedieat  Natnre  yields  the  present  means ; 
While  neither  lorce  nor  passioos  guide  his  Tiews, 
Er>n  EtiI  works  the  purpose  be  pursues! 
Tbat  bitter  spring,  tbe  source  of  hnman  paia ! 
Heal'd  by  his  touch,  does  minera!  heelth  oonUun ; 
And  dark  aiBiction,  at  his  potent  rod, 
Withdraws  its  cbud,  and  brightens  into  good, 

Thiis  human  jastice  (ftur  as  man  can  go) 
For  private  safety  strikes  the  dubions  blow.; 
But  Rectitude  divine,  with  nobler  soul, 
Consnlts  each  individual  in  the  whole ! 
Directs  the  issues  of  each  morał  strife. 
And  sees  creatton  stniggle  into  life ! 

And  you,  ye  happier  souls!  wbo  inhis  ways 
Obseirant  walk,  and  sing  his  daily  praise ; 
Ye  righteous  few!  whose  calm  unruffled  breasts 
No  fears  can  darken,  and  no  gnilt  infests. 
To  whom  his  gtacious  promises  extend, 
In  whom  they  centrę,  and  in  whom  shatl  end, 
Whtcb  (blessM  oo  tfaat  foundation  snre  wbo  build) 
Shall  with  etemal  justice  be  fulfill'd : 
Ye  fons  of  life,  to  whcse  glad  hope  is  gir^n 
The  bright  rerersion  of  approacbing  Hea^^n, 
With  greatfol  hearts  his  gloriogs  praise  recite, 
Whose  loTC  from  darkness  caird  you  out  to  light ; 
So  let  your  piety  reflective  shtne, 
As  men  may  thence  confess  his  titith  dirine ! 
And  when  this  mortal  Tcil,  as  sood  it  must, 
Shall  drop)  retnming  to  its  n«tiVe  dust ; 
The  work  of  life  with  approbation  done, 
ReceiTc  from  God  your  bright  immortal  crown. 


OLORY. 

• 

Bat  oh,  adTent*n>as  Mose,  restrain  thy  fiight, 

i>sfe  not  tbe  blaze  of  uncreated  light ! 

Before  whose  glorioos  throne  with  dread  sorprise 

Th*  adoring  serapb  tciIs  his  dazzled  eyes; 

Whose  pure  cffulgence,  radiant  to  escess. 

No  colours  can  d^rfbe,  or  words  esprfess ! 

Ali  the  hot  beanties,  all  the  lucid  stores, 

Which  o*er  thy  works  thy  band  resplendent  pours, 

Feeble,  thy  brigfater  gloiies  to  display, 

Pale  as  the  Moon  before  the  solar  ray  { 

See  on  his  throne  the  gaudy  Persian  plaeM, 
In  all  tbe  pomp  of  the  lusnriant  East ! 
While  mingling  gems  the  bonow'd  day  unfold, 
And  the  rich  purple  wayes  embotsM  with  gold ; 
Yet  maik  this  sctae  of  painted  grandeur  yield 
To  the  fkir  lily  tbat  adorns  the  field ! 
Obicai^d,  befaold  tbat  feinter  lily  lies, 
By  tbe  rich  bird's  inimitabte  dyes ; 
Yet  tbese  surrey  conibonded  and  ootdone 
9y  the  superior  luitre  of  the  Sun ; 


That  Son  himsdf  withdraws  his  lesseo^d  beap 
From  thee,  the  glorious  Aotbor  of  his  frame ! 

Transcendent  Power !  sole  arbiter  of  fisie ! 
How  great  thy  glory !  and  thy  bliss  how  great ! 
To  riew  from  thy  exaited  throoe  above, 
(Etenial^iroe  of  light,  and  life,  aod  love) 
Unnamber'd  creatnres  draw  tbeir  smiling  birtliy 
To  bless  the  HeaY'ns,  or  beauttfy  the  Earth ; 
While  systems  roli,  obedient  to  thy  Tiew, 
And  worlds  ngoice— which  Newton  oever  knew. 

Then  raise  tbe  song,  the  gen'ral  anthem  raiae^ 
And  swell  the  coocert  of  etemal  praise ! 
Assist,  ye  orbs,  tbat  form  this  boimdleis  whołe^ 
Which  in  the  womb  of  space  unnomber'd  roli ; 
Ye  planets  who  conoipose  oor  lesser  scheme. 
And  bend,  ooocertiye,  roond  the  solar  Irame ; 
Thott  eye  of  Naturo !  whoee  eatensiTe  ny 
With  endless  charms  adoms  the  feoe  of  day; 
Goosenting  raise  th'  harmonioos  joylul  sound. 
And  bear  his  praises  throogh  the  ^ast  profoand! 
His  praise,  ye  winds  that  fan  tbe  cheeifil  air, 
Swift  as  they  pass  along  yonr  pinioos  bear ! 
His  praise  let  ocean  through  her  realms  diiplay. 
Far  as  her  ciroling  billows  can  convey ! 
His  praise,  ye  misty  rapours,  wide  diffase, 
In  rains  descending,  or  in  milder  dewsi 
His  pruses  whisper,  ye  majestic  trees^ 
As  your  tops  rurtle  to  the  gentle  breeae  1 
His  praise  around,  ye  flov*ry  tribes,  eshale. 
Far  as  yonr  sweets  'embalm  the  spicy  gale ! 
His  praise,  ye  dimpled  streams,  to  earth  reveal, 
As  pleas'd  ye  marmur  throogh  the  flow'ry  rak ! 
His  praise,  ye  feather^d  choirs,  distingiiish'd  siag, 
As  to  your  notes  the  Tocal  forests  ring ! 
His  praise  proclaim,  ye  monsters  of  tbe  deep» 
Who  in  the  rast  abyss  your  rerels  keep ! 
Or  ye,  fair  natiyes  of  our  earthly  soene, 
Who  rangę  the  wilds,  or  haunt  the  pastnro  gitea ! 
Nor  thou,  yain  lord  of  EaAh,  with  cardets  ear 
The  nniTeisal  hymn  of  worship  bear ! 
But  ardent  in  the  sacred  chons  join, 
Hiy  soul  transported  with  the  task  dirine! 
While  by  his  works  tb*  Almighty  is  confess'd, 
Supremely  glorious,  and  sopremdy  ble8sVI! . 

Great  Lord  of  life !  from  whom  this  humble  frame 
Derive8  tbe  pow*r  to  sing  thy  holy  name, 
Forgire  the  lowly  Mose,  whose  artlesi  lay 
Has  dar^d  thy  sacred  attributes  surrey  \ 
Delighted  oft  through  Nature's  beaoteoos  field 
Has  she  ador'd  thy  wisdom  bright  rercal'd ; 
Oft  have  her  wisbes  aimM  the  secrei  song. 
Bot  awful  reT*rence  still  witbheld  her  tongne^ 
Yet  as  thy  bonnty  lent  tbe  reas*ning  beam, 
As  feels  my  consoioos  breast  tby  rital  flame^ 
So,  bles8'd  Creator,  lei  thy  serrant  pay 
His  miie  of  gratitude  this  feeble  way ; 
Thy  goodness  own,  thy  provłdeoce  adoro. 
And  yield  thee  only — what  was  thine  before. 


{^Sinee  ike  preceimg  sheets  were  printedt  the  Editor  kas  proewrtdfrom  Mr.  Reed' 8 
Ukraryj  the  Bcaree  volume  of  Boyse^s  Poems,  menUoned  in  p.  517*  1^^  ort  mow 
mdded  to  his  warks,  exeepi  afew  written  by  other  pertons  whae  astkiomce  he  aippear$ 
to  hmwe  oHmmtd  to  w^ike  up  ike  volume,  and  tufo  or  tkree  already  printed,] 
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StandiDg  OD  Earth,  not  rmpl  above  the  skiet. 
Morę  nfe  I  sing  witb  moctal  ▼oice,  anchangM 
To  hoane  or  matę;  tbo'  iallen  on  eril  days, 
On  evil  dayi  tbo'  fallen,  and  eril  toogoet ! 
In  darknesB,  and  with  dangen  compawM  round. 
And  lolitttde ; — yetnot  alone,  whtlit  tboo 
Yińfgtmy  slnmbers  nigbUy,  or  when  mom 
Parples  the  east,  still  gOTem  thou  my  song, 
Ufania !  and  fit  audience  find,  tho'  few ! 

MlŁTOH,  Book  VII. 


TO  HIS  GRACE 


FRANCIS  DUKE  OF  BUCCLEUGH, 

KNIGHT  OF  THE  MOST  ANGIENT  AND  NOBLE  ORDER  OF  THE  THISTŁB. 


BIY  LORD, 

X  OWER  without  goodness  implies  only  aii  unlimited  capacity  of  doing 
mischief ;  goodness  without  power  is  to  a'  generous  mind  but  a  painful  and 
barren  poasession !  But  when  these  two  qualities  unitę,  they  bless  mankind 
in  proportion  to  their  degrees,  and  conspire  to  form  that  character,  which 
of  all  others  is  the  most  amiable,  and  worthy  of  our  imitation  and  esteem  ! 

Howeyer  mistaken  the  point  has  been,  it  must  be  confessed,  my  lord| 
that  panegjTic  is  neither  the  talent  of  eyeiy  writer,  nor  the  property  of  eveiy 
patron.  There  is  here,  as  in  painting,  a  delicacy  in  disposing  the  ligbts, 
and  placing  the  figures  with  propriety,  which  few  of  the  pretenders  to  either 
art  are  masters  of.  From  hence  it  arises  that,  on  these  occasions,  praise 
has  been  so  unjustly  as  well  as  ungracefuUy  lavished,  that  those,  who  are 
most  entitled  to  it,  scorn  to  receive  it  in  a  way  that  has  been  so  liable  to 
prostitution. 

For  this  reason,  my  lord,  I  shall  forbear  to  offend  you  with  any  com- 
pliments  of  this  naturę,  which,  howeyer  well  intended  they  might  be,  would 
to  your  firiends  appear  inferior  to  your  grace^s  merit,  and  to  strangers  might 
seem  like  adulation.  I  shall  only  say ,  that  if  the  humane  and  benevolent 
exercise  of  wealth  and  power  can  describe  the  noblelt  disposition,  or  bestow 
the  truest  happiness,  your  grace  is  justly  rewarded  in  the  cheerful  sendce 
and  affection  of  all  who  morę  immediately  depend  on  you,  and  in  the 
sincere  esteem  and  respect  of  all  who  have  the  honour  to  know  you.  That 
easy  grandeur  you  possess  of  accommodating  yourself  to  those  below  you^ 
without  losing  your  dignity,  effectually  procures  you  that  yeneiratiou  which 
pride,  with  all  its  ostentation,  can  neyer  really  obtain. 

As  most  of  the  pieces,  which  form  this  coUection,  were  wrote  in  that 
part  of  Britain  firom  whence  your  grace  deriyes  your  title,  and  which  has 
often  felt  the  kind  influences  of  your  presence :  as  some  of  them  haye  been 
formerly  honoured  with  your  grace^s  generous  notice  and  protection,  I  flattier 
jnyself  your  grace  will  not  refuse  them  a  shelter  under    your  auspicious 
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patronagd.  The  love  of  learning  is  inseparable  from  all  truły  great  and  nobk 
minds.  It  is  the  frst  Jaoe  which  produces  the  love  of  virtae !  of  Iiberty ! 
of  every  thing  that  is  in  reality  valuable  and  praisewoitby  !  If  any  of  tfaese 
productionsy  my  lord,  bear  these  impressioasy  it  is  from  thence  only  they 
can  merit  your  grace^s  iavourabie  regard.  Such  as  they  are>  my  lord,  yoa 
will  condescend  to  receive  them  as  the  dutiful  ofFerings  of  a  heart  sincerely 
affećtionate  to  your  iUustrious  &mily,  ardent  for  your  grace^s  persooal  pros- 
perity and  bonouri  and  whose  author  is,  with  the  highest  esteem  and  Teoe- 
ration, 

my  LORD, 

your  grace^s  most  obliged^ 

and  most  deroted  fiuthful  serrant, 

SAMUEL  BOTSE. 
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Verain  obi  plan.  Ditent  in  carmine,  non  ego  pAucis 
Offendar  macolis,  qno0  aut  incuria  fadit 
Ant  humana  param  caret  natura. 

Hoa.  de  Arte  Poet 


PSALM  IV. 

PAftAPHRASBD. 


OTHOU,  almighty  Rigbteoa 
Wbo  oft  has  sa^M  me  in 
In  merey  bow  tby  fOT*reiga  ear, 
Hdiere  my  woe,  my  mmtows  hear! 

Brom  meD,  wbo  lUgbt  tby  lacred  wayB, 
To  tbee  my  w«ary'd  eyet  I  laise, 
Tbal  notbing  berę  below  can  see 
Wortby  to  be  compai^d  witb  tbee  i 

Yet  meo,  Umd  men,  tbeirdreams  pursue, 
Vatn  shadoiry  forms  of  blt«  uotrae ! 
And  empty  images  prefer 
To  tbee,  tbe  eole  alł-beaoteoos  fiur ! 

Tby  piercing  eye,  tbat  marks  tbe  wbole, 
Tbro*  al)  diiguiie  cao  view  tbe  lool; 
Can  tee  oonoealM  wbere  Tirtne  Uee, 
And  imiooence  oubeeded  criee ! 


keepe  tbe  pioas  mind  in  awe^ 
Obeenrant  of  tby  boiy  law ; 
From  erery  dread  tbat  beait  is  free» 
Tbat  feek  tbe  oomcioos  liear  of  tbee ! 

Supremely  mereiful  and  joit, 
In  tbee,  tby  fiutbfol  people  tnut } 
To  tbee  tbeir  daily  incenae  briog. 
And  smile  beneatb  Cby  goardian  wing. 

Łet  eartb-born  walii  wHb  groveling  ńgbt, 
In  weałtb  or  power,  or  pride  deligfat; 
Hf  ora  tnmiport  giTes  a  ray  of  tbine, 
Tban  Mtaia'a  enmn,  or  India*s  minę! 


Morę  from  tbw  joy  refinM  I  taste, 
Tban  misen  from  tbeir  bags  increasM ; 
From  tbence  morę  gladness  filii  my  beart, 
Tban  all  tbe  world  can  e'er  impart. 

Fed  by  tby  proridential  care, 
I  take  content  my  little  sbare ; 
And  bnmbly  on  tby  aid  depend, 
Efternal  fatber,  God,  and  friend  ! 

Wben  tbe  prorided  day  is  done, 
And  nigbt  witb  sabłe  train  eomea  on  i 
In  peace  my  wearyM  limbę  I  lay, 
He  gnards  the  nigbt,  wbo  ga^e  tbe  day. 

Wben  brealcs  tbe  dawn  of  rosy  moro. 
To  tbee,  the  Lord  of  Life,  I  turn ; 
And  my  awaken'd  senses  raise, 
Attenttve  in  tbeir  Maker'ft  praite. 

Tbou  great  Omniacience  I  wateb  my  wayi^ 
Protect  my  niglits  and  gnidę  my  days ;    • 
Gire  me  thro'  life,  obscore  or  known. 
To  love  and  fear  bat  Tbee  alooe  ! 
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Lin  lome  faire  deer  by  banters  cloee  parsued, 
Wbo  batb'd  in  sweat  eiplores  tbe  oooling  fiood ; 

So  my  poore  soul,  by  eager  fbes  sabdaed, 
Looks  op  to  tbee,  tbe  ever-liTing  God ! 

Wben,  wben  shall  I  approacb  tbat  bappie  place 

Wbere  sbines  tby  glory,  and  wbere  rests  tby  peace  ? 

I  pass  my  days  in  sigbs,  in  grones,  and  tears» 
Wbile  my  sad  breast  inoessant  railings  lood, 

'*  Wbo  now  bis  cries,  or  bis  petition  hean, 
Wbere  is,  tbey  scornftil  ery,  bis  boasted  God  ?*' 

My  beart  oppressed  witb  anguisk  and  despaire, 

Looks  up  to  tbee,  sole  auditor  of  prayer ! 
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Oh !  let  Łby  heay^uly  beams  tbese  sorrowes  cbeere, 
Dispell  these  clouds  of  life-eonsumin^r  care! 

NTouchsafe  ibe  Yoice  of  rov  distre&i  te  beare, 
Regard  my  safierioga,  and  attend  my  prayer  ! 

Whiie  my  proud  foes  insult  me  from  afar. 

Be  tbou  my  refuge  from  tbe  bostile  war  \ 

And  see !— my  sou],  bts  glorious  arm  dUpUy'd  ! 

My  rock  of  hope,  my  bigh  defence  h  near  $ 
At  length  be  graots  his  fa^ourable  aid» 

Behold  my  great  deliverer  appear ! 
Sintle  then,  my  souł !  nor  druop  within  my  breast, 
lYiist  still  in  God,  and  he  sbałl  give  thee  rut ! 


TUK  LAMENTATION  OF  DAVU> 

POR 
SAUŁ  AMD  JONATHAN. 

II  SAMU£L  I.  V.  17— S7.  TBANSŁ.4XIIV 

How  are  tbe  mighty  fałPn  upon  tbe  plain  ? 
Unhappy  Israel !  moum  thy  beauty  slain ! 

Lr  nonę  to  Askalon  Łbe  loss  lereal. 
Oh,  publuh  not,  in  Gath,  th'  aoconed  tale ! 
Lest  our  insalthig  fbei,  witb  crucl  pride, 
Smile  at  onr  weakness,  and  oar  arms  dcride. 
And  as  they  count  the  spoils  in  triumph  o'ery 
Rgoice  tbe  strength  of  Jadah  is  no  morę ! 
.  How  are  the  mighty  fiill*n  npon  the  plain  ? 
Unhappy  Israel !  moam  thy  beeoty  slain! 

On  Gilboab*8  heiglits  let  no  mdre  dew  be  fonnd. 
For  erer  blasted  be  tbe  fatal  ground  ! 
Let  Heav>n  displeaft*d  its  kiodly  smiles  refrauif 
Nor  send  the  genial  warmth,  nor  fruiiful  ńin ! 
Nor  grass  its  hills,  nor  oom  its  vallie8  yield. 
Nor  shade  nor  itreams  reCreih  the  barren  field  I 
For  there  our  ancient  glory  fell  a  prey^ 
And  the  imperial  thield  was  cast  away ! 
There  Saul  and  Jonathan  re8łgn'd  th^ir  breath, 
The  monarch  add  the  friend  were  loet  in  death. 

How  are  the  mighty  fairn  upon  tbe  plain  ? 

Unhappy  Israel !  moum  thy  beauty  slain ! 

How  cft  in  arms  together  hate  they  fought, 
And  for  their  country  deeds  herotc  Wionght  ^ 
Bold  as  the  iion  seizes  on  his  preyi 
Swift  as  the  eagle  wings  his  rapid  way, 
So  bold  in  war  the  conquerłng  sword  they  drew, 
So  swift  were  wont  tbe  yaiiquishM  to  pursue : 
But  now  the  breathless  warriors  press  tbe  plain, 
Unhappy  Iirael  I  moum  thy  beauty  slain ! 

WboD  naturę  join*d,  and  fond  affection  ty'd, 
Now  sleep  in  death,  nor  cao  the  grave  divide ; 
United  ooce  in  conquest,  as  in  love, 
The  same  society  in  fąte  they  proye ! 
By  uumbers  overwbelm*d  they  brarely  die, 
See !  red  with  wounds  tbe  mangled  lieroes  lie ! 
In  Israers  much  lov*d  cause  wilh  hoAour  bleed, 
Nor  live  to  see  the  woes  that  must  succeed. 

How  are  tbe  mighty  fall'n  upon  tbe  plain  ? 

Unhappy  Israel !  mouro  thy  beauty  slain ! 

Let  Zion's  daughters  at  tbe  rueful  tale, 
In  solemn  grief  their  monarch'8  fate  bewail ; 
For  him  distressM  in  sable  weeds  appear, 
Raise  the  sad  songi  and  shed  the  pearly  tenr .' 
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Who  oft,  when  crown'd  with  cooquefi  he 
Witb  foreign  spoils  their  lovely  cbanns 
But  now  he  helpłess  liea  upon  the  ptaun, 
Unhappy  Israel !  moum  thy  beauty 


Oh  Jonathan  l-^^^tbe  brother  and  the  fiieBd, 
How  shall  I  monra  thy  too  untimely  cnd  ? 
What  lanfuage  shalł  ezpresi  the  gnef  I  feel 
For  one  I  lov*d  so  long*  and  knew  so  weli ! 
Through  erery  state  my  cheq«ier*d  life  bsi 
Still  was  thy  constant  faith  unalter'd  ^oamwk^ 
And  David*8  interest  dearer  than  thy  owo ! 

Our  stationa  different ^yet  our  bearts  thie 

Preserv'd  entire  tbe  unextinguirii*d  flame ! 
Still  were  our  joys,  and  still  our  sorrows  słiaz^d, 
Mutual  our  trust,  and  eqna]  our  rcganł ; 
Sucb  wa4  our  sacred  union  fer  above 
The  common  ties  of  friendship  or  of  lorę : 
Now  snatch'd  at  onoe — in  nun  thy  loss  I 
And  pay  these  fraitlesi  hononn  to  thy  urn! 

How  are  the  mighty  fall'n  upon  tbe  plaio  ? 

Unhappy  Israel !  moum  thy  beauty  słsuD ! 


ORATIO  GALGACI  DUCIS  BRITANNICI, 

Bx  TACiTo  m  vrrA  juł«  Acaicoua. 

Et  nomen  pacis  dulce  est,  et  ipsa  res  salutaris,  sed 
inier  pacem  et  serritutem  plorimum  interest^ 
pax  est  tranquiila  llbertas ;  serritna  antesn  ma- 
loram  omnium  estremum,  non  modo  bellok  sed 
etiam  morte  repellendum  I 

Ouonss  causas  belli  et  necenitaiem  nostimm  in> 

tueor,  magnus  mihi  animua  est,  hodieraun  diea 

oonsensunKine  Ytitrum  initium  lihtrtatk  toCras  Bit- 

tannic  fore.    Nam  et  uniTeni  i 

ac  nulla  ultra  teme  nee  nari  <|iMdeai 

imminente  nobis  classe  RoomjiA.    Ita 

arma,  qusB  fortibus  honesta,  eadem  atiam 

ttttisiima  sunt.     Prioret  pogme 

Romanos  varia  ibrtanaoertatnm  cal,  i 

sidtum  in  noetris  manibas  habebaut,  quia 

simi  totios  Britannic,  eoque  in  ipsius  penetralibas 

sili,  nec  lernentittai  littora  ad 

etiam  a  oontaetn  dominationia  in^iolatoa  i 

mus.    Nos  terrarum  et  Ubertatb 

sus  ipse  ac  sinus  femse  in  hone  dii 

Nunc  terminus  Britanniss  patet,  atoue  omne  ^wk 

tum  pro  magnifioo  est    Sed  nulla  jam  iiHaa  gans, 

nil  nisi  fiucŁus  et  sasa  et  intcrioies  Banai 

rum  supeihiam  firuatri  per  obseipiłam  et 

tiam  effugeris.    Raptores  otbia,  poatgnam 

va8tantibus  defuere,  terras  ac  mań  acrutantnr;  si 

locnples  hostis  est,  a^ari ;   si  p     .     . 

quos  non  orieos,  non  oocidcns  satiaverit»  aofi 

um  opes,  atqne  inopiam  pari  aSe 

Auferre,  trucidare,  rapere,  frlsis  noaunibfia^  ii 

ńum;  atqueubi  solitudinem  fisciunt,  paoem  ap- 

pellant !  Łiberos  cutqae  et  pffOpinqnoa  s«oe  natam 

carrissimos  esse  Yoluit ;  bi,  per  •deleotns*  aUbi  aer> 

vituro8  auiemntur.    Conjuges  et  aororea,  ai  bos^ 

lem  libidinem  effnginnt,  nocnine  aaaicoras  atqoe 

bospitum  polluuntur.    Bona,  fortunasque  in  tribo- 

tum  egernst,  in  annommi,  fmaMoHnn:  eoapon 

ipsa  atque  manna,  in  silTis  ei  pahidibas  cnoHica- 

dis,  Teibere  inter  et  contnmaliaa,  coateniat   Nala 

senritnti  manoipia  seinei  TCMuMy  «tqae  nltto  a  da- 
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aluDtur.    Bńtaimia  retb  serritutem  Boain 

eoti^ie  emit,  ootidie  pascit.    Ac  ńcut  in  immilia 

Teccutummiu  quoque  serrornm  et  consenris  in  la- 

dibno  est,  ńc  iioa»  in  boc  orbit  temrum  veŁeri  fa^ 

mulata,  iiovi  et  riles  in  escidium  patimur.  Neque 

dum  Dobis  anra,  aatmetalla,  aut  portus  sunt,  qai- 

bo8  exerceiidł«  reierremar.    Virtiu  aatem  ac  fi&- 

Yocia  sabjectoram,  ingrata  imperaotibiiBy  et  loogin- 

qnitas  et  fiecretum  iptum,  qaotutiiis  eo  snspecti^ 

Ita  aobtat^  spe  renitt,  tafadem  sumite  aoimam  tam 

qaibttB  libertas,  quam  qtiibns  gloria  csrisrima  est. 

Brigantesy  fcemina  dace!    exarere  colooiam,  ,ex- 

pugnare  castra,  ac  (nisi  felicitas  in  socordtam  yer- 

tisaet)  exaere  jiignm  potnere.    Not  integri,  et  in- 

dooiiti,  et  libeitatem  non  in  presentiA  latnri,  primo 

stetim  ooncoTSu  non  ostendemns,  qtt08  sibi  Cale- 

donia  seposuerit  titm?    An  eadem  Romanis  in 

bello  Tirtutem  qnam  in  pace  laxhriam  adeate  cre- 

ditis  ?  Noitris  ilU  ditsensionibus  ac  discordiis  clari, 

▼itja  hostinm  in  gloriam  exercitds  sibi  Tertunt; 

qvieiii  contractnm  ex  direrńanmis  geiitibus  ut  se- 

conds  res  tenent,  ita  adven«  dinobent;   nisi  si 

G«llo0  et  Gcrmanos,  et  (pndet  dictu)  Britannonim 

p1en)8qne  dominationi  alienas  sangninem  commo- 

dantes,  diutins  tamen  hoates  quam  senros,  fide  el 

a^ctn  teneri  pntatis.    Metns  et  terror  sunt  in- 

firma  Tincnla  caritatis,  quaB  nbi  remeveris,  qQi  ti- 

mere  desierint,  odisae  incipient. Omnia  victoris 

iocitamenta  pro  nobis  sunt.  Nnlls  Romanos  con- 
jngcs  accendont ;  nulli  parentes  fiigam  expiT>ba- 
tnri  snnt ;  ant  nulla  pleriiqae  patria  est,  ant  alia. 
Piaucos  nuraems  circa  trepidos  ignorantia,  coelum- 
que  ipsnm,  ac  marę,  ac  silyas,  ignota  omnia  cir- 
cmnspectantes;  claosos  qnodammodo  et  vinct08 
dii  nobis  tradidertint.  Ne  terreat  Tanns  aspectus, 
et  auri  fulgor  et  aigenti,  qnod  neque  tegit  neque 
▼nlnerat.  In  ipsa  bostinm  acte  inireuiemus  nostras 
niAnns !  agnoscent  Britanni  suam  causam !  recor- 
dabnntnr  Oalli  priorem  libertatem !  deserent  illos 

cseteri  Germani  (ut  nnper  Uśipii  reliquerunt ! 

Nec  qaidam  ultra  fonnidinis,Tacna  easŁella,  senum 
oolonisB,  inter  małe  parentes,  et  Injaate  imperantes, 
mgnL  municipia  et  discordantia !  hic  dux,  hic  ex- 

ercitus ! ibi  tribnta  et  metalla  et  csBtera  serri- 

entinm  pcensB !  qnas  in  SBtemnm  proferre,  ant  sta- 
tim  oleiści,  in  hoc  campo  est  Proinde  ituri  in 
aeiem  et  majores  yestrcs,  et  poileras  cogitate! 
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Felicea  errore  sno,  qoos  ilłe  timornm 
Maadmus,  haod  orget  lethi  metns,  inde  naeodi 
In  lermm  mens  prona  ▼iris,  animiqae  capaces 
Mortis,  et  igna^nm  rediturs  pareere  TitsB  ! 

ŁOCAll. 

Wben  stoppM  beneatb  tbe  Grampian's  rugged 

height, 
The  Roman  eagles  check'd  tbeir  prsedal  flight ; 
While  evcry  pow*r  that  watch*d  Britannia*sfate, 
In  sitence,  seem'd  the  doubtful  day  to  wait ! 
In  terms  like  these — great  Galgacus  address'd 
Hisfifcithful  fiew!  and  easM  hisM*nng  breast  !— 

Whbn  round  tbis  camp  I  cast  my  raTish*d  eyes> 
And  view  tbe  giorious  ćause  tbat  bids  us  rise ! 
Metbinks  the  long  e^ipected  hour  is  come. 
To  stop  the  progress  of  usnrping  Romę ! 
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Tbese  ams,  my fKends !  tbat  nerer  felt  tbeir  chaio, 
Tbeae  ams  must  Britain'B  latast  bopes  sustain : 
Beoeath  tbeir  yobie  snmranding  nattons  groan» 
Our  coatttry's  salsty.liTes  in  us  alone ! 
On  us  ber  longing  eyes  impatioit  walt, 
On  us  depends  ber  weriastiDg  fiste  * 
AU  further  means  of  reftige  now  are  vaio. 
And  death  or  liberty  aleoe  ramain ; 
In  Tain  amongst  these  rocks  we  hop*d  to  flnd- 
Peace  and  the  natire  freedom  of  mankind ; 
Et^u  here,  our  fbes,  onr  last  retreai  bare  foand» 
And  euTy  us  tb'  uncnltifated  ground : 
Nor  thinik  snbmission  can  prevent  our  ehahif 
To  nS|  sttbmiflsion  would  itself  pirove  min ; 
See  ftom  their  hands  what  mercy  wiH  ye  find  ? 
Tbese  eiTiKsM  destioyers  of  niankind  1 
Wbose  bonndleiB  lust  of  riehes  and  of  swny, 
Has  ra^ag^d  all  tbe  wasted  world  for  pr^  ; 
And  like  a  marohing  plngne,  by  finrad  or  force, 
Has  blasted  naturę  in  its  deadly  conrse ! 
With  specłOtts  arts  bas  yeilM  its  banefbl  fiice, 
GalPd  rapine  virtne,  «6d  dea^ńietion  peace!— > 
See !  wbere8oe'er  tbeir  con^inng  aims  have  gone, 
What  woes  attend  the  yanqoishVi  and  undene  ? 
View  sons  and  brothen,  from  tbeir  dwellingsJtorn, 
In  distant  lands  tbeir  serrile  fortunę  mourn ! 
Our  iaithfol  matrons,  and  our  spoUess  maids, 
Tbeir  guile  sednces,  or  their  powV  iuTad^ ! 
Tbeir  goods  and  lands,  the  haugbty  yictor^s  spoil, 
Themselves  reserr^d  as  slares  to  woik  the  soit ! 
Compeird,  througb  bbws  and  bardshipsy  to  obey^ 
And  wear  in  ceaseless  tasks  slow  life  away : 
Others  by  birth  may  weat  the  cuned  chain. 
And  drudge  for  those  wbo  do  their  life  sustain ; 
Bot  firitain  daily  aids  the  yoke  she  scoms, 
And  feeds  that  insolence  and  pride  she  moums : 
As  in  domestic  usage  to  the  rest, 
Still  the  last  slave  becomes  a  constant  jest ; 
So  we,  the  last  of  nninslav'd  mankind, 
Shall  be  the  sport  and  laoghter  of  our  kind  ? 
Nor  flelds  have  we  to  till,  nor  mines  to  drain. 
Nor  poits  to  open  for  the  rictor^s  gain  : 
But  nwks  and  woods  are  all  the  wealth  we  boast. 
And  yet  our  all  we  lose, — when  tbese  are  lost ! 
Let  freedom,  tfaea  my  friends !  yonr  souls  inspire. 
And  wann  your  bosoms  with  heroic  fire ! 
If  led  to  conqoest  by  a  fornale  hand, 
Romę  scarce  a  British  heroinę  coold  withstand ; 
But  to  her  ancient  conning  had  reconne, 
And  triumph*d  by  dt^isioii,  not  by  force; 
In  os,  as  yet  unalter'd,  firm  and  free, 
Her  boasted  sons,  let  Caledooia  see ! 
To  whose  known  virtue  she  commits  ber  cause, 
And  trusts  her  futnre  liberty  and  laws  :^-— 
Nor  think  tbe  Roman  forca  in  battle  try'd 
Equal8  Iheir  bome-bred  lusnry  and  pride ; 
In  our  dissentions  balf  their  hope  their  place, 
And  raise  tbeir  trophies  on  onr  own  disgrace  $ 
From  distant  cKmea  they  form  their  venBi  bands, 
Whom  plunder  arms,  and  iii  success  ditbands ; 
Nor  tbink  or  Gauls  or  Germans  are  so  blind. 
To  waste  tbeir  blood,  a  hated  yoke  to  bind  ? 
Terrour  and  fear  are  slender  Łies  of  lo^     [move, 
Wliich  wben  jrour  conqu'ring  arms  shali  oncc  re- 
Will  soon  transformM  to  nobler  passions  giow. 
And  aid  our  veng^nce  on  the  common  foe ! 
For  us,  success  displays  its  fairest  cbarms, 
To  fire  our  bearts,  and  ani  matę  our  sirms. 
No  wi^es  the  Romans  have,  no  he^pless  friends, 
Whose  life  and  safety  on  their  own  depends ; 
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No  iiatir«  laud  bare  they        ot  disUnt  fiu; 
Ucjost  their  caiue,  and  anprovok'd  the  war ; — 
See !  how  surpris^d  they  view  tbe  wilds  around. 
And  tremblio;  tread  aioog  tbe  hostile  grouiid  ! 
Throngh  woods  and  rocks  direct  tbeir  cantioas  way. 
And  seem  distrustful  ev'n  of  eaith  and  lea ! 
Bewiider*d,  Łbns,  to  our  aYenging  band 
The  rigbteous  gods  have  giveD  this  lawless  band : — 
Dread  not  their  haughty  mień,  and  glitfring  show, 
A  weak  defencc  against  a  valiant  foe ! 
Vain  are  the  rays  their  iplendid  drenes  und, 
Oandy  to  shine,  but  useless  to  defend ; 
Amongft  themselyet  we  may  on  aid  depend. 
And  erery  Briton  is  onr  secret  friend  j 
For  ns  tbey  wiah — ^while  for  the  foe  they  fight, 
And  in  their  hearts  asśist  our  locial  right ! 
Once  let  your  virtue  break  the  fotrce  you  ne, 
Yoar  ii|jur*d  oonniry  is  for  e^er  free  I 
Before  your  eyes,  yoar  lateat  choice  remains, 
Freedom,  or  death,  or  ererlatting  chains ; 
This  to  enjoy,  or  undar  these  to  groan, 
Depends,  my  friends !  apon  yonnelTes  akoe ; 
Think  tbat  your  generous  anceston  were  free ! 
If  they  were  w — ^wbat  must  your  children  be  i 
Undaunted  then  the  paths  of  honour  try, 
And  lite  with  freedom,  or  with  glory  die  !*' 


RESFONSIO  M.  CATONIS  AD  LABIENUM, 

DB  ORACULO  AMMOWIS  CORSUŁEN  DO. 
ŁUCAN,  ŁIB.  V. 

Errat,  si  quis  putat  hanc  Tocem  M.  Catonis,  ipsiua 
non  oracnli  esse.  Ontd  enim  est  oraculum? 
nempe  Foluntas  di^ina  ore  bominis  enuntiata. 
£t  quem  tandem  antistitem  digniorem  invenire 
libi  potuit  dimitas  quam  M.  Catonem  ? 

IBICBCA. 

• 

Iłu  Deo  plenut,  tacito  qaem  mantę  gerebat, 
Effudit  dignas  adytis  e  pectore  Toees : 
*'  Ouid  qu«ri  Łabiene,  jubei  ? — an  liber  in  armis 
Occubuisie  velim,  potiiSts  quam  regna  Tidere } 
An  sit  Tita  nihil,  sed  longum  diiSunet  ctas  ? 
An  noceat  vi8  ulla  bono  ?  fortunaque  perdat 
Opposita  virtttte  mtnas  ?  Iaudandaqae  velle 
Sit  satis?    et  nanquam  snccessu  crescat  hones- 

tum? 
Scimus,  et  hoc  nobis  non  altins  inseret  Ammon ! — 
"  Hcremus  cuncti  superis,  temploqne  tacente 
Nil  focimus  non  sponte  Dei ;  nec  vocibu8  nllis 
Numen  egit ;  dłxitqiie  semel  nascentibus  auctor 
Qaicquid  scire  licet;  sterileis non  legit  arenas 
Ut  canerent  paucia^mersitque  hoc  pulrere  verum ! 
Efltna  Dei  sedes  niai  terra,  et  pontas  et  aer 
Et  cerium  et  virtas  ?  — superos  qaid  qo«rimas 

ultra? 
Juppiter  eSt  quodcnnque  7ides»  quocunque  mo- 

vens ! 
Sortilegif  egeant  dubii  I  8emperque  futuris 
CasibuB  ancipites ;  me  non  oracula  certum 
Sed  mors  certa  fiicit — ^pavido  fortique  cadendum 

Hoc  satis  est  diusse  JoTem."— ^^ic  ille  prsfatur 

Serrataaue  ftde,  templi  discedit  ab  aris 

Non  ezploratam,  populis,  Ammooa  relinqueDS. 


TBAWSŁATED. 


Victrix  cansa  diis  placuit,  sed  Ticta  CJstosii. 

u: 


FuŁŁ  of  that  pow'r,  whase  ligbt  inspir*d  his 
Great  Cato  an8wer'd  thus  the  chiers  reqiiest: — 
«' What;  Labienus?  doit  thou  seek  to  knoar  ? 
Is  it  our  chanoe  in  arms  against  the  foe  ? 
Or  shall  we  doubt  all  erils  to  sustain, 
Ere  Romę  be  fetter'd,  or  a  Caesar  reign  ł 
b  life  then  notbing  but  protracted  breath  ? 
Or  slaTery  a  sligbter  ilt  tban  death  ? 
Must  ▼irtue  take  its  colour  from  suooeM, 
Or  does  (^iposing  fortunę  make  it  less  ? 
While  nobly  we  assert  the  rigbteons  cause, 
Of  suflering  liberty,  and  iąjur^d  laws. 
Do  we  not  act  like  Romans  and  iike  mesi  ? 
Or  must  precarious  chance  direct  the  soeoe  ? 
All  this  we  know  ourselres — nor  can  the  pow^r 
That  rules  these  haliow'd  sbrinesinformoamore:- 
Though  dumb  the  oracie,  be  speaks  his  mind 
In  lively  characten  to  all  mankind  ? 
Gilds  life's  first  dawn  with  reason'8  heaT^nljr  ny% 
And  takes  the  tribute  of  imperfect  praise  ! 
£T'n  naturę,  here  in  silence,  sounds  bis  oame; 
And  these  Tast  wilds  omnipotence  prodaim  ! 
The  fire^  the  earth,  tbe  seas,  and  ambient  air 
Point  out  his  wisdom,  and  his  powhr  declare ! 
In  Heaven  and  virtuous  minds  he  makes  abode, 
Through  all  ber  worka  creation  owns  bis  ood  , 
BeneaAh,  aiound  us,  and  displayM  aboTe, 
Whate'er  we  see,  where'er  we  go,  is  Jaive ! 
Let  otheiB,  ansious  for  tbeir  doubtful  fiitc^ 
On  the  dark  oracle*s  decision  wait ! 
nis  death,  whom  coward  and  bero  must  obey, 
Tis  certain  death  takes  all  my  carea  away  i 
Or  soon,  or  late,  we  all  are  doomM  to  fisU, 
JoTe  speaks  by  me  this  lesson  to  you  all  l"^ 
So  said— the  god-like  chief  his  legioos  join^ 
And  left  the  nnoonsulted  priest  behind. 


Odes  of  HORACE. 

BOOK  I.  ODE  Xl.   INITATCD. 

FoftBKAft,  my  friend !  with  idie  sebeoMs^ 
To  search  into  the  maże  of  imte ; 

Your  boroscopes  are  airy  dreams, 
Your  colfee-tossing  all  a  cbeat ! 

What  adds  it  to  our  real  peaoe. 
To  know  life'8  accidents  or  datę } 

The  knowledge  would  onr  pains  increna^ 
And  make  us  morę  unfoitunate. 

Wisely  oonceal'd  iu  endless  nigfat, 

Has  HeaT'n  wrappM  up  its  dark  decrees; 

Tbe  7iew,  too  strong  for  human  sight, 
Migbt  else  destroy  our  present 


Then  gladly  use  the  oourting  boor, 
Enjoy,  and  make  it  all  your  own  1 

And  puli  with  baste  the  fairesi  flow*r, 
Ere  Time*s  quick  band  ha^e  out  it  down. 


TRANSLATIONS. 
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CIwcrfiil  fin  op  the  genial  bowl, 

Aad  crown  it  wHh  some  lovely  tout ! 

Ttn  the  rich  coidial  warm  your  wal. 
And  every  tboaght  in  joy  be  lost. 

• 

Tlie  fleetiDg  momtots  of  delight, 
ImpiDve  with  tn  irooommoo  care ! 

Por  DOW  they  aige  their  dettinM  flig^t. 
And  DOW  are  ma*d  with  Tulgar  air  ! 

Still,  kt  me  taste  my  sbare  of  bli», 

Pure  aod  anmix'd  with  care  and  sorrow  ! 

Ko  mofe,  my  friend,  in  life  I  wish, 
'Tis  all  a  jest  to  trust  to-morrow. 


BOOK  1.  ODE  ZZII.  TRANSLATED. 

Omss,  Sylwia  I  cease,  as  I  punoe, 
With  canseless  hastę  to  shun  my  view  | 
Kor  deaf  to  all  a  loTer'B  ery, 
like  a  young:  fawn,  affiighted  fly. 

WIms  wand>ring  from  its  guardian's  care, 
IMstnMSted  mns,  it  knows  not  where  ; 
And  every  hannieis  noise  it  hean, 
Bndnrei  a  thousand  nameless  fears ! 

With  panting  beart  and  trembliog  knees, 
Encb  oiject  ronnd  distnistf ul  sees ; 
Whether  the  lea^es  the  breezes  shake, 
Or  the  green  tizard  stin  the  brake  ! 

Thcn,  SylTia !  stop  your  needlem  fllgbt, 
I  wear  no  hostile  fiirni  to  fright ; 
Bat  only  leefc  my  patns  to  show 
To  tbee,  fiur  canse  of  all  my  woe ! 


Thcn  ottit  a-while  yoor  mothei^s 
To  wmeh  too  long  yoa  haTe  been  ty'^; 
Tis  morę  than  time  to  change  the  soene, 
For  SyWia,— HDOw  yoa're  past  fiftetn  1 


BOOK  I.   ODE  ZXVI.   IMITATBO. 

Be  gone  1  ye  Tain  distracting  fears, 
1  to  the  winds  resign  my  cares, 

A  poet  should  be  gay  ! 
Hastę  then,  the  flow'ry  chaplet  twioe, 
FUl  oot,  profose^  the  generous  winę. 

And  driye  all  pain  away ! 

Łet  otbers  idly  rack  their  brain, 

With  doubts  of  Fhmoe,  or  fours  from  Spain, 

Or  foreign  jara  or  leagues ; 
To  artful  statcsmen  and  their  iools, 
That  motley  pack  of  knav6s  and  fools, 

I  leaye  their  own  intrigues. 

Whafis  it,  fkiend,  to  you  or  me, 
If  CSsrtos  reign  in  Italy, 

Or  stay  at  8eTilIe's  conrt  ? 
Or  if  CTos8'd  statesmenin  disgrace, 
9till  raił  with  spite  at  those  in  place, 

Though  ne*er  the  betterfor't 


Where  soaie  fiur  spreeduig  chesnat  growi. 
And  near  a  murm'ring  fbuntain  ikrns, 

GiTe  me  tepose  to  find ! 
There  with  their  own  celestial  fiie, 
Let  all  the  Ninę  my  breast  inspire ; 

And  raise  my  raTisb*d  mind ! 

Then  should  the  lyre  resound  thy  praise, 
And  oonsecrate  its  faT'rite  lajrs 

To  thee,  the  Mose^s  fnend : 
ImmortalizM  by  these,  thy  fiune . 
Should,  with  their  happy  master's  name. 

To  tetest  dajrs  descend ! 


aoOK  I.  ODE  XZZI.  TRABSŁATED. 

Wbiłs  humbly  oflfering  at  thy  shrine, 
I  poor  the  consecrated  winę ; 
Of  thee,  brig^t  god  of  Terse  and  day ! 
What  shaH  thy  suppliant  poet  pray  ? 

I  ask  not  all  the  golden  stores, 
That  wa¥e  on  rich  Sardifua*^  shores  $ 
Nor  y  et  the  flocks,  a  conntlesB  train ! 
That  tread  Galabria's  Tcrdant  plain. 

I  ask  no  heaps  of  glitfring  coin. 
Nor  diamondi  broaght  from  India's  minę  j 
Nor  yet  the  plenty  Heav'n  bestows, 
Where  softly  winding  Lyris  flows: 

Let  the  toil'd  merchant  yearly  stray, 
Through  every  land  and  every  sea ; 
And  led  by  fate  in  search  of  galn, 
Ezplore  the  earth,  and  tempt  the  matn. 

Orant  me  this  wish — a  country  iarm, 
Where  all  is  fair,  and  clean,  and  warm  ; 
The  neighb'ńng  woods  sball  yietd  me  fire. 
My  garden  food,  my  flocks  attire. 

And,  PhoBbns !  to  oonfirm  me  blessM, 
Still  grant  me  health  those  joys  to  taste ! 
And  still  with  health,  let  there  be  join'd 
An  honest  heart,  and  cheerful  mind. 

Then  to  complete  thy  bard's  desire, 
Oire  me  to  toucb  thy  sacred  Ijrre  ! 
Skill  let  the  Ninę  inspire  my  lay, 
And  help  to  sooth  all  ćare  away  ! 

Untroubted  tbus,  serenely  elear, 
Hie  eTening  of  my  life  shall  wear ; 
Till  death  unfear^d,  unheeded  come^ 
And  lay  me  peaceful  in  the  tomb ! 


■OOK.  I.  ODE  SZSTlir.  TRABSLATBDii 

AwAr !  my  boy,  't  is  needless  toil, 
I  hate  yoar  essences  and  oil. 

And  all  tb*  enenrate  train ! 
LeaTe  the  nice  flow^r,  th'  antumnai  rosę, 
Of  mjrrtle  twigs  the  wreath  compose, 

Both  beautiful  and  plain. 
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With  thii,  beneath  tbe  friehdly  mum^^ 
Sarroand  tby  carelcas  nMster**  head. 

And  tben  adom  thy  owo; 
The  fragrant  plant  sball  faiiy  ifaine, 
Shall  aid  tbe  generoMi  joys  of  winę. 

And  form  a  grateftil  crown  1 


BOOS  llf.   ODE  XXVI.   IMITATED. 

Latb  anconfin*d,  as  fleetiog  air, 
I  goiły  rQT'd  amongit  tbe  fair  j 

And  in  my  yielding  heart, 
As  sov*reign  beaaty  ga^e  the  law, 
From  every  b^ely  foce  I  saw, 

Receiv>d  the  pleasing  dart ! 

But  now,  hit  Yenus !  queen  dmne ! 
I  hang  beside  tby  bononr^d  sbrine 

Tbe  consecrated  Ipe ! 
No  morę  thy  channmg  wan  T  prore, 
No  morę  the  powerfnl  joys  of  tore 

My  feeble  breast  can  fire ! 

Yet,  Yenns !  ere  thy  laithfa]  siarę 
Thy  altan  qttit,  Ihy  aorrica  kaiM ; 

Let  bim  one  grace  imptore ! 
Let  stobbom  Gielia  own  tby  sway. 
Make  ber  imperious  heart  obey  I 

My  vows  sball  ask  no  moro  1 


BOOK  IV.   ODE  II.  PART  IMITATKD. 

Wno  striires,  my  friend,  with  fruitless  toil. 
To  rise  to  Prior's  matchless  style. 

But  makes  bis  (blly  known : 
He,  like  a  first^rate  star  sublime, 
Shines  in  a  sphere,  where  nonę  can  cli  mb, 

And  draws  bis  Hght  from  nonę  ! 

pr  like  some  river  swelPd  with  raiu, 
Tbat  swtft-descendiug  o'er  the  plaiii, 

Impetuous  shapes  its  coarse ; 
So  his  intmitable  lays 
Still  charm  the  heart  a  thousand  ways, 

With  irresistless  fbrce ! 

• 

Whether  be  make  his  glorious  theme, 
Immortal  Nassau*s  godlike  name; 

Or  pleas'd  in  Wlnd9or*8  groves, 
Attunes  his  lyre  to  gentler  soonds. 
And  with  his  notes  assembles  roand 

The  Onices  and  the  Lo^es! 

Or  whether  Łove  his  strains  inspire, 
To  sing  tbe  coostant  Henry's  fire  ! 

Or  paint  the  not*brown  fair: 
Like  the  wbite  swan's  expiring  strain, 
Śo  soft  tbe  dying  notes  complain. 

And  charm  the  li<)t*ning  ear ! 

Aw'd  as  his  beauties  I  explore, 
With  distant  reverence  I  adore, 

The  bard*s  esalted  heigbt : 
Like  the  laborious  bee  I  rove, 
And  o*er  the  field,  or  through  tbe  groye, 

Obscurely  wing  my  flight. ♦  ♦  ♦  • 


BOYSE'S^^EMS. 


CLAUDIAN. 

(de  SOMNllS.) 

Omnia  qttx  sensu  volontnr  Tota  diunio, 

Pectori  sopito  reddit  amica  quics. 
Yenator  defiessa  toso^um  monbra  repouit* 

Mens  Umen  ad  sylias  et  soa  lustia  redit ; 
Judicibos  lites,  aurigis  somata  curris* 
»    YanaqQe  noctomis  meta  cavetur  eqais  ^ 
Me  quoque  Muasnim  studiom  sub  aoetoailMrtł 

Aitibus  aasuetis  sollicitare  solet. 


PARAPHRASBD. 

l^osB  pleaiures  still  in  which  the  mind  deligbts, 
Employ  our  dreams,  and  entertain  our  nig^bts  ! 
The  huntsman,  wearied  with  bis  toikome  sportsy 
Still  haunts  the  covert,  or  tbe  glade  resorts  ; 
In  słeep  the  judge  hangs  o^  the  noisy  bar» 
In  sleep  the  rictor  drires  the  rspid  ear  .* 
With  fancy'd  coursers  toms  the  imagiii*d  found, 
Wbirls  o*er  the  distance,  and  attaim  Hkeboniid! 
In  sleep  the  lorer  does  his  mistress  bold, 
In  sleep  the  miser  tremUes  o'er  hit  goM ; 
In  sleep  tbe  merehant,  safe  McorM  ob  sbort; 
Fancies  the stom,  and  dreads  his  vtatUu'd  stare; 
Me  too,  in  sleep,  the  mach-lov'd  Mums  bre. 
Point  to  tbe  mead,  or  lead  me  througfa  tbe  giwe; 
Where  tochaste  ninds  they  all  their  chaims  te^real, 
A  joy  unknown  by  al1~^>ut  those  who  fed  f 


CATUŁLUS;. 

(db  »fułchio  sro>) 


Di  iaciant  mea  He  terri  loset  oaa  fi«qiieoU 
Qoa  facit  astiduo  tramite  ^ulgos  iter ; 

Post  mortem  tutenlk  lic  iafiuMatur 
Me  teget  •^bank  deria  tem  coai&A 

Ant  humet  igaotB  conialas  Tallatiisii 
Non  juvat  in  medto  nomen  habora  vic 


PARAPHRASBD. 

Thb  stately  monument  let  others  raise. 
And  seek  by  art  to  live  till  futurę  days ; 
To  stone  or  brass  their  hope  of  famę  introst, 
The  flatfring  marble,  or  deceitfol  bosi ! 
No  pompous  omaments  my  wishes  craTe, 
But  simple  as  my  life,  I  wish  my  graTe! 

When  Fate  impartial  calls  tbis  fleeting  hieitli. 
And  erery  tie  distolving  yields  to  death  $ 
To  the  kind  bosom  whence  I  took  my  birth, 
Commit  the  remoant  of  retuming  earth ; 
Fąr  from  tbe  common  graves,  and  pablie  way, 
Peacefbl  inter  th'  inanimated  day, 
In  some  fair  mead,  some  wood-enshełtaińd  gromd* 
Or  near  some  bnbbling  Ibontaia^s  sootliing  wnd, 
Where  no  rude  band  my  asbes  may  invade, 
Disturb  my  urn,  or  fright  my  watchful  shade  i 
Oreen  be  the  spot  beoeifch,  and  om  head 
Let  some  fair  tree  its  guardian  umbrage  sprsad  1 
Ligbt  lie  the  earth,  and  ha]low'd  b«  tbe  grauid, 
And  flow'rs  in  sweet  profusion  lise  anund ! 
Let  others  serrile  beat  the  common  load, 
A  poet  dead  or  1iving  sooms  a  crowd ! 


TIUNSIATK>N& 
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PROPERTIUS. 
(ob  nnmiBna  iUDit.) 

Fsuz  San  lez  faneris  nna  maritis 

Qao«  Anrorm  snis  nibra  £olont  aqius  } 
NaiDque  ubi  mortiiero  jaota  est  hx  ultima  lecto 

Vzornin  tmtw  stat  pia  turba  oomis. 
St  oeriamen  babent  lethi,  ąum  ma  teąnatur 

Goojagium,  pudor  est  non  licuiaie  mori  \ 
Ardent  Tictrioei,  et  flammia  pectora  pnebent, 

ImpoiiiiDlqae  snii  ora  penuta  ▼iris. 


TRANSLATBD. 

HAFPr  the  la#s  tbat  io  thoee  dinieB  obtain, 
Wbere  the  bńgbt  mornlng  reddens  all  tbe  roain ! 
Tbere,  whensoe*er  the  happy  busbaDd  dies, 
And  on  the  fnneial  couch  extended  lies ; 
Hii  faithful  wires  around  the  scenę  appear, 
With  pompooi  dren  and  a  triamphant  air; 
For  partnenhip  in  death,  ambitioua  ftrive. 
And  dread  the  shameful  fortunę  to  8urvive  ! 
Adom^d  with  Howers  the  loveIy  victinis  stand,. 
With  smiles  asoend  the  pile,  and  ligbt  tbe  brand ! 
Gimsp  their  dear  partiien  with  onalter^d  £uth, 
And  jield  esoUing  io  the  Iragrant  death '. 


EX  CORN.  GALŁI  ELEG.  I!. 
(aduzorim.) 

SoM  grandwus  ego,  nec  tu  miiAtt  alba  capillis. 

Par  etas  animoe  ooociliare  solct; 
Si  modo  non  poasnm,  ąuondam  potuisse  memento 

Sit  satii  nt  plaoeam,  me  placuisse  prius. 
Pennanet  InTalidia  reverentia  prisca  colonis, 

QQod  fttit  in  Yetulo  milite,  miles  amat ; 
Rosticns  eapertnm  deflei  oessime  juTencum ; 

Cam  qno  consenuit  miles  faonorat  aqoum ; 
Nec  me  adeó  primis  spoliavit  lloribtts  »tas» 

En  iaeio  Yerros,  et  mea  dicta  cano ! 


PARAPHRASBD. 

Soict  creeping  age  bas  seizM  us  like  a  dream, 
Then  be  onr  state  and  sentimenta  the  same ; 
If  now  no  morę  to  love  my  form  invite, 
Reflect  jrou  once  t>eheld  K  with  delight; 
And  łet  the  merit  of  preceding  da]rs 
Plead  for  th'  enjoyment  of  immediate  ease ! 
Or  fhiitless  if  these  rain  persnasions  fail,    . 
Łet  naturę,  with  ezperience  join'd,  prevail ! 
Tbe  Teteran  colony  its  worth  sustains, 
And  tbongfa  the  place  deoays,  the  name  remains  ! 
The  soldier  once  dismissM — his  labonrs  done, 
Retires  to  rest,  and  shows  his  trophies  won  ; 
Tbe  gratefal  fkrmer  feeds  tbe  feeble  steer, 
Whose  fiiithful  toil  prodacM  his  plenteous  ycar ; 


'  Mr.  Prior  jostly  obserres  of  this  barbarons  In- 
dian Gostom, 

Id  Europę  't  w^ouM  be  hard  to  flnd, 
«<  Of  all  tbe  sex,  one  half  so  kind." 


And  kiy  the  honest  masteHs  hearth  is  iboad, 
Gompoa'd  to  sleep,  the  antiqaated  honnd  ! 
By  tbese  instrttcted,  leam  to  compromise, 
Let  past  atone  for  want  of  present  joysl 
Nor  3ret  condemn  me  as  disabTed  ąuite, 
If  I  can  do  do  morę — yoo  see  I  write : 
Still  make  oor  former  lores  my  pleasing  theme. 
And,  in  defoult  of  paasion,  gire  you  famę ! 


SANNAZARII  EPIGRABfMA  IN  VENETIAM  ^ 

YmcaAT  Hadriacis,  Yenetam  Nepimmt  in  undis 
Stare  dift,  et  toto  ponere  jnga  mari ; 

*'  Nono  mihi  Tiurpeias  ąnantuniris  Jnppiter  Aroes 
Objice,  et  illa  toi  nuraia  Martis !  (ait) 

Sic  Pelago  Tybrim    praefors,  uibemque   aspice 
ntramqQe 
Ułam  homines  dices,  hanc  posuine  Deos  !'* 


TRAimATBD. 

As  Neptiwe  law,  with  fond  deligl|ted  eyet, 

From  Adria's  waves  his  fk^^nte  Yenice  rise ! 

A  length  eatended  o'er  the  liquid  plaio ! 

And  sit  the  soreretgn  of  the  subject  main, 

"  Now  vanqaisb'd  Jove !"  (the  Ood  eauHing  cry'd) 

**  Extol  no  more  thy  Rome*s  imperial  pride ; 

View  but  this  lovely  empress  of  the  sea,  ' 

Her  floating  tow^rs  and  palaces  sorrey ! 

As  well  may  Tyber  wHh  the  ocean  ▼ie, 

Or  mortal  bnilders  emulate  the  sky." 


IN  MORTEM  JO.  BAFT.  MOUERE, 

HISTBIOKIS  ClŁlBSaaiMl  BPIGKAMilA. 

Roscius  hic  situs  est  tristi  Molieris  in  umA, 
Cui  genus  humanum  lodere,  losus  erat ; 

Dom  ludit  Mortem,  Mors  indignata  jocantem 
Corripit,  et  se^a  fingere  mimum  negat. 

TRAN8ŁATBD. 

Hakd  fote !  within  this  urn  Moliere'8  oonfin'd, 
Whoee  hnmour  bit  the  faults  of  all  mankind, 
Snch  in  bis  page  tbe  living  picture  shown, 
Tbat  folly  grew  asham'd  ber  sods  to  own ; 
But  wbile  he  mimick'd  I>eath*s  preteaded  ragę, 
The  angry  tyrant  snatch'd  him  off  the  stag«  \ 
S«rpri8*d  him  in  the  height  of  all  his  art. 
And  fore'd  tbe  player  to  oomplete  his  part ! 


IN  FONTES  LUTETIA. 
BPIOSAMMA  sAirrauiL. 

SiQUAMA  cum  primum  reginm  aUabitur  urbi 
Tardat  pnecipites  ambitiosus  aqnas ; 

'  Sannazario  receiTed  from  Uie  senate  of  Yenice 
for  this  epigram  60iK)  chegnina,  whioh  are  about 
9f .  6d.  sterl.  each  in  taloe,  and  was  madę  a  knigbt 
of  the  order  of  St.  Mark. 

'  He  difd  actiog  bis  Malade  Imaginaire. 
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BOTS£'S  POfiMS. 


Captus  amore  loci,  cunani  obli^iscitiir  ancepi 
Qao  fluet  ?  etdulces  Deetit  itt  uilie  moras: 

Hinc  ▼arios  implens*  floeta  nbeuote,  eanalw, 
FoDs  fieri  gaodet,  qui  modo  floioen  crat. 


TRAN8LATBD. 

Sooii  88  fair  Seine  the  royal  city  sees, 
Sbe  stopa  her  coone,  aod  wiods  by  loft  d^greet; 
Stnick  witb  the  woodroos  beauŁies  the  sorreyu^ 
Aloag  tb*  Eljrnan  plain  she  gently  playg, 
Thro'  tbe  encbaotiog  town  ddighttfd  ^idas» 
And  gently  n>lls  ber  liWer-flowing  tidM  ; 
TUI  tbence,  her  ware  a  thouMund  cbanoeb  briiig» 
And  Łbe  &ir  ri^er  chmget  to  «  spring. 


INSCRIPTtO  FONTIS. 

Qcu»  dat  aqjiaa  saso  latet  hoapita  D3rmpha  mb  imo^ 
Sic  ta,  cum  dederis  dona,  latere  Telit. 

Hid  Ket  tbe  nympb  from  wbom  tbif  boanty  flows, 
So  let  thy  baad  coDoeal,  wben  it  bestows. 


m  REGIAM  SAOITTARIORUM  COHORTEBf, 

Anno  WDCCZKUU 

EccB  pbaretratofi,  Ma^ortia  pectora  Scotoa  ! 

Hottibiii  ttt  fortef  tela  tremenda  femiit ! 
NuUa  fagittiferos  genf  uiiqiŁam  impune  laceoet, 

Usąue  Caledooiis  robor  ac  ardor  tneit: 
9  qQi8  Hamiltooilim  cunno  dum  fortis  in  areu. 

Dum  victrix  TaUda  misia  aagitta  mana  ett> 
Yiderat  insignem  fida  comitaoie  cater^A, 

Nobilłs  et  tuniMB,  et  fbrtia  tela  ducis. 
Pioelamet,  de^triL  qaaDtam  pro  ci^ibus  aadet 

Gentis  Hamiitonias  speiąue  decusąae  domaiy 
Joppiter  ipee  jobet,  ounc  cedet,  Ph«be,  sagittas 

Huic»  jubet  ipsa  Yenui  cedi  Cupido  taas 
loTictas  acies,  iDvictaqne  pectora  cemo 

InTictumąae  soum  qualibet  ire  ducem. 
Fata  ferant,  nec  sont  avibu8  pradicta  śinistrif 

Dum  Scotis  arcus,  dumqne  sagitta  manet; 
nie  CaledoDiis  aroebit  floibus  bostem 

Et  reddet  patrias  pristioa  jora  sus. 


IMITATED. 

SiK,  sona  of  Mars !  the  warrior  Scott  appear. 
And  by  tbeir  sides  tbeir  fittal  weapODS  bear ; 
While  the  same  firas  tbeir  yaliant  breasts  inflame, 
"  No  puw'r  anpuniab^d  shall  proToke  the  oame." 
Who  doubts  of  tbis,  bas  surely  nerer  seeo 
Tbeir  mighty  chieTs  ioimitable  meiii, 
As  witb  triampbant  air  be  marcbM  along, 
DistinguishM  leader  of  the  cbosen  tbnmg : 
Just  to  bis  worth — bis  Yery  looks  declare, 
That  HamiUon's  illustrions  hand  shall  dare 
(Whene^er  his  country  shall  the  sernice  claim) 
Deeds  yet  unknown  to  euTy  or  to  famę ! 
Now  Pboebus  yields,  so  Stative  Jove  commands, 
His  moDster-killing  bo«  to  mortal  hands ; 
And  Yenos,  wbom  a  neaier  pasmm  mo^cs, 
Witb  ber  soii*s  arruws  armi  tbe  yootb  sbe  kires  i 


Sach  soals,  led  en  by  his  coodoctiDg  baod, 

Woa'd  anreristed  oompam  aca  and  land  ; 

Nor  Lybia's  saods»  nor  tnmea  Sc]rthia'B 

Their  arms  coo'd  baflie,  or  tbeir  march  oppoae; 

If  yet  we  may  in  fate*s  dedsions  trust, 

While  Scotsmen  are  to  natiTC  ^irtae  jiut, 

He  sball  his  country  guaid  from  fbreign  pow^, 

Aflsert  ber  freedom,  sind  her  rigfats  restore  ; 

Do  justictt  to  ber  long  fbigotten  famę. 

And  prore  tbe  royal  soorce  from  whenoe  be 


PLACET  DE  M.  YOITURE. 

AV  lUlMin  ŁA  DDOIISIl  M 

Płaisb  k  la  dndiesse  tres  bonne  \ 

Auz  yeui  clain,  et  brana  cherenz, 
Reine  de  flota  de  la  Oaronne, 
Danie  de  Loth,  et  de  tous  ceuz, 
s    Oni  Jamais  rkent  sa  peraonne ! 

De  laisser  entrer  francbement, 
Sans  peine  et  sans  empescbenientt 

Un  homme  au  lieu  de  sa  demenre ; 
Oni  8'il  ne  la  Tit  pramptement, 

Enrtgera  dans  un  beure. 

On  a  pour  lui  trop  de  rigueor 
Chex  roo^  et  tont  bant  ii  proteate 
One  par  on  larem  manifeate. 

On  retient  aon  ame  et  aon  coeor, 
&i  on  ne  Tent  point  le  reate. 

L*nn  eat  dedans.  Pautra  dehora. 
Et  Tun  et  l'autre  eat  tout  en  flame, 
II  eat  raiaonable,  madame. 

On  que  Ton  reooiTe  aon  ooipa, 
Ou  que  Pon  lny  rendaen  ame. 

II  ae  ^t  pria  comme  un  lacet. 
Et  aouffre  un  eatrange  auppiice ; 
Mais  le  pauwet  eat  aana  malice, 

Ne  refnaez  pas  son  placet. 
Gar  sans  doiite  ii  eat  de  juatice. 

U  a  trop  souffert  de  moitie, 
Au  nom  de  son  fermę  amitie, 

Gonsoles  son  ame  abbatue^ 
On  dites  au  moins  par  pitie 

A  votre  Suiase  qu'on  le  tne. 


IJflTATED. 

TO  THl  ftlGHT  HOROUaAaŁB  THS  CUUMISU  0V  BSUHIWI. 

Wiu.  abe  witb  condeacending  goodnesa  deign 
To  jiear  her  most  unbappy  bard  oomplain  ? 
Beneath  wbose  empire  winding  Gamock  sttayi, 
Wbom  every  eye  admirea,  and  heart  obeya ! 

Amidst  tbe  groyea  tliat  grace  her  roni  seat, 
Say,  will  sbe  grant  tbe  muae  a  kind  retreat } 
Who,  if  abe  faila  to  gain  ber  wiah^d  complaceace, 
WiU  in  a  little  time  loae  all  her  patienoe. 

To  tell  the  truth  bia  caae  ia  Tery  hard. 
And  from  a  breast  like  yoors  deserres  rqpaid$ 
That  while  bia  wisbea  and  bia  heart  are  thcre, 
ahadow  ia  conin^d  to  linger  hei«. 


i 


TRANSLATIONS. 
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To  yoa  then^madam,  in  tbit.dan  conditioa, 
He  humbly  tbos  adclresRes  his  petition ; 
Hoping  your  pity  will  permit  the  faTOort 
Nor  let  hii  loul  and  body  looger  9ever. 

Allow  hin  furtber  bnt  a  word  to  aay, 
To  add  some  colour  to  bis  slcnder  plea, 
What  yoa'U  belieT«  witb  ease,  for  yoa  bavegeen  bim, 
At  least  be**  banoless,  and  bas  little  ia  bim ! 

He  begB  in  mercy  then,  and  jast  companoo, 
Yoa'll.take  his  case  into  consideration; 
Or  if  yott  sboa'd  reject  wbat  be  bat  pray*d, 
YoaMI  bid  yonr  porter  Ipnock  bim  in  the  head. 


CHANSON  DK  MOLIERE 
hams  us  płaisibs  ds  ł'ułb  smckamtu. 

Aanun  epais,  et  toos  pr^  emaillez. 

La  beaut^  don*t  Thyrer  toos  aroit  depouilld, 

Par  la  printemps  vou8  est  rendiie  i 
YcNis  repreoez  toos  tob  appas, 
Mais  mon  ame  ne  repreod  pas, 

Im  jcje,  belas !  que  j'ay  perdae. 

Tn  m'eeo«ites,  belas,  dans  ma  triste  languenr, 
Mais  je  n'en  suia  pes  mienz,  O  beautć  sans  pareiUe ! 

£ł  je  touche  ton  oreille, 

Sans  que  je  tooche  too  coBor ! 


IMITATBD.  ^ 

Yb  tali  nnguarded  trees !  ye  rasset  meads ! 

Wbose  bloom  deform'd  by  frozen  winter  lies ; 
Tho'  now  your  beauty  with  the  seaton  ikdes,   * 

Reiiew*d  by  spring  ye  soon  sball  cbarm  the  eyes. 

But  blasted  by  0orinda*s  cold  disdain. 
And  daily  tom  with  life-oensuming  care; 

Its  former  peace  my  heart  can  ne*er  regain, 
But  sinks  a  wretched  victim  to  despair. 

Yesy  h\r  insensible !  my  plaints  yon  bear, 
Yet  onaffected  seem  with  all  my  smart; 

Alas,  my  sufferings  only  reach  your  ear, 

Bat  want  the  powV  to  tooch  yonr  cniel  heart! 


O0B 


DB  MBSSIRB  JAaUIS  CHASTBLARDy  SATOYAID  Q!Ol  PUT 
DBCAPm  A  BDIUBOUBG,  POUB  ł'aIIOUR  DB  MABII 
RBIMB  D*BCOiSB  ^ 

Aasass,  pr^z*  monts,  plaanes ! 

Bochers,  for^ts  et.bois ! 
RoisseauB,  fleaves,  fontaines ! 

Ou  penlią  je  me^n  Tois. 
lynne  plainte  incertaine. 
De  sanglots  toute  pleine, 

Je  veax  chanter; 
La  miseflable  peine,  ' 
Oni  me  hat  lamenter  ! 

*  For  a  particnlar  accootat  of  this  unbappy 
foreigner,  see  Mr.  Freebaini's  Life  of  Mary  Queen 
of  Scols.  1  shall  only  obserre  the  style  of  this  ode 
is  Tery  correct»for  the  age  it  was  wrote  in. 


Mais  qai  pourra  entendre, 

Mon  soapir  gemissant  ? 
Ou  qai  pourra  comprendre 

Mon  ennui  languissant? 
Sera  ce  oette  heibage  ? 
Ou  Teaa  de  cette  riyage  ? 

Oui  s^econfant 
Porte  de  mon  risa^, 

Le  ruisseau  distillant ! 


TRAMSŁATBD. 

Yb  rocky  clifb !  ye  desert  pathless  woodt, 
Where  wild  I  wander  wretched  and  alooe ; 

Ye  8avage  prospects !  ye  descending  floods ! 
That  hear  the  murmurs  of  a  heart  undooe, 

In  broken  sounds  to  you  I  woa'd  eipress 

My  cruel  anguisb,  and  conceal*d  distress. 

But  ob !  wbat  soul  the  toiture  can  conceive, 
Which  I  despairing  eyer  most  endure  ? 

Doom'd  an  ill  iated  passion  still  to  grieve. 
And  bopeless  ever  to  receiTe  a  cure ! 

Witness  this  little  stream  that  daily  flows, 

Swelled  with  the  burthen  of  a  lorer^s  woes ! 


EPIORAME  DE  M.  BOILEAU, 

ADoaBna  a  pbiraułt. 

ToKoncle,ta  dis,  TasBassm, 

M'  a  gueri  d'nne  maladie; 
La  preoTe  qu*il  ne  fut  jamais  mon  medecin, 

Ce*st  que  je  sub  enoore  en  rie. 


TKAIISŁATBDU 


PBRtAuŁT,  I  hear  proclaims  it  every  whera 
I  owe  my  life  to  his  quack-ancle's  care; 
To  show  how  well  be  can  imrent  a  lie, 
There  needs  no  proof— ibr  all  his  patients  die! 


THE  DESCENT  OP  ORPHEU& 

TRANSŁATBD  FROM  TBB  THIRD  BOOK  OP  BOBTIIII/S. 

Sed  tu  cmdelis !  crudelis  tu  magis  Orphen ! 
Oscula  cara  petens  rupisti  juisa  deorum ; 
Dignus  amor  veaia !  ■ 

Opm. 

Błbss'd  the  man,  wbose  perfect  sight 
Yiews  the  rays  of  beareuly  light ! 
Happy,  be  wbo  can  unbind 
The  chains  tbat  clog  the  fetter'd  mlnd ! 
Break,  from  the  ties  of  matter  forth, 
And  struggle  to  a  mental  birth  ? 

Se  his  £urydice's  sad  fate 
Deploring,  wretched  Orpheus  sate; 
And  with  soft  compl^ioiog  sound. 
Madę  the  eoeboiug  vale8  rasomd  I 
Meltiug  naturę  own'd  hit  skill, 
Porests  moT'd,  and  streams  were  still ! 
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BOYSFS  tOEU&. 


What  can  masie  not  a«u«g«  ? 
Savage8  fbrgot  their  nge, 
And  sobmitsiTe  at  his  feet, 
Lambs  with  harmleta  lions  iseet ; 
Bat  not  the  magie'  of  his  lyre 
Wbich  could  sooh  a  cbang«  iBSpire, 
Nor  all  the  Tirtues  of  his  art, 
Goald  ease  the  toitut^d  poet's  heart ! 
Seeking  thus  in  Tain  relief, 
Restlets,  rajpng,  wild  with  grief ! 
Higher  pow*rs  his  sait  disdaining, 
Down  he  went  to  Heli  oomptaining. 
There,  with  all  the  skill  he  took 
From  his  motber^s  sacred  book, 
A-new  he  nus*d  the  sołemn  sound, 
Wbich  wak'd  the  dismal  regioos  roandl 
FixM,  attenthre^  to  the  song 
The  gliding  gfaosts  unnumber^d  thraog; 
Form  nnind  his  stefM  aa  airy  choir, 
And  hang  upoi  the  voeal  lyre ! 
The  Fories,  in  their  gloomy  seat, 
Feel  their  oeaseless  ragę  abate; 
And  amidst  the  toils  of  Heli, 
Sttspended  stand  to  bear  the  spell: 
The  dog,  whose  yell  with  horrid  fright 
Wakes  the  remotest  oells  of  night, 
Now  charmM  to  silence  as  he  bears, 
Wisbes  his  tongaes  were  chang'd  to  ears ! 
Old  Charon,  proud  ^  sucb  a  goest» 
Taking  bim  in  forgets  the  rest, 
LeaTes  In  hastę  the  crowded  shores. 
And  with  softły  mo^ing  oars 
Steals  aloog  the  dusky  lakę ; 
Afraid  to  stir,  afraid  to  speak. 
Slow  he  rows  bis  heavy  boat, 
Goncem'd  to  lose  the  weakest  notę ! 
Tantalns  migbt  baTe  eaten  now 
At  large  of  tiie  suspended  bougb ; 
Bat  be,  all  thoaghts  of  banger  past; 
*  To  feed  his  hearing  stafv'd  his  taste. 
Ixion  felt  too  morę  his  wheel. 
And  Sysiphus  for  once  stood  stiU ; 
Wbile  from  Promelheas,  endless  prey ! 
The  torilriDg  yaltores  tiim*d  away ! 
And  now  at  Pluto*s  awful  throne, 
Orpheus  arriTM  renews  his  moan; 
And  inoreasing  with  bis  woe,^ 
Moro  sublime  hb  numbers  flbw  ! 
Matcblessnombers!  sarely  blessM 
Wbich  oou^d  toach  that  iron  breast, 
Hiat  ne'er  before  had  pity  folt, 
Yet  now  coostrainM  was  foicM  to  melt ; 
And  yielding  to  his  pow^rftil  prayer, 
G\ve  bim  back  the  long-sougfat  fair : 
DispleasM  to  see  a  form  of  day, 
So  tar  intrude  beneath  his  sway, 
*<  Cease,"  the  sullen  tyrant  cry'd, 
**  Take  restor*d  your  much  kyv'd  bride ! 
Bot  one  restrajot  a  gHt  must  bind, 
That  neyer  shall  be  matchM  in  kind  i 
Till  yon  reach  the  bounds  of  Ught, 
Command  yonr  look^^avert  yoar  sight: 
For  if  within  oiir  awfol  ooast 
You  once  look  back — the  prise  is  lost  I" 
60  said  the  god  bis  eyes  withdrew, 
And  shann*d  a  mortars  hated  Tiew ! 
But  who  to  loven  rolet  can  draw  ? 
Łove  to  himself  alone  is  law  I 
A»  well  he  migbt  forbear  to  give, 
Since  not  to  loiok  was  notto  Uve: 


Food  OipbMS,  ttow  his  wish  beitóarM, 
Retnns  with  joy  the  gtoony  load  ; 
And  now  theylelt  the  gloom  of  nigtat. 
Now  saw  the  distaot  glimpw  of  li^t» 
When  he,  no  longer  id>le  now 
To  cbeck  his  sight,  or  keep  his  tow, 
A  backward  giance  impatieot  cast, 
That hMk  his  fondestr-bnt  his  last! 
For  now  o*er  the  retnating  sbade 
New-gath'ring  cloods  of  darkness  s|iread. 
And  now  his  eym  ia  Tain  esplore, 
The  fleeting  ferm  be  saw  before^ 
Eorydice  is  now  do  morę  ! 
In  TMD  ber  naase  he  foodly  cries, 
Her  name  the  winding  Tault  replies  ; 
And  wild  he  leaves  the  hated  coast. 
His  paiot,  his  hopes,  his  treasoie  lost  1 

WORAŁ. 

Thb  morał  of  th'  iostractJTe  tale  be  this, 
That  all  below  wbo  seek  for  oertain  bliis ; 
Whetber  ambitton,  riches,  love,  or  fiune 
Oiye  the  rain  passioo  its  distingnishM  name ! 
Will  eqaal  grief  and  disappointment  find. 
And  sii^dog  lea^e  the  shadowy  joy 
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PART  I. 


,  Smit  with  tbe  love  of  sacred  foogp 

t  ieed  00  thougbts  that  Tolontary  moTe 
Harmonioas  numbera,  m  the  wakefal  bird 
Sts  darkling,  ainl  in  thadiest  covert  hid 
Tnnes  her  nootnnial  notę.  Milton. 

Me  quoque  Matarum  stadiutn  sub  nocte  silenti 
Artibua  assuetis  soticitare  solet.  Claudiaa. 


NATURĘ: 

A  rOBM  OCCAStOKBD  VY  SEKINO  TBI  PAŁACB  AMD  PARK  OF 
DAŁKKITB,  ANKO  MDCCSZIII. 

Ęgo  loudo  ruris  amcenae 

RiYDSf  et  1DU8C0  circumlita  saaca,  neinaiqne. 

^  Virg. 

10  na  KiGiiT  BOMouaAau 
THE  EARL  OF  DAŁKEITH, 

BŁDBffT  fOM  TO 
ail  ORAGB  THB  nUKB  OF  BUCCŁBUOB, 
TBIS  BSIAY  IS  MOfT  BUlfBŁT  lNlCatB£D> 

BY  THB  AOTHOB. 

NATURĘ. 

A  rOBK. 


Qao  me  muia  rapis  tam 


Plenum  ł  quc  in  nemora,.aat  qa08  agor  in  specas, 
Vei<»  mente  nora  ?  ♦•♦♦♦♦* 

**♦♦♦  Ut  mihi  derio 
RnpeR,  et  Tacanm  nemus 
Mirari  libet !  Hor. 

I ASK  not  PhoebuB,  nor  tbe  labled  nine. 

To  rale  the  Terse,  or  liivoar  my  design : 

Of  natnre'!  beaaties»  ra^isb^d,  wbile  I  sing ; 

Aid  me,  tboa  matehlem  poir'r  from  whoói  they 

^ringl 
By  wboae  supremę  eommaod,  profbse  tbey  rise, 
And  in  a  thousand  forms  attract  óur  eyes. 

Shall  Windsor's  graves  irben  all  their  bloom  is  iost, 
In  sacred  Yerse  unfading  yerdure  boast  ? 
SObaU  Oooper*8  Hill,  for  erer  dear  to  fiime, 
Preaenre  its  hbuoun  lasting  as  its  name  ? 
And^śhall  oblińon  stiil  a  soene  oonceal  ? 
That  yields  to  neither,  ,were  it  koown  as  well. 

But  how  sball  words  the  varied  plan  disolose, 
Like  native  life,  wbat  faint  resembiance  glows ! 
Yet  woald  tbe  Muse,  enamour^d  of  ber  tbeme^ 
As  pleasM  sbę  rores  on  Esca^s  Baasy  stream, 
The  bkxN&ing  wooders  thatsnrromid  ber  sing, 
And  loucb  once  morę  the  kng  nnpiactis^d  string. 

Kor  tbou  illustrious  prinpe !  wbocn  Hearen  ordains 
Lord  of  these  groves,  and  all  the  neighb*ring  swains 
Disdain  the  yerse, — but  mild  the  Muse  reoeiTe, 
And  to  ber  rural  notes  attention  gi^e, 
That  iaithful  would  th'  united  charms  repeat, 
Whieb  art  and  naturę  lend  thy  princely  seat. 

Clasp*d  in  the  arms  of  two  surrounding  floods, 
Compass'd  with  gentle  hiUs  and  ńnnę  woods,     * 
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On  a  green  bank  the  beauteoas  fabric  staods, 
And  tbe  subjeeted  stream  with  pride  commands. 
Wbat  tho'  no  lofty  domes  project  in  air, 
Or  lengtben'd  oolonnades  with  pomp  appear ; 
Yet  is  the  whole  in  stmple  state  design'd, 
Plaiuand  majestic,  like  ber  mighty  mind ; 
From  Gotbic  min,  and  obscure  disgrace, 
Who  rai8'd  the  slumb'riog  genius  of  the  place, 
And  fix*d  the  mansion  of  ber  futurę  race. 

Within  colłected,  all  the  beauties  lie 
That  art  can  form,  or  foreign  lands  supply ; 
Herę  thć  fair  pillar  rears  its  polish'd  height. 
And  with  its  harmony  detains  the  sight ; 
There  the  great  works  tbe  master  pencil  drew 
Start  from  tbe  walłs,  and  swell  to  meet  the  Tiew ! 
How  just  each  stroke  !  how  soft  each  flówing  linę 
In  erery  piece,  wbat  strong  perfections  shine '. 
I  ask,  whence  light  and  shade  such  pow'r  deriTC, . 
And  think  the  animated  flgores  Itye! 
Thro'  ev'ry  part,  delighted,  as  I  stray, 
New  beauties  catch  me,  and  retard  my  way. 
Now  Tndia^s  rich  grotesques,  with  vivid  dy«s, 
In  gay  ooofasion  płay  befbre  my  eyes ; 
And  tbe  bright  labours  of  the  artfUl  loom, 
With  painteid  grace,  embellish  e\ery  room: 
Wbile  śbining  mirrors,  with  a  siWer  gleam, 
Reflect  the  hanging  trees  and  winding  stream : 
But  all  so  rang^d^  so  elegantly  placM, 
As  showrthe  oost  inIMor  to  the  taste. 

Proud  of  the  treasures  it  conceaPd  within, 
So  baye  I,  unadomM,  a  casket  seen, 
Which,  open'd,  did  surprising  wealth  unfbid, 
India's  bright  gems,  and  bright  Peruvian  gold. 

Preserv*d  by  time,  here  beauty  seems  to  breathe. 
And  mooks  the  spite  of  age,  and  darts  of  Death ; 
Renew'd  by  Lely's,  or  by  Kneller's  band, 
Angelic  forms !  the  British  charmers  stand ! 
And  such  tbe  force  of  life-resembling  art, 
Still  touch  tbe  soul,  and  triumph  o*er  the  heart. 

There   plac'd   on   high  the  royal  youth  ap^ 
pears, 
Wbose  early  fiite  demands  the  Mu8e'8  tears ; 
Beneath  tbe  chief  the  generous  courser  rears. 
And  seems  transported  with  the  weight  be  bcńirs  : 
How  sweet  his  look,  how  gallant  is  his  air  1 
WarKke  as  Mars,  sind  as  Adonis  foir ! 
But  doom'd,  alas,  by  destiny,  to  prore 
Ambition's  Tictim,  aiid  the  8lave  of  Iotc  ! 
With  all  the  gifts  adom'd  that  man  could  boast. 
His  opening  Tirtues  just  display'd,  and  losf. 
liDst  in  etemal  night  his  rising  fome, 
And  not  a  Muse  to  vindtcate  his  name  j 
Heroic  Monmouth  !  could  my  feeble  lay 
Thy  early  dawn  of  ezcellence  display ; 
With  sacred  laurels  should  thy  temples  shine. 
And  yield  a  slender  wreath  to  sbdter  minę. 

So  does  the  Sun  his  orient  beams  display. 
And  gires  the  promise  of  a  smilmg  day ; 
When  e^er  be  reach  his  foir  meridian  height, 
Opposing  clouds  conceal  him  from  our  sight ; 
Till  Iost  in  darkness  to  his  foli  be  bends. 
And  TciPd  in  night  his  moumful  progress  ends. 

Bat  see  wbat  beauties  bless  th'  adjacent  ground, 
Wbat  wild  romantic  prospects  rise  aroond ! 
In  silence  here,  nnriTalM  Naturę  reigns, 
Blooms  in  the  wood,  and  smiles  alopg  the  plains ; 
With  all  ber  native  charms  allnres  the  heart, 
And  for  disdaras  the  mimie  foree  of  art 

Here  when  Aurora  with  ber  crimson  dyes 
Procłaims  tbe  day,  and  stains  tbe  blushing  skies ; 
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While  tbe  bright  dew  bespMgks  all  Ibe  plMB, 
And  goft  tbe  wakflful  iuk  wmtms  btr  iliim ; 
Od  some  fair  bank,  wbere  cirdiąg  nators  ptay, 
The  placid  sce^e  atteDtive  I  iiinFey ; 
Wbile  round  my  beadtbe  baimy  ztęhfn  bwtht. 
And  the  elear  stroam  in  jnurmun  Aow  baocatii : 
From  tbese  my  piwions  gantly  Icam  to  omm^ 
And  leave  my  loul  eom|>oa'd  to  paace  and  kura. 

Tis  hot— aod  Pbcabus  shiiMi  iata— iy  bright; 
Tite  dark  receuea  of  tbe  wood  iwrite: 
Where  auoioot  oaJu  their  lacred  biaaehfla  węnad. 
And  court  tbe  waiid*i«r  to  tbe  KtaM  ibade; 
Włth  cooscious  awe  I  ▼iew  tbe  gloam  aromd. 
And  eoftiy  tread  alo^  tbe  peaMlul  ground. 
There  the  steep  precipioe,  wiib  craggy  brow, 
Haogs  o'er  the  deep,  and  forras  an  arcb  betów ! 
Scarce  tbe  loat  eye  peroaivet  the  windiog  flood, 
From  woods  tbat  risei, — and  ii  kit  in  wood. 
With  noise  unbeaid  it  roUs  itt  crystal  wawa. 
And  faintly  glitters  tbro  tbe  quiY*ripgleaTea: 
While  distant  hilb  a  vaiied  proąiect  yieM, 
And  golden  banreeta  float  alóng  tbe  Aeld. 

The  deer  now  eeek  the  ftbelter  of  tbe  grore, 
Or  thro'  tbe  forent  unmoletf  ad  rove : 
Some  lie  repos'd,  while  otbera  carjeleaa  itray» 
And  their  young  eporttye  fiwns  araa«d  tbon  play. 
How  bappy  they,  wbo  bere.eą3ey,  at  eaie» 
Natare*8  fint  bteśsings,  liberty  and  peace! 
While  wretched  mao,  tbe  «la«e  of  bopea  and  Imh, 
Tbro'  life  soitains  a  traip  of  eodieBB  cares; 

Kound  the  fair  paik  tbe  guardian  men  glide  *, 
Now  seem  to  meet,  and^aow  their  anae  di^idet 
Like  aome  cąy  nympb  tbe  ioutbern  Naiade  plays, 
And  tbro'  tbeoeads  and  gioTes  ioigetful  ateayi ; 
Włth  wanton  grace  sbe  batbea  ber  flew^ty  ah»na» 
Abd  each  new  object  aeema  to  cbaage  ber  aowae: 
But  like  some  ▼igocoos  k>f  er,  ted  aod  young, 
The  northem  water  awiftly  rolls  aloog ; 
Tbro*  robks  and  woods  precipitatea  bia  pM»^ 
.Aod  seiaea  unobserv'd  tbe  aecrot  place, 
From  whence  he  ruthes  to  the  nympb*f  embrace : 
Sweird  with  bis  priae  he  proodiy  ciits  tbe  plaio. 
And  fiows  exulting  to  bif  paranf  loam. 

0oae  by  tbe  wid*ning  rłver'9  Terdant  ade 
8ee  lovely  Smeaton  rise  with  rural  pride' ! 
As  waits  some  la^oiirite  Oraoe  on  beauty'i 
At  distance  lo  the  cbaming  bow*r  is  seen ; 
Pomona  bare  ber  endtesa  traasures  porni. 
And  Flomaniles  along  the  AowVy  abores ! 
Herę  gnreatnesttwearied  with  iti  nam 
Finds  oft  the  secfet  ebarms  of  a  ratraat ; 
Witbin  the  soft  recess  reoliMS  its  bead. 
And  feelatbe  calnmess  of  tbe  peaoeful  shade. 
The  iength'ning  sbadows,  and  tbe  eoaler  sir, 
Tbe  soft  approacb  of  e^ening  nofwidaclaite.  - 
In  a  fair  vmle,  thai  eoaiti  the  aiHing  8mi, 
I  end  tbe  plestsures  tbat  the  day  b^gnn. 
Befbre  my  eye  a  ri«MRg  grwe  tpipnaini; 
The  puriing  wateisebotb«y  ffwfiib^d  ean; 
The  waibling  birds  ^eir  itaueAil  songs  repeat. 
And  tbe  sad  t«Etle  mumursior  bar  aate : 

'  The  park  is  summndad  by  the  tarodren  of 
North  and  Soath  JĘ|ik,.wbich  meet  st  tbe  łower  end 
of  it,  aud  fali  togetiwr  ioto  th0  jea  at  MomU 
burgb. 

'  A  beautifnl  retreat  boilt  at  tbe  ealicasity  of 
tbe  park,  below  the  condnenoe  (tf  the  twe  riwm, 
and  surronnded  with  Aote  gardew ;  lo  wbich  his 
Graee  has  latały  added  consideraUe  ioproraatants 


Toach'd  with  her  pUintive  woe,  to  beralone 
T  listen,  and  concehre  her  griefii  my  own. 
From  grateful  toil  repoe'd,  1  gendy  rctt ; 
And  all,  unmis^d,  tbe  spaets  of  naturę  taste : 
Sweets  tbat  for  erer  please,  but  neter  cby. 
And  fili  tbe  virtuousmiod  with  conitant  joy ! 
llatere.  thou  pow*r  dinnely  Mr  and  youagt 
Like  the  Orsat  Beiagfram  wboai 
Uoweari^datill,  ihe  blessiogs  I  eiploie, 
Wbich  o'er  the  eaith  thy  haoda  hioesH 
And  wbiłe  I  Yiew  thy  werfcs  with  tbod  delight. 
Wealth  and  ambition  nmish  from  my  sight: 
I  lotbe  tbe  giddy  pleasores  of  the  town  ; 
I  long  to  taste  thy  purer  joys  alooe; 
I  ooBft  the  gioom,  and  sigh  to  be  unknowa ! 
With  enTKKis  eyes  bebold  tbe  sbepberd's  łot, 
In  shades  wbo  dwells  oontenled,  tbo*  fiorgot ; 
And  wiab  tha  blii^  Aiom  noiae  aod  bnńiiem  fin^ 
To  Uto  in  silwnca    and  oonveiBe  with  tbee ! 

Beneatb  tbe  sbade  of  Windaor*s  lofty  groftc^ 
On  sH^er  Tbames,  as  Eaton'8  Moses  rore  ; 
Nor  do  tbe  Nine  on  EBca*8  bank  disdain 
To  cboose  a  śbelter,  and  renew  their  strain: 
While  tbese  fair  scenek  to  leamed  ease  inrite. 
And  bei^ten  flantempiation  to  deligbt  I 
Witbin  this  Uess^d  retreat  tbe  Britisb  youlh 
Are  taught  tbe  lo^e  of  ▼irtne^  and  of  trutb ; 
And  from  tbe  patterns  of  preceding  days, 
Leam  foy  just  merit  to  arrive  at  prcńse: 
Prom  ancient  berocs  catch  the  aob&e  fire, 
In6am'd,  to  practise  whattbey  first  adoture; 
While  4iealttilii1  enercise  the  mind  onbends, 
And  health  and  stndy  awe  eaob  other'8  eods: 
I  yiew  tbe  bappy  scbool, — and  tbenoe  prasage 
The  iiiir  sucoession  of  a  rising  age. 

And  now  descending  Irom  ber  sbort^1iT'd 
Tb'  advent'rous  Muse  restrams  her  fuithcr  flight 
Raloctant,  closes  the  uaeąual  stnin, 
And  leaves  with  lingaring  ślepe  the  lovdy  pUmi 
Pleas'd,  tbat  the  bauties  of  n  place  so  Hk 
Have  fint,  tho'  faintiy,  been  deseńb^d  by  hec 
Her  bombler  nomben  if  tbe  eritics  bUoic^ 
Beibre  tbey  censure,  let  them  ^iew  ber  theaie: 
Where  nolhRig  niee  or  regnlar  has  part. 
But  all  is  naitbre,  oodisgnis'd  with  a«t. 


LOVE  JND  MAJBSrr. 
nasaswirmi  aimiaMa  1718. 

Non  bene  conYeniunt,  nec  in  una  aede  monnUir 
Majestas  et  amor 


Op  passions  widely  diAsrent  and  eKtiMM^ 
Sing,  Masę,  regftrdless  of  the  eritio^  blance 
Love  and  atabkion  be  the  daring  theme. 
In  ligMsdislHiet  the  jarri^g  natnres  show, 
And  how  united  Mdły  th^  glow. 

How  c«B  ambition  fire  the  softenM  soni, 
Where  Ioto  om  wting  -eijoys  tbe  wbele  \ 
How  eaa  the  prideof  at^Htrary  tway 
Onit  aH  its  boasted  glorks  to  obey  \ 
Can  empire  deign  to  stoop  se  mesauy  down, 
And  beauty  trampie  on  the  soT^teign  crown  \ 

And  3rct  win  kMre  nopow'r  superior  bear, 
Robbtd-ofdistHMStion*  all  are  eqoals  there ! 
There  all  agrse  to  qnit  the  shows  of  states, 
Pńncea  wre  sli|veS|  aad  khigs  no  hmger  great; 
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And  while  unrindlM  besuly  beais  the  iwny, 
Et^  tyrante  ttoop,  and  coiM|ii«igrt  obey  1 

How  masy  by  tbra  fatel  sirife  hswe  MU 
In  e?ery  age  biitoric  raoorda  tell, 
fUm  many  baroet  here  ba? e  mei  tbeir  doom  ? 
This  kwt  great  Aniony  tbe  world  of  RomAi 
'T  was  tbis  tfae  nemorablamiion  ty'd» 
Between  tbe  Trojan  prinoe  and  Spartan  brida; 
For  wbicb  tbe  6od*s  tremendoua  i«ge  came  down. 
And  laid  in  ruina  Troy's  dewted  town : 
Tbis  faial  sbining  meteor  led  astmy 
The  bapkss  steps  of  loog  buneoted  Gray ; 
Wfao  chose  tbe  lot  ber  judgment  disapproT^dy 
And  only  reign'd,  becaoae  too  mucb  she  loT'd ; 
For  ber  etemai  shall  tbe  Mosca  rnonn. 
And  batbe  with  tears  tbe  Royal  MartyHs  nnk 

Twas  tbia  tbat  8ttlly'd  galUmt  Mabomefs  name. 
And  Tobb'^  tbe  sułtan  of  his  peaoa  aod  fiune : 
Hen  let  tbe  Muse  aa  awfiil  instanee  pnyre, 
How  iU  anbition  shares  the  throne  witb  loTe. 
Of  tbe  ilinstnous  Kne  of  Osman  bom, 
l4»g  had  be  royaky  witb  bononr  worn ; 
His  growiDg  eBpire*8tietch'd  Irom  shore  to  shore, 
Where  ne*er  tbe  siWer  cresoent  shone  belbre. 
And  oow  from  war  ratnraiag  wiUi  mpfkamt, 
(Tbe  san  attcndant  of  a  prasperoos  eause  1) 
To  fair  Irene^s  channs  be  falls  a  prey, 
And  throws  for  love  his  mąjesty  away ! 
New  passions  now  bis  alter*dmind  en^y, 
And  fili  bis  basom  witb  tuBoRnoos  joy  1 
Now  witb  alluring  arts  be  sootbs  tbe  fur. 
His  fiuM  fofgot,  and  ałl  the  pomp  of  war  ; 
Each  day  oonsam*d  in  lai«oisbing  deligtal, 
In  pleasingriotspenteaeb  happy  nigbt!  . 
Wbile  stiU  new  joyn  'm  soft  snocession  move, 
And  lost  in  ease,  he  giv8s  a  hiose  to  lofe ! 

Wbile  tbus  entranc'd  in  the  delońTe  scenę, 
Tbe  fond  enamour'd  prince  forgets  to  reign ; 
His  mnrm'ring  slaves  against  •his  life  conspir^ 
The  loose  militia  catcb  tbe  fttctioas  flie ; 
Loodly  tbe  hardy  janisars  complain. 
And  taz  his  pleasores  m  tbe  boMest  strain : 
Too  ląte  he  sees  tbe  gath*ring  sfeonn  appear. 
And  trembliag  lo?e  Ant  bids  the  beio  fear  I 
Too  late  he  finds  himself  involT>d  in  woe» 
He  scons  to  fly,  yet  dreads  to  meet  the  bknr  ; 
Now  calls  to  miad  his  fonner  triorapbs  won. 
And  bloshing  sees  how  irst  bis  lora  begun  ; 
Now  weepn;  beanty  rises  to  bis  sigbt, 
And  pnts  each  stera  resoba  at  onoe  to  fligbt: 
Wbile  by  a  tboosand  stroggling  passions  tost, 
He  ey es  tbe  port,  and  sigbs  for  safety  lost  1 

Irenę  now  in  all  her  chaims  appearM, 
And  the  brigbt  Tision  all  his  bosom  cheer'd; 
8o  breaks  the  San  a  moment  through  tbe  dood, 
Wbose  gath'ring  shades  again  bis  Imtn  shroud, 
And  darfciy  braodmg  o^er  th'  aifirigbted  skies, 
Tbe  thnnder  gmmblcs  and  the  ligbf  nmg  iics  ; 
Straight  wilb  wUd  looki,  and  eyes  that  fleitsely  loll, 
Whieh  well  bcspoke  the  Icmpest  of  bis  sonl, 
He  seisM  the  tremhiing  fOr— and  by  the  band 
Ha  led  ber  blnshing  to  the  gnat  divan, 
Where  every  eye  her  fisnltlesB  form  adoHd, 
And  half  absolT*d  the  weakneH  of  thoir  lord; 
There  while  witb  deep  attention  młx>d  with  dnad, 

All  waited  the  eveiit ! ^The  sułtan  said, 

*'  Regaid  the  beanties  of  this  matehlass  ^me, 
Andcease,yealgectslaTisl  your  loid  to  Marne ! 
If  I  have  err>d,  soch  beaiity  is  the  canse, 
AnA  who  80  saTage  not  to  own  its  kwt  ? 
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Yet  stiU  himaelf,  jom  loid,  saparior  knows. 

Nor  pnoe  foifats  tbe  sonrce  from  wbenee  be  rosę ; 

Since  theo  Irene's  channs  baw  cans^d  your  bata 

Sbe  ftdb,  by  me,  a  ▼ictim  to  tbe  state. ^ 

So  said  :^-hi8  shining  scymetar  dispUy'd, 
Ftall  oa  her  snowy  neck  disobai|:*d  l^e  laid ; 
Her  trembling  lips  yet  murmur'd  as  they  fell, 
And  seem'd  to  bid  ber  orael  lord— farewell ! 

Tbe  dread^  task  peffonn'd  :-*«gain  in  arms^ 
Witb  wasting  war  tbe  nations  be  alanns) 
There  moornsjiis  lalal  sncrifioe  in  gore^ 
ftegolW  to  coQqoer, — but  to  lorę  no  morę ! 


TBE  fORCE  OF  LOFE. 

A  PASTORAŁ  B88AT. 

wiriTEii  Uf  na  tsak  1782. 

Multa  putan8,animoque  sortem  miseratus  iniąnam. 

Yirff. 

Wheeb  Kelrin^s  winding  streams  in  mnnnurs  play. 
And  through  the  meads  to  join  iair  Giotta  stray ; 
Beneatb  tbe  corert  of  a  spreading  shade, 
In  pensire  mood  a-eomely  youth  was  laid ; 
Fiz'd  on  the  ground  his  down-cast  eyes  were  seen 
The  oniy  mouroer  on  tbe  flow'ry  green! 
At  random  o'er  tbe  wide  extended  meąd, 
Hiś  flock  regardless  of  their  master  stray^d ; 
The  cbeerfiil  birds  through  tbe  sorrounding  grores, 
In  gladsome  notes,  procIaimM  their  yemal  Ioves ! 
While  the  sad  swain  no  joy,  no  pleasnre  knew, 
From  what  iospir^d  their  songs,  bis  sorrows  grew ; ' 
And  lorę  tbat  bid  their  tnnefoi  measures  flow, 
loye,  cruel  love  bad  caus'd  tbe  8bepherd'8  woe ; 
T  was  tbus  eztended  on  tbe  flow'ry  ground. 
His  alter^d  fnend  tbe  young  Alezts  found  ; 
Witb  kindly  greeting  be  accosts  tbe  swain, 
And  tbus  inquires  the  reason  of  his  pain. 


If  well  known  firiendship  on  my  side  can  plead, 

Or  sirong  entreaty  can  thy  sonl  persuade ; 

To  me  be  just,  and  to  tbyself  be  kind. 

And  tell  the  tronble  tbat  distraets  thy  mind; 

Long  bas  some  secret  śuguisb  hurt  thy  rest. 

And  like  a  canker  festeHd  in  tby  (»reast; 

Long  hast  thou  left  thy  pipę  and  blithsome  song, 

Thy  fbllow-shepherds  and  the  rurat  throng ; 

Wbo  moom  tby  cbaage,  and  wbile  they  sbaro  tby 

Inąuire  tbe  motives^  but  inquire  in  yain ;       [pain, 

Thougb  bid  tbeoanse,  its  sad  effects  are  seen, 

In  tbe  wan  face,  and  melancholy  mień ; 

In  rain  to  lonely  wilds  Menalcas  goes. 

And  seeks  in  silence  to  sńppress  bis  woes  I 

His  flock  neglected,  once  his  iaT*rite  care, 

flis  słlent  rrad  too  well  tbose  woes  declare ; 

Then  tell,  my  friend,  if  1  mistakenprove, 

Tbis  wond*rous  cbange  is  all,  The  Furce  of  Łore. 

MBNAŁCAS. 

Beside  me,  dear  Akaris !  takeaseat. 
And  bear  thy  poor  Menalcas*  bapless  late ! 
From  thee,  alas!  what  sorrows  can  be  bidę  ? 
too  well  tbe  Ihtal  passion  has  be  tiry>d  !-* 
GarelesB  I  onoe  presum'd  to  stigbt  its  pow^r, 
Olad  was  eacb  mom,  and  joyAil  every  bour; 
Free  and  unfistler'd  as  tbe  wanton  air, 
I  pais*d  my  time,  nor  knew  a  tbougbtof  care; 
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Bat  oh !  too  well  has  ŁoTe  reTeDg'd  his  cante, 
A  od  tanght  my  beart  to  own  his  injnr^d  lawu ; 
Weil  has  the  cruel  boy  perfonn'd  bis  part, 
And  poui^d  out  all  his  renotn  through  my  baart ; 
From  fatal  beauty,  oh  my  friend,  remove, 
And  leani  by  me  to  dfead  The  Foioe  of  Lo^e. 

AUZII. 

Prooeed,  my  dear  Menalcas  I  torelate, 
The  sad  occasion  that  broaght  on  thy  iate ; 
And  name  the  iair,  wbose  eoUłiiess,  or  disdain, 
Thus  fiłls  thy  eyes  with  tears,  thy  breast  with  paia  ? 

MENALCAS. 

Hear  tben,  Alexi8,  nhat  I  scarce  can  tell, 
So  much  reflection  bids  my  sorrows  swell: 
Well  may^st  thou  mind  the  day  on  Glasgow  greeo, 
The  fair  assembly  of  our  nymphs  was  seen ; 
The  beauteous  throng  indifferent  I  survey>d, 
And  through  the  crowd,  as  chance  directed,  strayM; 
Secure  bebeld  Corinna's  piercing  eye. 
And  pass'd  MelisWs  air  unbeeded  by  i 
CarelesB  I  wander^d—all  devoid  of  fear. 
But  ob,  the  fatal  rasbness  cost  me  dear ! 
For  loTely  Flora,  on  tbat  luckless  day, 
Soon  madę  my  beart  a  weak  unguarded  prey ;  ' 
Such  was  ber  smiling  look,  ber  easy  grace. 
And  all  the  charms  that  revel  in  her  face ! 
Tboughtiess  I  rush^d  into  the  pleasing  snare. 
Nor  dreamt  that  mischief  oould  appear  so  fair ; 
Tben  first  my  soul  this  new  emotion  fóund. 
And  felt  the  symptoms  of  its  recent  wound  $ 
I  gaz*d  in  transport  whiie  the  maid  wasnigh, 
But  when  she  left  me^— what  a  wretch  grew  I  ? 
Soon  as  the  beauteous  shepherdess  was  gone, 
I  felt,  but  all  too  late,  I  was  undooe ! 
In  yain  amidst  the  siłence  of  the  grove» 
I  thought  in  solitude  to  Taiiquish  love ; 
In  Tain  the  strangest  aid  of  reason  try'd> 
To  overcome  the  passion— or  to  hide ; 
Till  urg'd  at  last  by  the  distraoting  grief, 
I  from  the  nympb  bersdf  implor*d  relief; 
Morę  deaf  than  rocks,  or  the  tempestuous  main, 
Unmov'd  she  beard  my  passion  and  my  pain  i 
AU  i  could  urge,  her  cruel  beart  to  moTe, 
She  said  she  pity'd — but  deny*d  me  Love. 

AŁBZI8. 

,  I  moom,  my  friend,  a  paasioo  so  sincere 
Shoiild  meet  retums  so  distant,  so  severe ; 
Hard !  that  a  nympb,  wbo  can  such  graces  show, 
Sbould  thus  refuse  to  mitigate  tby  woe ; 
Then  rise,  my  friend,  and  break  the  senrile  chain, 
Assert  thy  reason,  and  be  free  again  ! 
For  sooner  may'st  thou  hope  the  winds  to  raOTO, 
As  fiz  inconstant  Flora's  beart  to  Love. 

MSKAŁCAS. 

Ah  1  no— -in  rain  I  strive  my  fata  to  fly. 
By  Flora's  rigour  most  Menalcas  die ! 
Yet  to  the  fair,  let  no  false  charge  be  laid, 
Since  dying  1  sbould  wrong  her,  to  upbraid  j 
What  fąult  can  taint  such  sweetly  blooming  yoatb } 
All  there  is  Innocence  and  nati^e  tmth  ! 
What  crime  in  ber  she  cannot  ease  my  pains, 
Or  smile  on  him  wbom  destiny  disdains  ? 
But  oh,  ber  coldness  hangs  npon  my  beart. 
And  strikes  a  latał  damp  thmugh  CTery  part ! 
The  deadly  cbilness  seizes  every  ▼etn, 
^v*n  life  itself  giyes  way  to  her  disdain  I 


Adien  ye  lawns !  and  erery  DeigbbMng  gmre^ 
Each  oonscioos  witness  of  despairing  1ove ; 
Ye  rocks !  wbose  echos  did  my  sighs  repeal; 
Ye  streams,  so  oft  increasM  by  my  regret ; 
Adieu  ye  ilocks !  your  master*s  fond  delight. 
His  charge  by  day,  his  tender  care  by  nigfat ; 
Some  happier  swain  shall  lead  yoli  o*er  tbe 
When  lost  Menalcas  shall  no  morę  be  seen  ? 
Stung  with  the  ragę  of  unremitting  pains ; 
In  Taio  to  woods  or  wmves  the  wret^  oomplaina, 
In  Tain  aroand  these  plains  I  bopdess  rove. 
No  care  can  heal  tbe  cmel  Force  of  Lorę. 

AŁBX1S. 

Oreat  is  the  grief,  Menalcas,  I  sostaioy 
To  see  thee  Uias,  nor  can  rdiere  thy  pain ! 

0  ooold  my  prayen  the  sooraful  yii^gin  mofe^ 
Soon  shonld  she  meet  thy  yows  witb  eqaal  love  ! 
For  weU,  my  friend,  I  know  Ii>Te^  powhrful  ómt. 
And  feel  its  fbrce— «  stianger  to  tlw  sjoiart; 
Nor  kNug  did  I  its  worst  of  pains  endnre, 

Tbe  band  tbat  gaye  the  woond  bestov'd  the  coses 
Soon  as  I  could  my  secret  grief  impart, 
Emilia,  stranger  to  her  Bex's  ait ! 
Serenely  smiling  bid  my  anguisb  cease. 
And  yieldiog  sooth>d  my  troobled  sool  to  peace ! 
liong  haye  we  matual  i^lt  the  iaithfal  flame^ 
Our  minds  united,  and  oar  yows  the  same ! 
Yet  fate,  wboae  ragę  do  mortal  can  disann, 
Detains  her,  stilł  ibrbid  my  bnging  arm ; 
GonstrainM  in  flatt'ring  hope  tbe  time  to  paa% 
Till  Heay*n  shall  giye  her  to  my  Ibod  embnce ! 
Thos  of  our  lot*  impatieut  we  cooplain 
Ofibftune,  I;  andtboaof  cold  disdaia. 
Beloy*d  and  loying,  yet  debarr^d  the  btiss 
So  mucb  I  prize,  so  ardently  I  wish, 

1  feel  the  strong  emotions  of  a  mind, 
Engag^d  by  lioadneas,  and  by  fate  dióoin'd ! 
Wbile  from  suocessiess  loye  thy  tormeot  flows, 
And  cruel  beauty  canses  ail  thy  woes ! 

0  could  I  touch  tbat  too  relentlesi  heait, 
That  thus  refuses  to  reliere  thy  smart  > 

Bot  useless  berę  my  slender.skiU  wonld  provc, 
Since  yerse  itself  is  but  tbe  slave  of  love  ; 
In  yain  would  tuneful  numbers  bar  ita  coorse, 
Since  tiipeiul numbersbot augment its Ibice ; 
*T  is  reaaoo  only  can  restore  tby  peace, 
Can  only  bid  tbe  stmggiing  pasBons  cease ; 
Alone,  can  all  thy  grielB  aod  pains  leinufa. 
And  triumpb  o*er  tbe  boasted  Foroe  of  Loffe ! 

MBMAŁCAS. 

In  yain  tbe  wisest  arguments  I  nse, 
Still  where  I  fly,  my  eyil  fate  pnisues  | 
No  morę— these  uuayailing  tean  fcriiear> 
Menalcas'  only  refiige  is  dcspair ! 
In  yain  I  atriye  to  act  a  manly  pait. 
And  drive  tbe  lurking  poison  from  my  beait; 
Still  with  ber  image  is  my  soul  poBK88*d, 
Still,  still,  she  triumpbs  in  my  bleeding  breast, 
There,  there,  with  arbitrary  sway  she  reigns, 
Beats  in  each  nenre,  and  burns  throogh  aJl  my. 
With  fbrce  superior  I  no  morę  contest,        [yeias ! 
No  morę  I  Ibndly  hope  for  distant  reat; 

1  go«--oomiMBlPd  by  Fate*s  nnoommon  ragę, 
In  savage  wilds  my  passion  to  aiswage  $ 

To  distant  lands  by  Flora*s  seoni  1  fly. 
By  Flora's  soom  in  distant  lands  to  die ! 
Adieu,  ODoa  morę  ye  nieads,  ye  gioyes,  ye  P^^ijM*. 
Ye  streams,  ye  biids,  ye  ilocks,  ye  frieńdly  i 


POEMS.    PART  I. 


Jbid  thoa,  Alezi%  ah^herd  most  bdorM, 
Wbow  iaith  and  tendemeas  so  oft  I  'Te  prov'd, 
Kećeive  the  highest  wish  I  ca|i  bestow, 
1^  paioi  I  sd&r — may'at  thoa  ne^er  know ! 
Slill  may  thy  joyi  eacb  circliog  year  increaae, 
With  beauty  bkas^d,  and  crown'd  with  lasting  peaoe! 
SUU  in  my  grateful  mind  thy  name  shall  lirę, 
PdsMMM  of  all  the  love  I  've  left  to  giye } 
Kor  yet  tbis  tlender  pipę  refose  to  take» 
Kor  tlight  the  present  for  Menalcas'  sake! 
For  useless  now  the  science  I  decUne, 
Masie  bas  cbarms  for  caJmer  souls  tban  minę ! 
Adiea!  for  destiny  forbids  my  stay, 
And  loudly  calts  tbis  ling'ring  wretch  away  i 
O  LoTe  I  thoa  tyrant  god !  in  deserts  bred, 
In  saTage  wastes  by  woWes  and  tygers  fed. 
By  thee  tormented,  from  mankind  I  ro^e, 
Wbat  can  resist  tby  ragę,  relentlem  Loye ! 
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Foibear,  Menalcas,  nor  witb  thb  exceas 
Of  grief,  yourself  increase  yoor  own  distress ; 
Onee  morę  let  friendship,  and  let  reason  move. 
And  aid  you  to  subdue  the  Force  of  Love. 

MBMAŁCAS. 

If  chance  shail  goide  you  to  the  fatal  place, 
Where  Fknra  does  the  bright  assembly  grace ; 
Oh  tell  the  maid  !— her  lost,  adoring  swain, 
Menalcas,  begs  her  pardon  to  dbtain ! 
Tell  ber  if  pity  should  ber  boiom  touch, 
That  pity  for  his  fate  is  not— too  mach  ! 
Tell  her  be  blessM  ber  with  bis  parting  breath, 
In  absence  loves  her,  loves  her  ev*n  in  death ! 
For  only  death  the  looted  flame  caa  move, 
And  end  the  tyrannizing  Force  of  Łove. 


He  said — and  straight  the  swain  confas*d  arose. 
For  now  decliniog  day  began  to  close ; 
And  as  along  the  path  the  shepherds  came, 
Which  gently  winded  with  the  winding  ttream ; 
Alesis  kindly  sought,  bot  sougfat  in  Tain, 
To  find  some  baltai  to  sooth  Menalcas'  pain  $ 
Bat  he  no  oomfort  from  his  coansels  fonnd, 
Still  were  his  thonghts  in  sallen  silence  drown'd ; 
And  now  with  easy  steps  approacbing  borne, 
Tbey  to  their  raral  oottages  were  come ; 
When  rińng  grief  did  poor  Menalcas  swell, 
Binoly'd  in  tears  he  bids  bis  friend— farewell ! 

Thcn  tnming  cr3r'd, "  Noart  can  passion  morę, 

Theae  endless  pains  must  i  ibr  erer  prove. 
And  ]rield  a  Tiotim  to  tbe  Force  of  Lorę !" 


TO  MIL  AIKMAN, 

OM  Ł  PIBGB  OP  HIS  FAUrtmO. 

As  Natnie  blushing  and  attoniA'd  ey'd 

Yonng  Aikman^s  dranght^-4nipriz'd  the  goddess 

ciy^d: 
**  Where  didst  thou  form,  rash  yonth  \   the  bold 

design 
To  teach  thy  laboors  to  resemble  minę  ? 
So  soft  thy  coloarBy  yet  so  jott  thystrofce, 
That  nndetermin^d  jOn  thy  work  I  k»k ! 
To  crown  thy  art.  coiild'st  thoa  but  langaage  join, 
TbeforBhadą»oke— andcallMtheoonąueitthinel" 


VEnSEŚ 


OCCASIONKD  BY  SBStNO  THS  PICTUftS  OP  MARY  QDUK  OF 
SCOTB,  IW  THB  ROYAŁ  OAŁŁERY  OPTBB  PAŁACB  OF  HO- 
ŁYBOOn-RODSS,  BbINBDROB,  1738. 

Regnam  poteras  hoc  ore  mereri ! 

Quae  proprior  sceptris  fscies  ?  ąuis  dignior  fiulfli 
Yultus  ?  non  labra  rosK,  non  colla  pruinft, 
Non  crines  «quant  Yiolae,  nonlumina  flammc ! 

Claudian. 

Bbbołd,  spectator,  berę  a  form  desigoM, 
To  charm  all  hearts,  and  capti^ate  mankind ! 
See  that  majestic  mień,  that  matchless  face, 
What  awful  beauty  mtx>d  with  easy  grace ! 
Mark,  ftom  those  eyes  wbatlambent  glories  play, 
Pierce  througb  the  gloom,  and  form  surroundiog 
day!  • 

So  Iook'd  Maria,  when,  to  gain  her  love, 
Contending  kings  with  fond  ambltion  stroYc ; 
When  foctions  stroYC  to  own  ber  sorreign  pow* , 
Ąll  the  fond  cohtest,  who  should  first  adore ! 
When  cloyster*d  zealots  left  the  tempie  waste. 
And  crowds  stood  fix'd  to  see  her  as  she  past, 
Througb  foir  Latetia'8  streets  with  regal  state, 
While  every  look  dispensM  resistless  fate; 
Nor  rank,  nor  age  was  from  the  danger  free. 
And  only  thoee  were  safe, — ^who  could  not  see. 
:   Majestic  shade  ! — forgire  th*  emimour*d  Muse, 
Who  wbile  thy  sufferings,  and  tby  form  she  riews, 
In  sorrciw  lost,  deplores  tby  crael  fate; 
Wretched  as  iair,  unfortunate  as  great ! 
How  strong,  misUken  bigoŁs,  was  that  ragę 
Which  neither  charms,  nor  virtues  could  assuage? 
Which  with  unwearied  insolence  pursu'd 
Thy  sacred  life,  and  thirsted  for  thy  blood  ! 
First  drove  thee  on  the  rocks  thou  sought  to  shpn, 
Then  błam'd  thee  for  the  ills  themseWes  had  done; 
With  frequent  malice  all  thy  steps  8urTey*d, 
By  tums  deceir*d,  deserted,  or  betrayM ; 
To  thee,  fair  queen !  the  sacred  rights  of  kings, 
Ev'n  youth  and  innocence  were  belpless  thiugs : 
By  foctious  hands  eipelFd  thy  lawful  throne, 
Parsu'd,  revird,  imprisonM,  and  uodooe! 
TiU  forc'd  to  screen  thy  persecuted  bead, 
Thou  to  tby  greatest  foe  for  safety  fled  ; 
By-wbom,  all  bospitable  ties  forget, 
(H«r  celebrated  reign's  etemal  biot !) 
The  kindred  bands  of  majesty  and  blood, 
New  woes  iuflicted  must  increase  tby  load ; 
CooflnM,  for  years  on  yean,  a  heayy  train, 
WhileHeaY'n  look'd  down,  and  princes  sa'd  in  Yain; 
Doom*d  nnremitting  griefś  to  undergo^ 
And  shine  ą  pattem  of  itnperial  woe ; 
Tin  to  fuiai  tby  unezampled  fate, 
tliy  life  was  lost  to  flx  thy  ri^aPs  state. 
And  satisfy  £Iiza's  endless  hate. 

How  shall  the  weeping  Muse,  with  eąual  lay, 
Bereal  the  borroars  of  that  cuned  day, 
When  barefac'd  murder,  open  and  displayM, 
Aim*d  all  ito  Ycngeanoe  at  thy  sacred  head. 
And,  in  tby  fate,  thy  great  iuccessor  bied  >  I 

Sad  Muse,  proceed,  and  Wew  the  loYcly  ąneen, 
With  undiminishM  charms,  and  air  serene  1 
Alone,  unaided,  with  intrepid  heart. 
And  natiYe  eloquence,  her  rights  assert ; 

^  Kmg  Charles  I. 
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At  onctf  her  wroogs  aod  innoeeiice  ezpote, 
And  silence  all  the  malice  of  her  foes ; 
With  solid  reasbn  eyery  charge  confute, 
And  speak  and  look  her  barb^rous  jadgeg  orate ! 
TUI  half  conibanded  they,  with  inpMHis,breatbf 
Confirm*d   their  8entence»  and    pronouacM  thy 
death! 

Oh  yet  foraake  not,  plaintiTe  Mme,  the  acene, 
Attend  the  awfal  momentt  yet  remain ! 
While  yet  the  sentence  sounds  in  e^ery  ear, 
While  every  eye  diasoWes  into  a  tear, 
See  hright  Maria  undisturb^d  appear  ! 
Her  bo«oai  swells  with  new  antasted  joy, 
To  see  the  end  of  aU  ber  woei  so  nigfa  ! 
Smiling  she  chides  her  iaithful  ter^anta  fiean, 
Pities  their  weakneis,  and  dispełs  their  teaia ; 
Tells  them  their  gridt  for  ber  ia  wroog  and  Taiot 
Why  abonid  they  weep  to  see  her  frae  from 

pain? 
Resior^d  to  histing  liberty  again ! 
No  longer  life^s  deceitfal  tnnii  to  prore^ 
But  gain  eternal  rest  and  peaoe  abofe ! 

The  forms  of  death  with  mild  componue  past, 
Self-recoUected,  equal  to  the  last ; 
When  the  biack  scenę  of  death  diacloa'd  to  Tiew, ' 
Her  wond*rou8  oondnct  piw^d  her  goodness  trae  1 
No  fears,  no  terrouń  shake  her  cbudleas  brow, 
Stnpp*d  of  its  pomp  she  sees  the  deadly  show. 
And  stands  prepar*d  to  meet  the  dreadful  blow  1 
ClMrmM  with  the  praspect  of  a  noUer  crown, 

PleasM  she  looks  forward and  forgeta  ber  onm ! 

Comforts  her  friendt,  and  ev'n  her  foes  ibrgi^ea, 
Since  this  best  gift  she  firom  their  hate  reoeives ', 
Sorveys  the  destinM  błock,  her  jonmey^s  end, 
And  death  her  iatest,  but  sinoerest  fnend ! 
And  now  her  lovely  neck  reclin'd  with  state, 
To  meet  the  rigour  of  approaobing  fate ; 
Patient  the  aggmvated  woands  she  bean, 
And  finds  a  joyful  period  of  her  eares ! 

Let  others  enyious  blast  tby  injur'd  name, 
And  with  malicioos  ▼irulenoe  defiśme  i 
Long  prejudicM  thy  merit  I  sarvey'd. 
And  saw  thy  chanicter  through  enTy'8  shade  I 
As  clouds  a  while  the  darkenM  Sun  may  shield, 
Which  to  superior  brightness  sooo  must  yield ; 
So  does  thy  constant  death,  fair  queen,  oppose 
Th'  invenom*d  censures  of  thy  keenest  foes ; 
Does,  morę  than  endieas  aiguments  can  say, 
Thy  character  and  Tirtues  to  display } 
Oilds  thy  past  life  with  ita  declining  nyt, 
And  shoots  new  glories  into  futuie  days ! 


Mbre  glorygWes  it  to 

Than  all  the  wreaths  ambitkm  e^er  codld  etaiv» 
That  stili  the  firiend  of  men,    aefeody  food, 
You  scom  ey*n  empire  I — when  tbe  piiee  is  Uaod! 
Retire  lamented,  from  thy  nathre  aoil, 
Which  remd  firand,  and  lawleas  fotce  dellle  ; 
Which  yields  napatteni  of  domestic  wortb. 
But  the  faiidhoDoartfaatitgavetheebir6i! 
Betire— ^ttd  taste  the  peaoe  retiremeot  briBgB, 
Look  down  with  pity  on  conterimg  kingą ; 
While  the  adminng  Eaith  joot  coodnet  owns. 
Superior  to  the  bouted  pride  of  thiones ! 
While  Heav'n  around  yoo  fbrms  a  placid  amiie. 

And  says ^You  were  too  great  to  wcar  tka 

style! 
And  thon  fair  town!  for  ancient  iaith  rBabwa^d, 
By  faroe,  er^n  in  this  last  mtsfortnne  crawn'd  9 
Though  now  for  troth  a  sacrifioe  tbou  falla, 
And  the  rude  Yandal  lords  it  in  thy  walb ! 
Rertor*d— yet  shalt  thoa  laiae  thy  trapbyM  head. 
And  wide  thy  ho^oun,  with  thy  conmarce,  spmid ! 
Nations,  that  to  thy  crowded  maits  resort. 
And  411  with  opulepce  thy  ample  port, 
Shall  fond  lepeat  it  in  thy  chihlran's  ear, 
How  much  tby  loyalty  has  madę  thee  dear ; 
While  foreign  lands,  to  thy  esample  just, 
ErtoUM  thy  worth,  and  moumM  thee  in  fhe  dast ' 


on 
THE  RETREAT  OF  JT/AC  STANISLAUS, 

AND  THE  BURSBNDRT  OF  DAMTZICE,  1734* 

An  nooeat  vis  ulla  bono }  Fortnnagae  perdat 
Oppositl  Tirtnta  minas  ł«^— landandaąue  velle 
Sit  satisł  et  nunquam  successn  crescat  bonettom. 

ŁueaB. 

Rsnai,  great  prince !  sińce  Hea?'n  will  have  Jtao^ 
For  the  world'8  peace,  thy  tecond  clajm  fonsfo ! 
Crowns  would  to  yoo  but  wretched  splendour  boast, 
If  your  dear  sulgects*  happincM  were  loit ; 


oa 
THE  MARRIAGE 

OF 
Hlf  ROYAŁ  n«II1IM8  TRB  PKIWCB  OT  ORABCI, 

1733. 

WasM  Heav*n  Britaiwia*8  ftuther  Ujea  de^^d. 
And  all  of  WiUiam,  that  waa  mortal,  dT'd  i 
The  hen>*s  caielor  Albioo^  happy  laod 
Assur^d  her  soaptre  to  Amgnstus'  hasd : 
And  phflBois^like,  bis  dale  of  glory  nw» 
Sprung  ftom  his  aahes  a  aopąiar  san  i 
Wbose  baams  unitad  on  tha  world  sboold  shiK^ 
And  gi?e  maidund  a  Geoige  and  GaroUna  *. 

Safe  in  hia  care,  and  bap^  in  her  anile^ 
Fkinit  of  natioBi,  HeaT^n-deteded  isla  I 
Britanata  Tiewa  unmov'd  a  world  in  afBHW 
And  sita  heiaelf  aacuia  iW)m  all  alanne. 

Young  prince,  wbote  earty  raya  of  merit  ahinc^ 
With  hutre  k»g  fomiliar  to  thy  linę; 
Wbera  mora  than   Eoman  Yirtoe  chanos  the 

eyes, 
And  chiefr  and  patriota  in  aaocesskn  riae  1 
Heroes  who  smU'd  to  ahed  the  nobieat  blood, 
The  firm  assertata  of  the  poUic  foad ! 
And  tnie  to  liberty,  with  eqnal  pride, 
Or  trinmph'd  in  its  caasa,  ar  gnady  dy^d. 

With  giatelbl  jey,  oh  Ih^oarHI  friaea  iwiaNa^^ 
The   prise,   for  which  contending  kinp  Bqght 

•trire,  ^ 

Which  only  tbou  oould'st  hoptf,  aad  Bnmswicft 

giTe. 
Again,  hahold  the  kmdred  htanelMB  tMBe^ 
Emblem  propitioas  to  thy  fctwa  ttoa  1 
Thos  Heinr*B  rawaids  thy  w«ath  wMi  e^oal  law, 
So  Britam  paya  tha  dcbl  aha  €fw*d  HMaa  I 
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■  Velat  maftenio  te»p«n  B^Fito* 

▼hfg. 

Whbm  vice  the  shelter  of  a  mask  disdaiB*d» 
Whm  folly  tńumph^d,  and  a  Neio  ni9:k'd  ; 
^E^etvMiMi9  itMę,  taftyric,  yat  polita* 
And  aliow'd  ihe  glaring  monater  iaU  io  aight^ 
To  public  miitb  eocpot^d  tb'  imperial  boait» 
And  oMMle  bb  wantoo  conrt  (be  eoAnioo  jettk 

In  yoor  correcter  page  his  wit  we  see, 
•And  all  tbe  RomaD  li^es  re8tor'd  in  tbee ! 
So  is  tbe  piece  propoitJoa'd  to  oar  times, 
For  eveiy  age  dłvenifies  its  crines ; 
And  Proieiu-like,  vice  does  in  one  conćeal, 
M^hBt  io  tbe  Dcst  the  boldl^  shall  reveal ; 
In  difiereot  shapes  pursues  the  lasting  trade, 
And  makee  the  world  one  changing  ma8qoerade ! 

The  griping  wretch,  wbose  av'ńce  robf  tbe  town, 
To  gain  his  point  a  boly  look  puU  on ; 
To  eaitb  hi»  bandt  directs,  to  Heay^n  bis  eye% 
And  witfa  a  abow  of  girnoe  defiauda  and  Uet : 
Th'  mmbitioas  ooaitier,  but  fer  dKforent  eods, 
WHh  aeeoiing  seal  tbe  pobUc  good  defendt  $ 
Diadains  tbe  k>w  concerns  of  worldly  pelf,    • 
He  seires  bis  country — ^to  adTance  bimself : 
Tbe  pettifogger  still  sopports  tbe  cause 
Howe'er  unjost,  and  wretts  tbe  injur'd  laws : 
Th'  entbnsiast  thinks  to  bim  tbe  standard  giv*n 
Of  trotb  divine,  the  master-key  of  Hea^^n ! 
To  courage,  builies ;  fops  to  wit  pretend ;. 
And  all  can  praatitute  tbe  name  of  friend; 
The  jilt  swears  honesty ;  tbe  bankrupt  faith ; 
And  every  mouotebank  can  8ave  from  death  : 
Yet  tbougb  bmd  want  bat  eyet  to  see  tbe  cbeat^ 
They  cboose  to  wink,  and  help  their  owa  daceit ; 
The  befd  of  IboU  nngn  tbeiiiselve8  a  prey, 
Wbicb  arery  kiiave  punaes  bis  prirate  way  1 

Tbe  ąaestion,  Forrester !  is  something  hard, 
How  ahaU  tba  wisa  tbe  moUey  seene  regaird? 
Whiie  iiMBoimdyes  can  we  amior'd  stand  by  ? 
PainM  shall  wa  smile  ?--or  booest  sbould  wa  ery  ? 
Humanity  tó  grief  woold  gtre  tba  rule, 
Bot  stronger  reasoo  sides  with  ridicule ! 

Oh  tbat  tfay  piece,  instructiTc  yet  refln^), 
Tbe  image  of  thy  philosophic  mind  j 
Which,  like  tbe  statues  wrought  by  Phidian  art, 
Is  one  lair  wbole,  complete  in  every  part; 
May  oare  the  tighter  follies  of  the  age, 
Cool  bigot  zeal,  and  banish  party  ragę ; 
Eaqpose  ill-nature,  pedantry  o*ercome, 
Strike  afRectation  dead,  and  scandal  dumb  ; 
Restore  lair  conrerse  to  its  natire  light, 
And  teacb  maakind  witb  ease  to  giow  polita ! 

Tben  nmnd  tby  brow  the  myrUe  garlandtwine, 
The  gnteful  recompance  of  toila  Uke  tbina ! 
Go  on  in  all  yoar  fiur  designs  to  pleass^ 
Jam  wit  to  sense,  witb  understanding  ease. 
Alieady  beaa  yoar  joetoapplaiiies  rise» 
And  tba  belki  nad  yon  witb  impatieB*  ayos  I 
8ome  in  tbe  swestest  aotes  rapaat  yaor  layi» 
All  join  httmonioaa  in  tba  aiithM^t  pnusa; 
All  to  approTe  witb  equal  zeal  coDspire, 
Vb«t  maie  can  Fottnee  give  ?— or  yoa  dcwa  > 

Al  Paris^  kat.in  paesionata  niiprise, 
To  loye^s  resiitleai  qaec&  assignM  tba  prize-; 


So  wbile  you  bcaatf  tiaat  witb  sueb  regard, 
Your  tbeme  like  Tirtue  shall  itself  rewtrd ; 
YaBoashaU  froai  tbe  shepberd's  debt  be  frce. 
And  by  tba/ar^rita  fiŃr  lepay  tbe  gift  to  tbee  \ 


TO. 

HIS  GRACE  COSMO  DUKE  OF  GORDON, 
ON  HIS  anoaM  Ta  scotłmib^  1794. 

Homines  ad  Deos  iminortalas  ndla  re  propius  ao> 
cedunt  quam  salutem  bominibus  dando. 

Cioero. 

iŁŁuaraious  prince,  wbose  dawning  years  display 
The  fairest  bopes  of  virtae*s  lasting  day ; 
Retum*d  in  safety  to  your  native  soil, 
Disdain  not  on  an  eńrd  Muse  to  smile ; 
And  with  mild  goodneis  coodesoending  bear 
The  artless  numk^ers  tbat  approacb  your  ear* 

Let  other  pens  by  senrile  flatfry  please* 
Heav'n  keep  your  ear  unvex.'d  witb  tbat  disease  1 
Wbicb  reift^d  by  banity,  by  foUy  nurs^d, 
Spoils  the  best  tempen,  and  oońfirms  tbe  worst; 
llie  fiiithful  Muse  shall  act  a  juster  part. 
Nor  prostitttte  the  booours  of  ber  art ; 
Shall  cboose  a  theme  may  suit  your  blameless  taste, 
To  noble  minds»  praise  sbould  be  always  cbastal 

Wbile  pleasnre  p1a3r8  before  yonr  eager  eyes, 
And  scenes  of  joy,  as  yet  untasted,  rise ; 
Wbile  groupes  of  enlertaining  forms  combin'd, 
W^a  artful  lustre,  lure  tbe  yielding  mind; 
Let  reason*s  cool  reflective  voice  be  beard. 
And  weigb  eacb  object  witb  a  jost  regatd : 
Assign  tbe  bouods  of  Tirtue  aud  of  yice, 
Ask  whence  th'enjoymentcomc8,  and  wbat  tbe  price? 
Witb  6a'd  composure,  and  unbiaas^d  sigbt, 
Ezamine  every  form  of  new  deligbt; 
Know  whenca  the  picture  all  its  worth  receives» 
If  iaise  tbe  rate^  or  auch  as  judgment  gives  ? 
So  shall  fair  Tmtb  establish  Reason's  sway. 
And  eaoh  instructed  passion  mild  obey  !^ 

If  waaltb  allure  thee^  or  tbe  oharms  of  pow^k:, 
I  Think  Craaaus  bleeds-^nd  Cesar  is  no  oiore ! 
Bebold  tbe  Łydian  monarob  ntount  the  pile, 
Or  PnBpey'a  tnwk  deform  tbe  faitbless  Nile  I 
If  softer  soenea  of  blandisbment  inWie, 
See  Aatouy  tbe  Tictim  of  deligbt ! 
Mark  Homee  id&liz'd  by  oLd  and  young, 
Mute  are  tbe  tuneful  acceats  of  bis  tongue,. 
Deaf  ace  the  ohyectsof  bia  deatbless  soag^ 
So  all  tfas  fleeltaf  fonoa  of  bliss  decay. 
And  so  tbe  lereły  pbaiitom  dies  away  1 

Most  thanliii  pass  naglected  like  a  dream, 
Must  haman  ooiidaci  wear  no  certain  aim  ? 
One  lasting  joy  the  Moae  direets  to  find, 
A  pleasure  of  tbe  puiest  noblest  bind, 
Tbat  spreads  a. day  diAiai?e  o'ar  tbe  mind  I 
Benaroience !  thagodlike  sbill  to  raise 
From  a  conseaitmg  world  unblamisb*d  praisa ! 
Gordon,  be  tfaia  thy  care^  tbis  happy  art. 
To  fis  a  pow'r  eleroal  in  tbe  beart; 
Weil  be  tbis  gloriooB  science  naderstoad^ 
The  seeret  chana  ol  doiag  constant  good ; 
Hance  roae  leTer^d  tbe  Oreek  and  Roman  namef 
Cbieb  loT'd  1^  men.  Md  daifyM  by  fisma; 
So  tbe  great  Fabii  oomaan  isoftb  saipaai*d, 
So  tbe  fint  Bf  utną  flbQni».M^t«-«o  tba  last  I 
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So  Scłpio'8  deeds  the  latiui  reoords  gimce* 
And  Titas  liv'd  tbe  joy  of  buman  race. 

But  tboagh  tnie  goodiie»fills  thegeoenNialieait, 
Stilt  to  ezert  it  dairot  aome  care  mA  ait ; 
Of  all  who  laYish  give,  or  wise  bestow, 
Hoir  few  this  useful  mjratio  lessoa  know  ? 
Wbere  different  shades  of  grief  demand  redren, 
To  choose  tbe  greater  suflfering  from  the  less ; 
Wbere  rańoos  suiton  seek  alike  for  grace. 
To  gire  to  modest  worth  tbe  foremost  place; 
Tbe  meanest  of  mankind  as  men  to  use, 
Nobly  to  grant,— and  nobly  toiefuse ! 
As  in  the  diamond's  precious  dye  is  sbown 
The  geoaine  mlne  of  the  briHant  stooe ; 
So  from  the  manner,  wbich  you  form  to  give, 
Each  obligation  will  ito  price  recei?e ; 
This  will  the  beneflt  itself  refine, 
Ąs  the  stamp'd  image  dignifies  tbe  ooin ! 

Nor  need  you  models  fbreign  to  your  blood» 
To  gain  tbe  knowledge  of  oonferring  good ; 
In  your  matemai  form  the  science  tracę, 
A  Tirtue  long  familiar  to  ber  race ! 
9urvey  ber  gen*rous  life  witb  early  care. 
And  copy  from  tbe  brigbt  example  there ! 

So  tbe  young  eaglet,  to  confinn  hb  sight, 
Waits  bis  imperial  parenfs  lofty  flight ; 
Careless  of  eartb,  exulting  lifts  bis  eyes, 
Spreads  his  firm  wing, — ^and  gains  upon  the  skies ! 
By  ber  instructed,  meets  the  solar  ray. 
And  grows  familiar  witb  tbe  blaze  of  day  ! 


ro  THE  aiGBT  HONOUKABLE 

SUSANNA  COITNTESS  OF  EGUKTON, 

1734. 

Whbm  Eglinton  formkes  tbe  blooming  grove8, 
And  ąaits  the  solitude  ber  beait  approfes ; 
When  for  the  noisy  coorts  and  city  throng, 
She  1eaves  the  siWer  stream,  and  sbepherd's  song; 
Weil  may  tbe  M  ues  follow  in  ber  train, 
Her  lovely  presenoe  consecimtes  the  scenę ! 

Edina  loug,  tbat  did  your  absence  moam, 
Feels  with  unosual  joy  your  kind  return  $ 
Herę  'midst  cootending  poWrs,  and  party  arms, 
Ezert  tbe  peaoeful  influence  of  your  channs ; 
Confess^d  by  all,  our  guardian  Fadlas  stand, 
Bear  the  dread  sbield,  and  wave  tbe  oli^e  wand  ! 
HeaT^n  in  your  looks,  and  empire  in  your  eyei. 
On  you,  brigbt  aibitress,  our  hopes  rely ; 
Your  80v*reign  seutenoe  concord  sball  restore, 
And  bid  the  sounds  of  strife  be  hecrd  no  morę. 

Round  tbee  unithog  ▼irtues  softly  sfaśne^ 
Thy  breast  tbe  hea?'nly  centrę,  wbere  they  join ! 
In  tbee  complete  an  age's  task  we  find, 
A  radiant  pbcenix  of  tbe  iairest  kind : 
Our  admiration  in  suspensę  is  lost, 
Wbere  it  sball  flz  itself  witb  justioe  most : 
Our  transport  grows,  the  kmger  still  we  yiew, 
Sttll  something  channs  inimitably  tme  1 
And  timo  sind  envy  stand  subduM  by  you. 

Whate*er  ezalted  beroines  of  old 
In  Tkme*s  etemal  page  baTC  been  eoroird  $ 
All  tbe  brigbt  plans  wbich  time  bas  yet  brought 

forth, 
Of  Orecian  Tirtue,  or  of  Roman  wortb ; 
Unitę  in  tbee, — ^in  tbee  consommate  sbine, 
And  all  tbe  gloriet  of  the  ses  are  thine  i 


lAicretia*s  finnncis,  PCrtia's  godiike  mind» 
With  fair  Susanna's  purity  are  jom'd  ; 
In  form  oonfess^d  great  Ęgypfs  matchlesa  oncen, 
But  all  Palniyra'8  8overeign^  smiles  within  1 
Or  not  beyond  our  nati^e  soil  to  stray, 
Maria's  beanty  weds  tbe  tmtb  of  Gray ! 

So  thongfa  the  planeta  lend  tbeir  foeble  Ugbt. 
And  Cyntbia  sil^ers  o'er  tbe  face  of  night : 
'T  is  darkness  sUlI— tbongb  in  a  aoft  disfiiMe. 
No  cdonrs  diarm«  no painted  prospeds  lisa! 
But  wben  tbe  moru  dispels  the  doohtfol  glcamy 
And  Sol  with  orient  lustra  sheds  bia  beam ; 
Naturę  in  all  ber  pomp  attnets  tbe  Tiew, 
5ucb  joy  they  feef-H^ho  fix  tbeir  tigtat  on  you* 


TO  THE  RIOHT  HOMODKABLE 

THE  LADY  ELIZABETH  GORDON, 

AT  EOniBURGH,  IH  THE  TSAM.  1755, 
ODB. 

FoROiTB,  fair  bigb-bonl  maid !  an  Mtiaas  bard, 
Who  daring  ^entures  on  so  brigbt  a  thene; 

If  real  merit  claims  tbe  fint  regard, 
Tbe  .noblest  nombers  shou'd  record  your  nasn! 

To  tboae  whom  Phcebus  lends  his  sacred  lyre, 
Belongs  soc^h  matobless  virtaes  to  rehearse; 

What  noble  measures  migbt  not  these  inspiie  ? 
How  ńi  tbe  subject  to  embaln  the  Yeise ! 

Weak  is  tbe  influence  of  eiteraal  cbarms 
(Unaided  beauty'8  short  endoring  tie !} 

If  ▼irtue  lend  not  more  preTailing  arms. 
To  tbe  pall'd  sense,  alas,  how  soon  they  die! 

Rut  wben  tbe  mtnd*s  aiiblime  perfeeticusjoin. 
To  animate  a  form  itself  complete  ; 

How  must  tbe  foir  distinguisfa'd  portrait  ahlne ! 
How  strong  the  union^ — ^andits  foree  how  sweet ! 

If  trutfa  and  goodness,  in  thy  heanteoaslmaaty 
Tbeir  blended  stoces  of  happy  firagraaoe  ahed; 

No  wopder,  if  they  flourish  still  ineffeas*d. 
And  rise  etemal  from  so  cbaste  a  hed ! 


Otbers  by  art  may  wIfc  or  beanteoos  «x^«.« 
And  use  vain  toils  to  captirate  the  Yiew  ; 

Gordon  insensiUy  secures  esteem. 
And  then  convinces  us — it  was  her  dna. 

Fond  Mnse^  forbear — what  unaTailing  lays 
Gan  point  out  ▼irtue's  unezbausted  minę  ł 

When  maater^works  inforior  painters  tracę 
Trembling  they  sketob,  and  faintly  they 

From  Fkrinelli  when  the  warUings  ikiw, 
What  ▼ulgar  notes  can  reach  the  flyhif 

When  Jerrase  bids  the  swelling  canvaa  gkrw, 
Wbere  can  the  imitating  lumd  be  fo<ud  ł 

Propitions  HeaT^n  our  jnst  petition  henr  i 
And  still  protect  with  erer-gnanliaii  care 

One  who  below  rawmUes  you  so  ncar, 
Good  aa  8he*a  great,— and  gentle  as 


ahe'a€Br! 


*  Zenobia,  ąueen  of  Palnyra,  one  of  the 
amiable  as  weU  aa  nobla  ieii^e  cl 
tiąuity. 
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TO  TBB  mKurr  bonooiabu 
CHARLES,  LORD  KINNAIRD. 

ANIP18TŁI. 


Priiiioque  a  ccde  ferarum 


IncalubM  patem  macolatum  sangntne  feirum. 

Ovid. 

How  mtt  tbe  błiis  on  Tay*i  sweet  winding  ttream, 
To  taate  tbe  breeM  that  coolt  the  soltry  gleam  ? 
Wiiere  woods  embow*riDg  with  prcgected  head, 
Infold  the  subject  riTer  io  tbeir  shade !    « 
Kow  pleasM  I  wander  by  itt  flow^ry  side; 
Now  geotly  sail  along  itt  9ilver  tide ; 
Now  hear  the  featber'd  conoeits  in  the  wood ; 
Or  mark  tbe  natiTes  of  tbe  happy  llood ! 
Along  the  tarfece  how  tbey  dart  wltb  joy, 
Or  rise  deluded  to  tbe  fetal  fly ! 
With  pain  I  tee  the  cruel  iport  reiiew'd, 
Tbe  silTer  Sal«oo*t  Kales  defbnn'd  with  blood ; 
I  moam  tbe  arts  the  fish  to  fate  begatPd, 
How  much  be  tolier^d,  and  how  weTl  be  totl^d  \ 
See  on  tbe  grasf  the  captive  pants  for  breatb, 
Till  wine  rude  baod  beąaeath  tbe  stroke  of  dcath ! 
Oh  baHMTOus  pleasore  I  oh  deceitful  tkillp 
Tbai  joyi  in  muider,  and  betrays  to  kill  1 
Herę  if  we  break-r-my  lord,  I  am  sorry  for*t, 
I  love  the  acene— bot  I  detest  tbe  iport 

If  tmalłer  oiijects  may  with  great  oompare, 
So  haTe  I  aeen  a  itripliog  eye  the  fiiir ! 
Sarrey  tbe  fly  unoonscious  of  his  fiite. 
And  awalkw  down  the  charms  of  a  eoqueite ; 
TtM  dbrt  well  struck,  away  tbe  noTice  runs, 
And.tbinka»  by  flight,  captivity  be  tbnnt ; 
Fiz*d  in  his  beart  tbe  barb  destructiye  plays. 
And  holds  him  tbongb  be  tams  a  thousand  wayi ; 
Hb  itroggies  bat  perplez  the  artlul  fołd, 
For  if  the  girl  hat  wit— the  Ime  will  hołd. 

Bl«st*d  was  the  time»  ob  bad  that  bliss  remain*d ! 
When  Natnre's  fhiits  Uie  lengthenM  life  su8tain'd; 
Bre  hate  was  known,  or  in  his  brotber^s  blood 
His  carsed  hands  the  wretched  Cain  embrn^d  i 
Bat  tbroof  h  the  happy  groYtt,  serene  and  mild, 

lian  walk'd  with  mao, and  all  creation  smiPd ! 

Bat  now  that  peaceful  seeoe  is  TanisbM  far, 
What  wide  destmction  ?  what  domestic  war ! 
We  waste  for  riot  the  devoted  bali. 
And  łeamed  Jaxury  is  blind  to  all ! 
New  arts  of  slangbter  daily  must  be  known. 
And  miUions  błeed  for  the  caprice  of  one ! 

Mor  yet  content— -with  what  at  borne  remains, 
We  qpoil  the  groTes,  and  frigbt  the  peaoefdl  plains; 
Nor  the  weak  deer,  nor  unofiiending  bares. 
Nor  yet  tbe  feather*d  tribes,  onr  fary  spares ; 
Al!«  all  must  perish  by  onr  cruel  band, 
And  Natnre  moam  tbe  cone  of  our  command ! 

Soch  is  the  passion,  which  inspires  your  breast. 
To  make  etemal  war  on  bird  or  beast ; 
Each  day  the  net,  or  hook,  or  gon  prepare, 
And  thus  unpeople  water,  earth,  and  air  ! 
Strange  contrast ! — ^you,  my  lord,  wbose  tender  eye 
Can  see  no  haman  pain  witbout  a  sigfa ! 
Wbose  worthy  breast  with  generons  pity  glows. 
To  ease  the  anguish  of  inferior  woes ; 
Sboold  see  no  errobr  iii  tbis  wanton  taste, 
l'o  chfensb  wbichi  yoa  lay  creation  waste. 
Woia>d  but  the  kindness  of  relenting  fate 
Crown  my  Iow  wikhee,  with  somt  smali  estatt ! 


Nor  dogp,  nor  gmif  dioold  frightmy  peaoefni  grore, 
There  Iree  tbe  birds  shonid  sing,  tbe  sy]vans  rore  I 
Sboald  onmolested  Natare^s  glfte  eąjoy, 
finchant  my  ear,  or  entertain  my  eye ; 
And,  in  my  smali  inclosare,  guarded  flnd 
A  sbelter  from  tbe  malice  of  mankind  ! 

Ob  then,  my  lord,  ad^is^d  forbear  in  time^ 
Nor  stain  your  goodness  with  this  needless  prime ! 
Forgire  tbe  Mose,  if  fondly  led  astray. 
By  zeał  for  natnre,  sbe  bas  lost  her  way ; 
Her  end  was  bonest,  thoagh  her  speech  be  finee, 
So  far  tbe  jost  similitude  of  thee  ! 

Let  othersdrBg  the  camb*rDas  loads  of  state, 
Where  the  gay  trappińgs  bot  augment  the  weighti 
Taste  yoo,  my  lord,  in  yoar  patemal  field, 
The  natire  sweets  that  peace  and  fireedom  yield ; 
Behold  each  year  your  golden  harrests  rise, 
Or  blooming  planting  lengthen  ronnd  your  eyes ! 
While  beauty,  with  her  own  celestial  smile, 
Rewtrds  each  care,  abd  softens  e?'ry  toil ; 
Ble8s*d  in  your  littłe  house,  and  Uttle  grove^ 
Happy  yonrself, — and  happy  in  yoar  love; 
Defy  all  foreign  troobles  would  imrade  ye, 
Reoeiye  your  rents  well  paid : — and  kiss  my  lady ! 


TO  SERENA. 

ANIPISTU. 


Dic  mibi.  Urania !  tanto  cor  tempore  difiers 
Pieiio  meritam  serto  redhnire  Seranam  ? 

Claud. 

RisuMi,  Urania !  the  celestial  lyre, 
Propłtioos  Muse,  the  fofour^d  numbers  fire ! 
If  real  worth  thy  guardian  care  employs, 
Let  the  fuU  notes  in  dae  proportion  rise ; 
While  bright  Serena  ^  bends  ber  gentle  ear. 
And  what  tbe  goddess  dictates  deigos  to  bear: 
To  noblest  minds  the  love  of  Terse  belongs, 
And  Tirtue  is  tbe  theme  of  lasting  songs ! 

The  wa3r8  of  Heay^n  are  bid  finom  haman  yiew  t 
A  proof  of  this  was  strongly  gir^n  in  yoa ! 
Gould  For€one'8  gifts  secure  establisbM  rest, 
Yoa  bad  tbe  lot  of  bappiness  possess'd ; 
Gould  troth  maintaiu  tbe  conquests  Beauty  woUf 
Your  triumphs  wouM  have  been  eclips*d  by  nonę ; 
Gould  Lorę  o'er  subiect  hearts  his  sway  retain, 
Your  oonstancy  bad  fix*d  the  lasting  ehain; 
Yet  vain  were  all  your  comfort  to  insare,- 
Below  no  bliss,  that  man  can  taste,  is  parę  ? 

If  Boals  (as  easlem  sages  say)  abore 
Are  patr'd  in  eąual  bonds  of  life  and  love' ! 
Yours  in  its  downward  passage  chanc^d  to  stray. 
And  miss'd  its  kind  asaociate  by  the  way ! 

Yet  of  the  kindred  partnerf  hip  depriT'd, 
Tbe  foithful  paasion  in  your  breast  8uryiT'd ; 
Your  tender  mind  the  semblance  still  e3q>lor'd9 
The  phantom  in  Morenus'  sbape  ador*d ; 
Approv*d  his  vows,  and  Ur  your  yielding  beart 
GonTey'd  tbe  fotal  seeds  of  futurę  smart  1 

*  The  honourable  the  lady  Morray  of  Stenbope, 
danghter  to  the  right  honourable  George  Bailie  of 
Jerviswood,  esq.  late  one  of  tbe  lords  commis- 
sioners  of  tbe  treasury. 

'  See  this  beautifni  sentiment  enlarged  upon  in 
Dr.  Watts's  Hors  LyricsB. 
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For  aooB  the  dieadfui  «giQor  yoa  peicav*^ 
And  wbat  yoa  feU  aDwUUngly  belieT'd ; 
Fond  Love/tiiat  firom  his  wings  iias  woot  to  ihed 
Ambrosial  sweeU  aiound  tho  naptiml  bod ; 

FIcw  off  s^erae : 

While  dark  SiispicioD,  cbild  of  HeU  and  Nifht, 
Whicb  all  things  vieirfl  in  a  distenpei^d  light; 
Soccoeding,  gave  tbo  oolour  of  jroor  liloy 
Aod  bid  3roa  bo  a  greatly  tuffeńiig'  wife  ! 

Virtue'8  like  gold: — tho  ore^s  i3lay'd  by  cartb, 
7VoubIc»  like  fire,  refinos  the  maai  to  birth ; 
Toitar*d  the  morę,  the  metal  pnier  groirs, 
And  8eveii  times  try'd  with  oew  rofulgence  gk>ws ! 
Eicalts  superior  to  the  searebing  flame. 
And  ńses  Irom  afflictioo  iiito  famę! 

Feeble  o'er  gcD^rous  minds  is  Fortunc's  pow'r, 
She  gives  no  wouods,  wbich  reasoo  caa't  restore ! 
From  heoce  yoar  calmly  recoUecti^e  sight 
Draw  fotore  wisdoai,  aad  unbougfat  d^ligbt  $ 
Ffam  yott  bebeld  the  ▼ńńouary  sotne. 
And  courts  bestow^d  their  splcadid  channs  io  jam ! 
Yoa,  like  the  bee,  run  eacb  inebaatmeat  o^er^ 
And  drew  instmction  fiom  tbo  nosiotts  flow^r ;    - 
Bot  *midst  (be  joys  yoa  most  wora  pleas*d  to  prore, 
In  Tirtuous  friendship  aod  parental  love; 
Ooe  trial  was  reserrM — by  HeaT*o  design^d, 
To  show  the  temper  of  yoar  matchless  miód  1 

Twas  Dłgbt — ^when  mortals  to  repose  iDcKoe, 
And  nonę  bot  demoos  coatd  introde  on  tbioe ; 
When  wild  desire  dursŁ  thy  soft  peace  invade, 
And  stood  insulting  at  thy  spotless  bed ; 
Urg^d  all  tbat  ragę,  or  pnssion  coald  inspire, 
Death  arm'd  the  wreich's  band,  bis  breast  was  fire ! 
Yon,  morę  tban  Roman,  saw  the  dreadful  scenę. 
Nor  lost  the  guard,  tbat  always  watcb'd  within  1 
Lacretia  suffefd ;— aad  Obizzi  bied  ^ 
Yonr  Tiitne  triamph*d» — and  the  Tillain  fled ! 

What  doubt  tbat  goodness  is  yoar  native  choice ! 
We  know  yoar  country  by  yoar  taneful  Toice  t 
Wbich  lisfoing  angels  may  desoend  to  bear, 
And  leam  their  sacred  songs  are  oopied  bera ! 
As  the  bright  Sun  throagh  one  unclooded  day, 
Brires  o*cr  the  hońzon  bis  oheerAil  ray ; 
No  sbadowa  iateipose,  no  mists  appear, 
Clear  be  arises,  and  be  sets  as  elear ; 
So  sball  tby  life,  Serena,  cbarm  mankińd. 
And  teach  yoar  sez  th'  importance  of  the  mind. 

'  Łncsetia  Obizzi,  morchioness.of  Oraiano,  who 
was  asMuńnated  ia  her  bed,  by  a  roAan  who  atr- 
tempted  ber  ehastity,  to  whose  memory  the  senale 
of  Ridua  cteeted  a  monument,  with  the  fblhming 
honourabłe  inscription  below  ber  bust 
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Loog  may  yoa  pnnre  the  joyB  so  wdl  yoa 
The  cahn  deligbto  ftum  Mśtaida  tlwt  flov; 
Wbere  reason  can  its  genuine  pleasarcs  taniec 
Enjoy  the  pment^and  appiwe  tba  poak  ; 
Bless^d  is  tbat  life,  tbat  tbus  declininjg  wcub; 
Vice  laugbs  an  bcńir, — ^bot  virtae  smileś  for  y< 

OY{ !  coold  tbo  Muse  tb*  ambilionfrstniiiup 
Soft  aa  the  aoeeolB  of  MyftiUo's  song ; 
MyrtiUo«,  by  Apollo^s  self  inspir'd, 
MouniM  as  betoT^d,  lamented  as  admir'd  ; 
By  ev*ry  Muse  adom*d,  and  virtna  blass^dt 
Of  eT'ry  graoe^  of  erYy  cham  possesB'd  f 
Near  Yiigil^k  saerad  tomb  MyitUlo  dy*d, 
In  life  bow  like !  in  manneia  how  any*d ! 
Ta  late  resembling,— and  almost  in  fiune, 
So  like  tbe  Roman^s  was  the  Brtian'8  flanna 
Bot  too  impetfect  Aow  my  feeble  lays. 
To  speak  Myrtilto^s  merit,  or  bis  piaise ! 
Far  other  bonoom  sbOuM  adom  bis  hcfae» 
Tbe  tribote  of  bis  own  parental  TeiBe ; 
Let  pious  Uaddtngion,  with  cqual  hands, 
Rajsa  tbe  fiiir  raonument  his  torndeasandsi 
For  the  IpY^d  yontb  compose  tbe  laeting 
A  patriot  need  not  błusb  to  praite  his  sonl 


RETIREMEI^T: 

A  POEM , 
OCCASIOUZD  BT  SBEffiO  TOB  PAŁACB  AND  PABK 

Si  canimos  sihras»  sihrs  sont  consnie 

Yirg; 

TO  TRB  MOTT  BOHOOIUBLB 

JOHNi  UAtLOgOW  AMD  BARŁ  OV  TWOBSAAŁB, 

LORD  HAT  OP  TBSTZB,  flcC. 

OBB  OF  THE  BSTBAOBMHAUT  UiaDS  OF  SBSUOM  Ol  tOUt' 

LAKO, 

YBis  EsaMT  18^  wrre  ałł  bbspbct  amb  6BATrnnia» 

mSCRIBED, 

ST  TUB  AirnMB. 


An  me  Indit  amabilis 
Imania  ?  andira  videor  et  pios 
Emre  per  Incos,  amoerne 
Qao6  et  aąuae  subeant  et  anrae. 

Horat. 

O  TOOO,  who  in  etemal  light,  unseen, 
Sonrey'st,  distinct,  the  aniTersal  scenę! 
Whose  power,  imparted,  animates  the  whole 
With  Tegetation,  motion,  life,  and  soal ; 
Deign  to  inform  the  Mose^s  solemn  tbougfat. 
To  sing  tbe  wonders  thou  alone  hast  wroagbt. 
And,  as  through  Naturals  waiks  she  ravishM  strapi 
Instruct  her  humbte  reed  to  sound  tby  praise ! 

*  The  ńght  bonoarable  the  lord  Bmning  died  st 
Naples,  173«,  nu¥er«lly  lamented ;  bis  fatbsr/ 
theright  bonoorablb  the  endof  Iladdinglnn»  nr- 
▼iTid  Urn  bui  a  sboci  timoi 
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Hnl,  nn«l  ti«wi !  life^  pai«  m 
4Mig-whidiog  wsiki,  sad  ercr-caln  reCratta ! 
fbera  nill  mcoeeding  ehsniM  of  v«rioiit  kind 
nfiite  a  balmy  temperance  of  mind  I  [tieef, 

IThere  tbe  mUd  gale,  tbat  mariiran  tbioagh  the 
FIm  flonl  frooA  OMsh  oorrodn^  psMioii  fT66i  ( 
kad  the  tOMotii  straam,  that  gently  glides  aloag, 
nsptres  deKgIit,  and  aide  the  Mose^a  toog. 

Iio«r  ble»'d  ara  they  by  all-dispotiDg  Heav^ 
Pb  wlMiii,thb  Hw^fibe  lot  on  Barth  is  ghr^  I 
^hapB  watara  flovy  or  woods  thair  anibiaga  ipready 
1o  taate  a  blin,  that  FDrtone  can*t  inrade ; 
lealth  6nn  Irom  oerdie,  with  labour  eaie, 
Jnappreh«isiT«  aighto,  a&d  gnihleM  dayt; 
7o  touiids  of  war  their  downy  peaoe  molest, 
<o  pleas  of  law  diitorti  their  anziioas  breatt, 
7o  dreams  of  bKas,  no  Hke  ponnitt  of  gaio, 
7o  foars  of  tempests  on  the  Ćtitiileai  main, 
<fo  enńous  firowiiB,  no  treach*rons  smiles  of  oourt, 
>n  reach  the  shelter  of  so  tafe  a  port ; 
IHierelnnooenoe  and  Tmth  faa^e  flx'd  their  home, 
knd  Yiee,  aod  Frand,  and  M alice  dare  not  come ! 

O  atrange  effect  of  aelMeceiTing  att  1 
kirprizing  weakneM  of  the  cfaeated  heart ! 
LU  ranks,  all  nationa,  own  tb»  genaine  bKat, 
fay,  all  their  pains  seem  mcant  to  porchaie  tfait. 
rhe  toilaome  dangers  of  destmctiye  war, 
lie  ceaselesB  wranglingt  of  tbe  doabtful  bar, 
rhe  thin  refinements  of  the  eonrtier^  brain, 
Phe  nierchant*B  ▼entore  §or  wieeitain  gain. 
To  thii  great  olgect  lead, — in  this  oontpire, 
Phat  weaiied  natnre  may  at  la«t  retire : 
lat  Kfe't  precarioas  datę  perhapg  is  done» 
ire  half  th'  imaginary  eourw  is  nm ; 
>r,  by  the  means,  the  Tery  end  is  cross^, 
knid,  when  th'  enjoyment  conits,  the  taste  is  lost. 
rhe  diilbrent  paseions,  whieh  our  1fvas  employ, 
>atreaeh  onr  footsteps,  and  Ibrbid  tbe  joy : 
>r  some  inTeterate  Imbif  s  stiong  disease 
nfeots  onr  age,  and  intermpts  onr  ease. 
lie  firable  Teteran,  łn  tlle  silent  f hades, 
lie  iudden  tamnh  of  the  war  in^ades ; 
liere  still  the  ławyer  trMes  with  the  lawt, 
Lnd  the  judge  nods,  as  when  he  heaid  the  cause  ; 
liere,  to  the  antiqnated  ooartter*8  eyes, 
iong  scenes  of  pomp,  and  gay  processions  riae ; 
Lnd  there,  wheia  atorms,  with  breath  ootrageoos 

roar, 
lioagh  safe  beyond  tbe  teadi  of  Portone^s  power, 
"be  merohant  shrinks,  nortbtnfcs  bis  weahh  seenre. 

And  yet,  seąnester^d  from  the  poblic  Yolce, 
liis  lot  bas  beea  of  old  the  heroo*  choice. 
%QS  Sćfpio,  fbremost  of  the  godlike  name, 
>espis'd  the  Yam  applause  of  Tnlgar  famę ; 
f ore  blessM  with  Łelias,  rang'd  the  syhran  soene« 
"ban  when  he  shone  tbe  kmi  of  Zama'a  plam : 
>r,  when  at  Garthage  \  in  hb  blooming  piide^ 
le  gaTO  tbe'  Iberiaa  prinee  his  cs|itive-bride. 
Tor  did  this  Tietor  of  himself  disdain 
*o  hear  the  Muse,  and  aid  a  Terence'  strain. 

Nor  need  examples  of  th*  historie  kind, 
*o  prove  this  native  biaM  of  the  mhid ; 
Vooi  Cincinnatos  and  Lnoailus,  down 
'o  him  who  greatly  left  th'  imperial  crown  S 
»f  ehiefr,  high-iam*d,  the  wisest  and  the  best, 
[are,  foli  of  honour,  sought  this  point  of  rest; 

• 

^  New  Garthage  ia  Spaia,  now  Cartagana. 
*  The  emperor  Charles  V. 


Hare  laki,  weU-pleas'd,  the  weight  of  glory  down, 
And  wish'd  to  eall  this  span  of  life  thar  own* 
Happy  fcr  him,  had  Gmar  done  the  same, 
Nor  lost  his  life  to  gain  a  dabions  famę. 

This  futore  ease,  which  all  so  fbnd  pnrsue, ' 
Is  jostly  to  beroic  Tirtue  dne. 
For  cities  modeird,  ami  f)r  nations  fireed, 
Or  tyrants  ąoelPd,  be  this  the  głorions  raeed  ! 
No  sordid  passions  wmmd  the  gen'rons  breast, 
No  cankers  lork  to  tamt  thef  r  futnre  rest ; 
With  thoughts  bnmane  their  kiiidly  botom  glows ; 
These  lead  them  gently  to  their  ltfi*s  repose, 
Whłlehonour^sbMms,  with  mild  reflexion  sweet, 
Play  nmnd  their  steps,  and  gild  their  soft  retreat: 
So,  through  the  course  of  one  ooclouded  day, 
The  Snn  serenely  marfcs  his  radiant  way, 
By  soft  degrees,  to  the  borizon  bendt,  ^ 

And,  TOb'd  in  pnrple  mijesty,  deseends. 

Illustrioos  peer,  whose  &łr  nnblemi8h'd  yootb, 
Improy*d  by  wisdom,  and  adom'd  with  tnith, 
Already  has  such  noble  fhitts  brooght  fbrth, 
And  giyes  such  hopes  of  still  socceeding  worth ; 
Oh  detgn  thy  condeseending  ear  to  bend  ! 
An  esilM  Muse^s  hnmble  strains  attend. 
If  Yester*8  eharms  ber  nnmben  can  display. 
To  yoo  belongs  to  jndge  ber  fond  essay ; 
If  to  her  theme  ber  lays  proportion  beak*, 
Th'  attempt,  she  hopes,  will  not  oflbnd  yoar  ear. 

Safe  in  the  bosom  of  a  sylran  scenę ', 
Amidst  projecting  shades  of  Taried  green, 
Like  some  iair  matron-form  in  C3rpress  y^iPd, 
In  solitude  sweet  Yester  lies  coneealM ; 
Pkin,  bot  mąjestic,  with  proportłon'd  height, 
Equal  it  rises  to  the  ravishM  sight. 
Judgment,  with  taste,  inspłres  the  tme  design, 
And  all  the  different  parts  barmonious  join 
Withoiit  confasion :— wond^rons  pow'r  of  art ! 
That  gires  its  proper  grace  to  erery  part, 
And,  from  tbe  whole  arrangement  well-cdmbin'd, 
Calls  out  a  master-beanty  of  the  kind. 

Nor  oniy  ontward  is  this  order  seen, 
The  same  simplicity  obtains  witfain ; 
No-  gaudy  omaments  the  eye  betray. 
No  aiiectation  leads  tbe  taste  astray ; 
A  modest  grendeor  dignifies  tbe  whofe, 
Thy  palaoe,  Tweeddale,  represents  thy  soni. 
Its  dispoaitioa  shows  the  owner^s  state, 
Where  all  is  ifaił8h*d,  chaste,  correct,  and  great  ( 

Fuli,  in  the  front,  an  ample  circie  lies, 
Where  trees  on  trees  in  soft  succeasion  rise ! 

A  blooming  roond  ! ^where  Terdure  erer  new 

Spreads  the  iair  amphitbeatre  to  view. 

While,  in  the  intermediate  space  below, 

Tbe  brooks  elear  wayes  in  calm  proceasion  flow. 

High  o'er  the  banks,  their  lorely  fragrant  sbade 

The  natire  rosę  and  twining  woodbine  spread ; 

With  mingling  beauties  bless  the  charming  boond* 

And  waft  untted  fragrance  all  aroand  ! 

Behind,  the  fair-dispo8'd  parterre  is  seen  *, 
With  ilow*r8  adom*d,  and  skipes  of  lirely  green ; 
A  crystal  fbuntain  in  ^he  centrę  ptays. 
And  mitigates  the  Snn'8  intemp*rate  rays. 
Fourstatues,  equal,  riseon  erery  hand, 
DiTide  the  ctrcuit,  and  tbe  space  command ; 

'  Tbe  pałace  is  sitoated  deep  in  tbe  midst  of  a 
gronp  of  planting  near  ńv€  miies  in  drcnmfe- 


Tbe  garden. 
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Hero  dArk'ning  6b*ades  esciude  Łbe  Uaze  of  light; 
Tbere,  open  waiks,  wben  day  declines,  łDvite; 
Thick  spreading  trees  defend  th«  ipaoe  aroiiod. 
And  sheid  a  solemn  stillnew  o'er  tha  grouod. 
In  thate  the  featber^d  natiooB  of  ihe  groTe 
Enjoy  their  freedom,  and  punae  their  iore ; 
Amidtt  the  friendly  bougfa«,  in  choira  rejoice, 
And  pay  for  their  protection  with  their  voice. 

A  neighb*ring  stracture^s '  well-intended  care 
Inńtes  those  plants  that  sbun  our  northem  air  j 
Protected,  berę  the  myrtle-buda  may  bloom, 
Or  the  fair  orange  shed  its  rich  perfume ; 
Secore  froin  cold,  Hesperia'8  sweets  may  riie, 
Cbarm  the  blest^d  sense,  and  strike  the  ravith*d 

eyes ! 
In  winter^s  ragę,  may  ipring'8  mild  cbarms  restore. 
And  please  ut  when  the  fieldt  can  pleai e  no  morę. 

See,  from  tbe  depth  of  the  turrounding  ahade, 
An  ancient  chapel  rean  its  ipńy  head  *°! 
Close  by  the  margin  of  the  winding  flood, 
The  Muse  porsues  that  object  throagh  the  wood  i 
With  awe  tanreys  the  mariu  diffas^d  aronnd ; 
Hail,  manaions  of  the  dead  !  instructi^e  ground  ! 
Herę  nature'8  Tictor  tpreads  his  trophies  wide, 
And  mortal  dust  confoandu  all  human  pride. 
Beceire,  my  heart,  this  lescon  from  the  eye, 
Hence  leam  to  liTe,  and  henoe  preparo  to  die. 
Herę,  Tweeddale^  in  a  Taulrs  contracted  space, 
lie  the  remains  of  thy  diitinguish^d  race ! 
like  thee,  they  once  this  happy  bow'r  poneas^d, 
Werę  crotrn'd  with  bonours,  and  with  riches  bless^d. 
With  these  (late  may  that  ion  thy  country  moum !) 
One  day  thall  rest  thy  Tenerable  urn : 
Let  Tirtue  then  the  span  of  life  employ» 
Let  gDodnesB  minister  the  noblest  joy  j 
Indulge  the  soft  humanity  of  mind,  • 

And  live  the  guardian-friend  of  human-kind ! 

Tum,  Muse,  thy  steps,  and  quit  tbe  loveIy  shade", 
Ksplore  yon  rising  hiU,  and  opening  glade  j 
Soon  as  tbe  siimmit  of  the  height  1  gain, 
The  grateful  prospect  well  rewards  tbe  pain* 
The  palące,  there,  emboBom*d  ui  tbe  lea^es, 
like  some  rich  gem  deep-set,  the  eye  perceiTes. 
Thero  Lotbian^s  feitile  Yale  at  distance  lies. 
And. the  loog  landscape  mingles  with  the  skies. 
Below,  the  brook  in  mazes  wanders  round. 
And  sports  dehghtfol  through  the  flow^ry  ground. 
Herd  the  bleak  hills,  irregular,  and  rougb, 
Appear,  as  fbils,  to  set  those  lieautjes  oft. 
Fair,  to  the  left,  a  soft  asceot  is  seen, 
With  thickets  spread,  and  rows  of  rising  green, 
Where  Naturę  daims  supremę  the  sov'reign  part, 
Yet  leaves  some  touchcs  to  her  handmaid,  Art 
Tbe  peacefni  deer,  and  little  wanton  fawns. 
Sport  in  the  shades,  or  rangę  aiong  the  lawns ; 
Some,  basking,  lie  beneath  the  genial  gleam, 
Some  oourt  tbe  coolness  of  the  friendly  stream. 
See  yon  lan^  stag ! — his  spreading  brancbes  rear^d, 
Stalks  proudly  forward,  and  commands  the  herd  I 
Th'  obedient  fiock  to  all  bis  motions  bend, 
Move  as  be  walks,  and,  as  be  stops,  attend  ; 
Beneath  his  watchful  eye  directed  tread, 
Esplore  the  covert,  or  enjoy  tbe  mead. 
Fair  harmiess  creatures,  whom  no  faars  annoy, 
To  whom  kind  Naturę  lends  a  waste  of  joy ! 

*  The  greenhouse. 

*^  An  old  ruined  chapel,  tbe  burial-place  of  the 
ancient  family  of  Yester. 
"  Tbe  park. 


Wbo  taste  secnre  the  utmost  bliss  ye  ca% 
Nor  feel  the  cares  of  sel£>toniMnttng 

Ah !  quit  not,  Muse,  too  soooy  th* 
sceue^ 
Unnumber'd  beauties  yet  remain  unseen ! 
As  once,  of  old,  by  smooth  Clitumnus'  aide, 
SoPs  milk-white  heifers  rang'd  the  pastures  widi^ 
Wbose  spotleąs  forms,  with  rosy  garłaada  gny, 
Werę  victim8  worthy  of  the  god  of  day : 
So  here,  preferv*d,  the  anowy  race  "  renuos 
And  wanders,  unoónfinM,  theae  happy  plaias $ 
The  fordly  buU  esulting  roams  aJnoe, 
And  boasts  thtf  sylvan  empire  all  his  owo. 

Steep  o'er  the  brook,  abandon'd  and  de£Be'dp 
An  ancient  castle^'  stands  deibrm'd  and  waate! 
Of  oldf  perhapa,  within  whoae  friendly  gate» 
RepoaM  from  toil,  the  weary  tim?*ller  aate; 
Or  the  nigfat-wand^ringpilgrini,  led  astray, 
kere  found  a  ahelter  tali  the  dawn  of  day  ; 
The  stranger  boapitable  rites  receiT^d, 
The  rich  were  honour^d  and  the  poor  relier^d : 
Now  trees  o*eigrown  the  rujn'd  walls  embmoe, 
While  the  winds  murmur  tbroogh  the  hollow  spaee! 
Along  the  wind-rock'd  towV  the  iyy  crecps. 
And  the  brown  min  tremblea  o'er  tbe  dec^ ! 
So  Time,  with  ceaselesa  ragę,  rdentleaa  pirys 
On  all  the  trophiea  human  art  can  raiae. 
In  Tain  we  famę  to  fisithleaa  marble  trust, 
In  yain  to  braaa  oonsign  distinguishM  do^ 
He  eats  th'  inscription,  and  consomes  tbe  bast  \ 
His  undermining  hands  the  pile  di^ace* 
He  hea^es  tbe  oolumn  (rom  its  sdid  baae ! 
By  him  triumphal  ai^ches  naked  glarę. 
And  ample  theatres  are  mix'd  with  air  ; 
Ev'n  psrramids,  that  daim  dnmtion  most, 
Shrink  from  their  height,  and  hasteii  to  be  kat ! 
The  eyes,  with  pain,  deaer^  Athens  see. 
And  what  Palmyra  n*\ — ^VersaiUes  may  be. 

Bnt»  homeward,  now  retormng  to  tbe  ńght, 
Through  soft  ricissitudes  of  shade  and  light*^, 
Wbich  to  the  setttng  Sun  declining  lie, 
Fair  Nature^s  rich  embroidery  to  tbe  eye ! 
A  winding  path,  with  thickest  umbrage  spiead, 
Doea  to  the  centrę  of  tbe  foreat  lead : 
Here  num*rous  vistas  crowd  upon  the  sight. 
And  every  termination  gi^es  delight ; 
Some  raral  object  stUl  preseots  to  vievp 
A  grove,  a  yillage,  or  the  mountain  bloe ! 
See  ftoffl  the  brake  the  lonely  pheaaant  fly, 
Mark  his  rich  pinmage,  and  hCs  scarlet  eye ! 
Look  how  the  peacock,  there^  bis  pride  diaplay^ 
And  spreads  the  luatre  of  hia  Taried  blaze. 
Hark,  what  enliY'ning  soonds  tbe  heart  in^ire! 
How  the  woods  eccho  to  the  tnneftd  quire! 
What  mingling  haimony  diffuaea  rooiid  ? 
What  endless  measnrea  of  reaponaiYC  sooiid ! 
The  jocood  tribea  in  gay  oonfbaion  play, 
Dart  croaa  the  walka,  and  shoot  from  qpraf  to  ąiiaj: 
But  most  tbe  turtle,  on  yon  top-moat  bon^ 
Detaina  the  ear  with  her  barmonioua  ooo; 
PensiTe  she  sits,  without  ber  matę  onblest. 
And  murmnrs  out  tbe  aiiguish  of  her  breaA; 

>'  Wild  wbite  oows. 

**  The  old  castle  of  Yester,  the  seat  of  tiieGif- 
forda,  ancientły  kwds  Yester. 

^*  For  th^  mina  of  Pnlmyra,  aee  the  FhiłoBophi- 
cal  Transactions»  Vol«  III. 

^*  The  wood. 
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tteDtkm  ieems  ooDcamM  for  her  relief; 
nre  there^s  a  seeret  eloqaeiice  iii  grief  1 
iwaupatied  oonld  I  lose  my  footsteps  berę ; 
(ere  meditatioii  liolds  her  proper  sptiere. 
wooder  not,  of  old  the  wite  and  good 
ITalkM  self-coDTenaDt  in  the  tacred  wood ; 
\3ad  tmth^B  diyine  mysterioai  aoaroes  soog ht, 
^ere  erery  object  wm  a  help  to  thoaght. 

Nor  want  theae  happy  sbades  a  gnai^ian  pow*r, ' 
Vhen  great  Honoria  *S  at  the  even-tide  honr, 
i  finner  £ve,  amklit  a  safer  grove, 
'aites  the  loft  joy  iequefeter*d  here  to  rore, 
Vbile  loiiie  att^ding  seraph,  Tirtne-taught, 
luards  her  retirement,  and  iospires  her  thought ; 
baree  in  the  pleaeuret  of  her  pnre  retreat, 
Ad  lees  one  mortal  here  below  complele. 

But  now  dMceuding  from  the  pleasing  icene, 
Vith  easy  ftept  the  avenae  I  gain»  > 
^ere,  to  the  left,  the  brook  its  pnnage  iteali, 
^  in  its  rocfcy  bed  ita  etreanT  oonceals  $ 
Fow  gently  parlingformf  a  loft  caacade^ 
fow  gfides  inTolv'd  beneath  the  happy  tbade; 
Hiile  on  the  bank,  tbat  guarda  the  npper  aide, 
L  tylTao  vildemen  displa3rs  its  pride. 
lere  the  gay  foliage  sbeds  a  ▼{▼id^leam, 
teflected  brightly  from  the  solar  beam ; 
liere,  aller'd,  does  a  darker  laoe  assame, 
jsd  Btrikes  os  with  a  deep  majestic  gbom ; 
^et,  e^resis  mootbs  their  8hort-liT*d  course  have  mn, 
liMe  charms  shall  ^anish,  and  thn  bloom  be  gone! 
liese  trees,  that  now  soch  laTish  yerdnre  boast, 
hall  naked  stand,  deibrm'd  by  winter^s  frost, 
III  spring  retnming  dresi  the  painted  plain, 
und  bid  rewmug  natnre  smile  again. 

O  thou,  by  Tirtne  morę  than  titles  great, 
^hom  Hea^n  bas  bless^d  with  sueh  a  ealm  retreat, 
ifild  Tweeddale,«deign  to  hear  the  ftuthfni  Mnse, 
kccept  her  homage^  and  appiove  her  tows; 
4mg  may  yoo  firm  Britaania's  cause  delhnd, 
lod  be  in  all  eztremes  her  steady  fiiend  I 
XMig  hoaouT's  paths  with  aelf-applause  pursae, 
jod  keep  the  fonnders  of  yoar  linę  in  Yiew  *'! 
ITIks  ^^^  the  great  dictator,  left  their  ploagh, 
ud  tanght  in  arms  the  stnbbom  Dane  to  bow  $ 
B  the  declining  batUe  yictora  itopd, 
jad  booght  their  oonntry'8  safety  with  their  blDod. 
[ere  when  the  pnblic  cares  allow  yoo  rest, 
lie  calm  of  philosophic  leisore  taste ; 
(eloy'd,  esteem'd,  admir'd,  unenvy'd  live  1 
jftd  boast  a  joy  that  fortunę  ne'er  coald  giye. 

Now,  lest  the  laboor,  Mnse,  appear  too  king, 
nth  Oifibrd  end  the  long  protraeted  song ; 
leligbtfni  yillage ! .  blessM  with  Natare*8  smile, 
Hiere  gdiden  plenty  gilds  the  Iraitfiil  soil ! 


'*  The  late  marchioneas  of  Tweeddale  who  died 
t  Edinbnrgh,  1736,  omyeraally  lamented  and 
itoeoMd. 

>'  The  first  of  the  iamily  of  Hay  were  a  good 
t>nntryman  and  hia  two  aons,  who,  when^he  Scots 
ere  routed  by  the  Danes  at  the  battle  of  Lonearty, 
ame  in  witk  their  pUnigh-sharea,  and  by  atopping 
le  fugitiyea  reooyered  the  field,  and  defeated  the 
lemy;  for  which  tbey  were  rewarded  with  landa 
I  Angua,  ennobled  by  the  king,  and  took  the  air- 
ame  of  Hay.  In  relation  to  thia  aiicident,  they 
Bar  for  arms  argient,  three  eacotcheon  galea.  Of 
lis  name  are  the  man|aia  of  Tweeddale,  and  the 
irls  of  Errol  and  Kmnoole. 


What  green  enel0Btn«s  mark  the  fkutńry  groond  ? 
See  yon  fair  bill,  with  tafta  of  jplanting  crown*dy 
Bebind  the  mountain'a  azure  top  is  aeeo. 
And  the  eye  loses  all  the  yale  between. 
Cloae  by  the  town  the  winding  riyer  glides, 
And  in  ita  hotlow  channei  aunk  subsidea ; 
Yet  when  the  doada  descend  in  wint^ry  rain, 
The  torrent  oyerwhelma  the  aubject  plain ; 
Impetoona,  driyes  along  with  rapid  lorce. 
And  makea  ita  power  the  limita  of  ita  ooarae ! 

Thua  haa  the  Moae,  bat  with  too  fkint  eaaay, 
Thro'  Natare'a  maże  paraoed  her  artłeaa  way ; 
Uke  the  laboriona  bee,  haa  urg'd  her  Aight, 
Where  groyea,  where  gaidena,  or  where  atreama  in- 
Haa  o^er  creatioa  atretch'd  her  artleaa  wing,  [yite ; 
And  prais'd  that  power  who  gaye  heryoice  to  aing. 
Where  godlikegoodneaa  apreada  theboonteoua  finuM, 
Where  each  apectator  ia  a  coostant  gueat; 
Whoae  blessinga  all  withoat  diathietionahare, 
Tread  on  hta  eartb,  and  breathe  hia  yitat  air; 
Whose  piercing  eye  thro*  apace  immenae  eztends, 
Oo  whose  supporting  band  the  whole  dependa ! — 
From  the  nnweikły  wha]e*a  enormoua  masa, 
To  the  smali  inaect  onthe  peopled  graaa, 
Whate'er  in  air,  and  eartb,  and  aea,  I  aee, 
AU-oomprehending  powVl — ia  fbll  of  Thee ! 
Thy  waya  with  ceaseless  raptore  I  esplore, 
And  lost  in  pleasare — gazę  tiU  I  adore ! 

Yet,  thoa  instmcted,  by  thy  proyidence, 
Tho'  Natare,  atill  profaae,  her  cbarma  diapense, 
The  atorehonae  of  diyine  magnificence! 
Tho'  all  her  worka  conapire  onr  thoughta  to  raise 
To  Thee,  great  object  of  all  loye  and  praise ! 
How  many,  dead  to  tbis  ezalted  joy, 
Caat  o'er  the  whole  an  undelighted  eye  ? 
Or,  at  the  best,  but  oold  apectatora  stand 
Unconecious  of  thy  all-bestowing  band ; 
Thy  works,  that  set  Thee  jn  the  atrougeat  łight, 
Senre,  like  a  yeil,  to  hide  Thee  from  their  aight; 
Łike  earth-bom  moles  the  ray  diyine  they  aee, 
They  taate  not  Naturę, — ^for  they  know  not  Thee  I 


WariTSK  IK  THl 

ANCIENT  PALĄCE  OF  FALKLAND, 

SiPT.  1735. 

Qaod  jam  compoaitum  violat  manna  bospita  bustom 
Da  yeniam  1 — ai.quid  aenaua  post  lata  relictum  est. 

Łucan. 

*'  DssiKTKD  Falkland  !  when  thy  foce  I  yiew, 
It  giyes  me  grief-'bot  giyes  me  wonder  too ; 
Wooder*,  the  noble  band,  that  bas  thy  trust, 
Leayes  thee  to  fali  a  moołdering  heap  of  dnst ! 
To  see  the  fine  effiects  of  James'8  taate  * 
A  maaa  of  ruin,  beantifully  waate!  . 

'  U  were  to  be  wiahed  thoae  noble  perMma  to 
whom  the  care  of  rojral  palacea,  and  other  andent 
bnildings,  both  aacred  and  ptofane,  belongs  dthei 
by  commission  or  right,  would  take  tome  ooore 
care  to  preserre  those  yenerable  remains  of  anti 
qaity,  aa  entire  aa  poaaible  to  posterity. 

'  James  V.  the  politest  and  most  elegant  prince 
of  hia  time,  repaired  and  beautified  thia  palące, 
and  built  that  of  Linlithgow,  which  are  both  in  a 
fine  taste  for  that  age,  and  both  much  auperior  to 
aome  celebrated  piecea  of  modem  architecture. 
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Grief,  io  thy  niiaM  yet  nftjertic  state, 

To  mark  the  piotore  of  tbj  oountry^s  faJtie  V* 

Thus  as  I  mu8'd  łotent— and  gaz'd  aromid, 
Aloog  the  fractur^d  vęA\s  with  Wy  bound ! 
Where  the  wom  biut  dteplayM  a  dobtow  iaice, 
As  if  it'inoani'd  insulting  time'!  dngraoe  $ 
Faint  from  beneath  a  hollow  mu  mor  broke, 
Re8einb1iiig.hiiJnao  yoicc    and  thus  it  spoke'. 

"  Iiiqułre  oot,  Skranger,  tinae  so  fasl  devoun» 
Thete  ftiithless  walls  aad  saerikgious  tow'rs  ? 
Oh  rathar  wonder  tbey  so  Umg  ba^e  stood, 
Staiii'd  with  black  panricide,  and  rais*d  m  blood! 
Hera  regal  marder  6x'd  its  deepest  dye, 
A  prince  by  femine  lost ! — that  shade  aml ! 
From  a  food  £sther's  tender  arms  betny'd9 
To  linger  here  nnpiiy^d,  ODSonreyM ! 
Nor  think  a  struger  gave  the  deadly  bkm, 
A  barbaroos  uncłe  bid  me  perish  so ! 
First  to  his  power  my  heedless  stept  allur'd, 
Tben  in  a  dan9eąi*s  dismal  depth  immnr'd. 
Think  I  tbe  heir  immediate  to  the  cro«rn> 
Bróoght  np  in  elagance,  and  mirs^d  in  down ; 
Who  by  too  food  a  parenfs  kindnem  ble9i'd, 
Gould  form  a  wisb  tor  nothiny  unposseflsM ; 
While  head-atroog  paasion,  deaf  to  reason^s  law, 
Pursued  intomely  ev«ry  blits  it  saw ; 
Coosom'd  the  sbort-liv'd  day  in  new  deligbt, 
In  wastefol  riot  lengtben^d  out  the  night; 
Think  on  the  change— the  sad  nweine  I  found  I 
Intomb*d  alive,  and  shackled  to  tbe  grOiuid ; 
Where  then  was  minstreby?  the  Yoice  oC  joy  ? 
Th«  laTish  banąnet,  and  the  wanton  ^e } 
The  high  respect  by  meniał  sla^es  bestow^d  ? 
The  gay  attendance  ?  and  deoeitf al  crowd } 
AU  the  Wild  Ittziury,  my  yonth  had  known, 
Vanish'd  at  ooc»— for  ef«r,  ever  fiown ! 

Minę  days  I  atniggled think  the  crueł  sirife ! 

The  gnaw  of  angiush,  and  the  waste  of  life ! 
No  onp  of  water,  and  no  cmst  of  bread, 
And  the  oold  fttone  a  pilk>w  for  my  bend  I 
Tbe  feenth-* ^HinaUe  longer  to  sostaśn 
The  cmel  smart,  and  strengthrconsuming  pain, 
To  my  devoted  arm  I  tura'd  for  food, 
And  broke  the  vital  channeU  of  my  blood ! 
Bottiatare  wasted  now  refus'd  snpply,' 
For  lłfe*s  exhaasted  founuins  a!1  were  dry! 
In  clouds  of  disziness,  invoWd  my  sight, 
Dim  grew  all  objects,  and  coofusM  the  light ! 
In  my  dali  ears  a  distant  marmur  rang, 
The  trembling  accents  folteT'd  on  my  tongue  ! 
Wearied  I  sunk  in  death's  embracing  sbade^ 
And  mingled  with  that  earth  which  now  you  tread.*' 
FroEe  with  the  tale,  I  turn'd  me  ąuickly  roond. 
And  left  with  hasty  steps  the  faUl  ground. 


TO  THB 

AUTHOR  OF  UNITERSAL  BEAUTY, 

APOBM. 

Amicitia  reddit  honores 

Sat,  HeaT^n-born  Mnse !  for  thence  thy  Uanetess 
And  melody  divine,  declare  thec  sprung  \  [tongoe, 
What  sacted  ardoar  taaght  thy  wing  to  try 
A  iligbt  unknown  to  our  pollated  eye  ? 

»  The  person  intiodaced  speaking  hcte  is  Robert 
prinee  of  Seotland,  eMest  son  to  Robert  III.  and 
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Leam't  thee  to  loem  the  gliti'iing  joys  of 
And  kindle  oooaoioos  of  a  noUer  birtlŁ ! 
Whenceeateh'd  thy  gknring  bg«astthebnllow*a«mł 
Or  with  soch  raptutes  sweUM  thy  dkaaaamg  \ym} 
Skire  Heav'n  that  saw  thy  pnrpoee  aent  the  ak» 
Some  seraph  to  thy  riew  the  wfaole  displny^d  ; 
With  friendly  hand  oidain^d  thy  faappjr  ńgtas^ 
Thy  colonn  bleodcd,.and  dispo8'd  thy  liflits! 
"  From  mdiaat  Sans  th'  effolgent  gildio^  ~ 
White  mooos  the  Btlvar  gave,  and  air  tbe 
Celestial  groves.tbe  fovely  Terdore  sbed» 
And  bloshing  moming  lent  the  rosy  rad  I 
So  gave,  compicte,  thy  beaoteoas  woiks  to 
And  wpók  their  great  original  dirine ! 

Po  on,  chaste  bard !  pcotract  tbe  ^otleas 
And  shame  the  scribUers  of  an  idle  ago ! 
Low  restleas  minds !  whom  yam  aarińtion 
Or  eartb^bom  lorę  inflames,  or  winę  inapim ! 
Like  meteon  craeping  naar  their  native  eatth, 
Whose  foiot  daratfon  speakft  their  homilie  biftt  I 
Thy  higher  theoM  a  sarer  praise  secnresy 
"  Fane  be  their  reoompcnce— but  HeaT'nlieyoQn!'' 

Natore'8  altractians  hj  thy  peneil  trac^di* 
Like  Natare*&  sdf,  khall  ever-błoQBiiQg  last ; 
The  morał  beauties  of  tbe  rayttie  kiad^ 
The  stronger^  foir  peifeetSouaef  the  mnudl' 
Next  claim  thy  song; — nor  theu  the  taak  lefine, 
Worthy  tbe  subieet  of  thy  pnier  Mose ; 
Enraptnr^d  on  the  cbams  of  virtae  dwett. 
And  paint  those  joys  you  seem  to  know  too 

TIms»  iHiile  with  pjoafing  adawratlmt  lad, 
Thy  foaltless  layś  enamonr^d  I  sorrey^d  * 
Prais*d>  whera  I  thaoght  that  roal  praise  wm 
Approv'd  the  work»  nor  yet  its  aother  knew  ; 
Now  knon;— «o  mora  I  gaae  on  tbe  desśpi. 
Bat  waoder  that  I  did  not  gnesB  it  thine ! 
I  kwe  tbea  so  :.-^  dara  net  e^n  comoieDd, 
Ev'n  slight  applause  ia  flatfiy  in  a  fnend  ; 
Morę  proud  of  this  tban  all  the  wreaths  of 
That  you  bestow^d^— and  I  picsetre  the 


TO  MARCEILA, 


-l^uito  devimdt  amore 


Nos  pudor,  nos  probitas,  casti^oe  modestia  tuHdb 


THouspotlessiur!  nceept  the  foitfaful  la j» 
The  thanks  the  fondly  giiftefol  Masa  wonld  pay ; 
Who  Toid  of  adołatien  triea  her  wings. 
And  suits  ber  nambaia  to  the  theme  sbe  wigs  ; 
Where  all  the  stiengtk  of  Tirtae  gather^  Uó, 
And  goodness  like  yonr  own  attracti  the  eycs ! 

Say,  heaT*nly  charm  1  whose  magie  fotten  biad 
In  soft  captivity  the  mUang  mind ! 
Thea  chiki  of  peaee !  nftn'd  ethereal 
Thou  bright  impressnn  of  th'  eteraal  name 
Bentrolenoe !  *-— thou  smile-ereating  joy» 
lifo  to  the  heart,  and  kutra  to  the  eye ! 

Oh  say! so  Itttłe why  thy  iniuence 

So  few,  whoelaim  thy  boonty  as  their  own  ? 

brotberto  James  L  who  wMbetrayed  totbisploee. 
and  most  inbnmanły  starved  to  death  by  his  oack 
MordoCi  duka  of  Albany,  at  the  age  of  ninefeeea 
years;  for  whieh  story  see Buchanan.  It  is  re- 
markahle  thip  prinee  had  been  rary  wiUl,  whiek 
makes  the  contrast  remarkably  8trong« 
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Say,  why  so  mach  wbUe  powV  or  iafrest  sway, 

The  great  are  blind  to  thy  superior  ray  ? 

Why  'midst  the  pomp  of  oourts  ihou  ishan'st  to 

dwell? 
Yet  com'8t  unsent  for  to  the  shephertfs  celi ! 
Or  why  when  vealth  neglected  sett  tbee  by, 
Steafst  thou  to  ftll  my  bo6om  with  a  sigb  ? 
Who  vaBt  the  pow*r  thy  blessings  to  impait. 
And  grasp  thy  barreir  image  in  my  heart; 
Prom  foi«iiae'0  wanta  thia  soie  initnietion  gain, 
That  Tirtue  eT*o  distrett'd  is  happy  pain ! 

Go,  gentle  guest !  to  fiur  Maroella  *  go, 
Whoae  mind  reseatiog  fseb  ev*n  diftaDt  woe; 
Calm  tho'  the  happy  iiegion  lies  within, 
Her  gentle  bosom  sweUa  to  take  tbee  ia ! 
There  shed  thy  balm,    from  tbence  eaiert  thy 

pow'r! 
Not  Heay*!!  iteelf  can  lorę  thy  presenoe  moie. 

Yet,  powV  piopitiocM  to  mankind,  beware^ 
Bid  fortane  wait  thee  to  the  noble  fiur ! 
Ample  ber  own,  ber  wisbes  think  it  smali ; 
Her  sottPs  fair  sanshhie  wooM  estend  to  all ! 
Bat  soch  a  fond  petition  woald  be  rain, 
Earth  woald  be  Paradise  were  she  to  retgn! 
Eise  migfafat   thou  woand  the  tender  fleraph*8 

rest. 
And,  Merning  others,  leare  berself  anbless'd  t 

60  the  bright  lamp  of  nigbt  the  constaat  Ifoon, 
Unwearied,  does  ber  cifcling  joomey  ran ; 
Oft  thro*  the  fleecy  cłoad  irradiant  bends. 
And  to  benighted  lands  ber  infloenae  lends; 
Wide  ote  the  ^lobe  ber  ganiał  iartre  throwi. 
And  all  the  spŁindonr ibr TorniTf  11        bcirtowit 
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DEATR0FMR8.  8JUART  OF  CARDINESS, 


AT 


IDIRBUlOHf  AUGUST  99,  1732.     AGD  ^3. 


sit  podor  ant  modus 
Tam  cań  c^pttia  ? 

Hor. 

Tsou  fair  instruotive  patteni  to  thy  kind, 
Tbat  beauty  lies  not  in  the  &ce  but  mind ! 
Thou  gentle  proof  of  virtne's  80T'nign  pow% 
Loreiy  in  age,  and  pleaaing  past  threesoore  I 
Farewel,  sinee  death  our  fmlher  wjsh  denies. 
And  in  kind  slumbers  seab  thy  placid  eyes ; 
Wbite  Heav*n,  asKnting  to  thy  own  delight, 
Recals  thy  spirit  to  the  land  of  light ! 

Ł9m  one  unhappy,  who  in  alumber  lay, 
Thro*  the  fiiir  course  of  some  unclonded  day  } 
Wbo^  looking  up  8urpriz'(^  regrets  to  find, 
Hbv  loar  ibe  Sun's  bright  joorney  is  decliuM : 
So  with  «  doubtflU  pleasore  I  sunrey^d 
The  cbeerful  saiot  in  life's  increasing  shade  ; 
And,  from  the  <mlmness  of  ber  eyening-bonr, 
I  gae^'d  the  temperate  day  faad  gone  before  : 
So  the  wise  Indian,  from  tbe  niddy  gloom, 
Jjikes  the  day  passM — aud  baJłs  the  mom  to 
come! 

■  Tbe   boMorable   lady    Mary   Cooniogham, 
dnngbter  to  tbe  latft  eari  of  GgUnloai 


W  AMANDA. 


.BnSTXB  I. 


Eztremus  perit  tam  longi  fructus  amoris, 
Pracipitantąue  suos  luctas, — ^neuterąoe  recedens 
Siistinuit  dixi88e  Yale !  Titamque  per  omnem 
Nulla  fiiit  tam  mcesta  dies. 

Lucan. 

LtBB  some  fair  tuTtle  wfao^  in  sormw  miM, 
Sees  by  rade  banda  ber  little  nest  dcspoird ; 
And  'midst  tbe  grof«,  abaadon'd  to  diatressr 
Bemoana^a  wrong  ber  findness  cant  radrass ! 
So  wbile  with  eqoal  juslice  yon  oomplain, 
(Alike.the  injnry,— 4ilike  the  pain !) 
Wbile  sadly  pensire  to  yo«nelf  yon  meora 
Your  tendenat  Uessiags  hom  your  boaom  torn  * ; 
Permit  the  płantive  Mose,  iHustrioua  Mr ! 
To  grieve  a  lute,  which  alt -most  own  aerere : 
For  surely  nonę,  who  boast  a  humaa  heait, . 
Can  hear  your  km  unoensoioas  of  a  smart. 

Oh  why  ye  pow*rB,  wte  grac^d  Amanda^s  s^ontii 
With  smiling  mnooanoe,  and  natire  trath ; 
Such  as,  in  spite  of  malice,  well  might  claim 
Tbe  noblest  titles,  and  tbe  brightest  fune; 
Vou,  who  so  tender  form*d  ber  lorely  breast, 
That  ^▼'ry  woe  she  saw,  distaib'd  ber  rest! 
Why  so  unequal  did  ye  fix  ber  fate  ? 
To  crown  ber  with  the  wretcbedness  of  state ! 
In  sbiningdigniliy  ber  peace  destri^y, 
And  raise  ber  fortunę,  to  disturb  ber  joy  ! 

So  Ibodly  wept  tbe  Mose  Amandm^  cars^ 
So  moara^d,  ooooeraM  the  Tisionary  £ur ; 
Pictur^d  ber  laoguid  look,  and  tbougbtful  miin^ 
That  spoke  the  stroggliog  passions  beM  witban! 
When  qnick  the  cbange—«s  fisncy  couid  sustaiot 
Appear^d  a  natire  of  tbe  bea?enly  pląin ! 
And  wbile  the  rapture  thro'  my  senseś  ran, 
Tbe  cherab  rosy-smird and  thusbęgan. 

'*  Cease,  ansious  mortal !  long  inar*d  to  care^ 
'Tis  Hea^^n  disposea,  and  'tis  man'f  to  bear ! 
*lls  tbine  the  salutary  smart  to  know, 
Tbe  secret  YaUie  of  instructive  woe ! 
But  if  long  prov'd  tboa  yet  remain  uotaugbt, 
Perplex*d  with  soraples,  and  coofus'd  by  thougbt ; 
If  dubious  thou  behold'st  Aaianda's  fate, 
Or.  why  sucb  ▼irtues  such  distress  shouJd  wait  ? 
From  me  sobmiaH^e  all  the  reason  know. 
And  owa  that  sor^reign  justice  rales  below ! 

"  As  pictures  plac*d  too  distaat,  or  too  naar, 
Or  wildiy  gUring,  or  oonfns^d  oppear; 
But,  justły  seated  io  tbeir  prapar  dayt 
Immediate  sense  and  }  leaent  life  ooBTey  I 
So  fik'd  in  paacefiil  state,  or  priTate  ease, 
Amanda  had  but  gain'd  a  Bułgar  praise  s 
Iife's  cloudless  soene  bad  seen  b»r  smiles  akaM^ 
And  balf  ber  vLitues  bad  -remain^d  unknown ! 
But  Tirtues,  as  Amaada*s  firm,  rai|iiira, 
Łike  gold,  tht^  standard  of  afflictiTe  fira ! 
Tis  then  tbey  stroggle  from  tbe  tortura  Ibrth* 
With  nati^e  Instre,  aad  acknowŁadg'd  worthi 
In  blessings  on  deljgbted  nations  fali, 
Tbeir  inAoenoe  fslt,  tbeir  valiie  own*d  by  all ! 

"  Tho*  harsb  to  tbee  appear  Aowoda^  pain, 
Forbid  by  dnty—boBOur— to  coof laia ! 

*  This  was  occasioned  by  tbe  misfbrtone  of  a 
lady  of  qiiality,  who  bad  ber  ebiUran  fbroed  fióor 
ber  in  a  Yery  unbappy  manner. 
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Yet  ftom  ber  sofieńng  shall  ber  glory  rise, 
^d  gaiD  applause  from  all  imtMirtial  eyes ; 
The  band,  that  triumpbs  in  ber  present  smart, 
Sball  wisb  it  ne'er  bad  wiiig'd  tbe  hostile  dart; 
Her  lovely  o&priog,  bunryM  from  ber  sigbt, 
Sball  io  captivity  assert  ber  rigbt ! 
Ab  late  tbeir  in&ot-bauds  tbe  moumer  saw 
Clasp  ber  fond  side — and  balf  arraign  tbe  law  | 
So  sball  Heay^o  rigbt  ber  injurM  excellence, 
And  arm  ber  troubles  m  ber  ju6t  defence  ! 

"  And  be  thebeauteous  youtb,  wbo  yet  remains, 
Source  of  ber  bope,  and  solące  of  ber  pains  * 
Who  with  officious  tenderoess  woald  please, 
Whose  bosom  swełls  to  give  Amanda  ease; 
Sball  by  his  foture  morit  bos^  a  name, 
Phm  censare  firee,  and  anobscnr^d  by  famę ; 
Sball  ail  bil  lorely  mother^sgriefs  atoiie, 
And  bleai  ber  with  tbe  bonour  of  a  son." 

So  ceas^d  tbe  angel  I— tbro*  tbe  nńd  of  day, 
SarprizM  I  saw  bis  glitt*ring  pinions  play ; 
While  reeoUectife,  as  my  slamber  broke^ 
I  mark'd  the  pleastng  presage  be  bad  spoke ; 
BlesiM,  coald  the  Masę  but  make  ber  wisbes  good| 
Aocept  her  irows— sbe  cannot  what  sbe  woa'd  I 


TO  AMANDA. 

BFUTŁI  IL 

Prodesse  Toluptas. 


OBScim'D  by  fortunę, — and  by  anguisb  pain'd, 
ŁoDg,  fair  Amanda !  bad  tbe  bard  complain*d  ; 
And  blam'd  those  Muses,  wbose  too  fond  address 
Had  meant  him  genios,  but  denied  sucoess ! 
Long  bad  he  pin*d  beneatb  neglected  grief, 
And,  ooly  not despairing.  bop*d  relief! 
When  HeaT^f  whicb  better  tban  its  creatures  knows 
Our  reat  suiierings,  or  imaginM  woes ; 
That  HeaT'n  tbat  never  yet  recei^^d,  unheard, 
Tbe  prayer  in  bittemess  of  sonl  preferr^d ! 
Was  pleas'd  to  toucb  your  sympatbizing  ear. 
And  make  a  stranger*s  grief  your  gen*rou8  care  t 

To  rulgar  minds  let  wealth  its  cbarros  nnfold, 
For  Tulgar  minds  alooe  are  touch'd  with  gold  ! 
To  minę  your  soft  inchanting  lines  ''con^ey 
A  nobler  sense,  and  strike  a  stronger  way ! 
I^ke  placid  light,  a  gentle  beam  reveal, 
Cheer  as  they  warm,  and  strengthen  as  they  beal ! 
Sttch  words  from  kind  descending  angels  flow, 
When  ftijm  tbeir  natiTe  skies  they  stoop  below 
Gommissk)n'd  to  repair  some  &tal  woe ! 
So  kind  they  fly  to  stop  the  desdly  hour, 
And  bring  relief — ^when  earth  can  do  no  morę ! 

Thns  with  unoommon  goodness  you  reoeire 
A  trilmte — whicb  I  scaroe  presum'd  to  give ! 
Soften  an  anguisb  to  the  worid  onknown» 
And  make  HeaTVfl  fisirest  attribute  your  own ! 

Oh  had  the  Mnse  tbe  dear  celestialart, 
With  tuneful  sounds  to  sootb  int«mal  smart ! 
Oh  were  sbe  fii^our^d  by  the  sacred  Ninę, 
To  ease  tbe  sighing  of  a  beart  like  tbine ! 
Soon  sbould  thy  bMom,  eheerfnl  as  thy  eyes, 
From  eT'ry  secret  weight  deliTer'd  rise : 
Amanda  shonld  the  gratefol  debt  receire, 
And  find  it  was  not  her's  alone  to  gire ! 

'  A  letter  wrote  to  tbe  author  in  answer  to  tbe 
first  epistle. 


TO  THS  HOHOUKABU 


i 


THE  LADY  SUSANNA  MONTGOMERY. 


Raro  est  adeo  Concordia  farmm 


Atque  pudicłtie. 


Vain  are  tbe  weak  allnrements  of  tbe  fim, 

Uniess  tbe  mental  part  iu  task  perlbrm  ; 

Extemal  beauty  time  and  cbance  iuTade, 

Tbe  sours  superior  graces  neirer  fade ! 

Bat  wbile,  in  your  accompUsb'd  person  join^d. 

We  see  with  virtue  e7'ry  cbarm  coałbia'd; 

By  merit  won,  tbe  subject  beart  obeys. 

And  by  bereditary  rigbt  you  please  ! 

Weil  with  your  matchless  mother  may  yoa  shaie 

Her  lasting  pow*r,  whose  spotless  name  you  bear. 

As  cbaste  your  breast — ^your  face  almoat  aa        ' 


TO  MR,  HENRY  TONGE, 

siuDBirr  ra  tbs  cmnnmsiTY  op  aDiiiBOBCH. 

Erat  enim  in  seriis  jocisgue  amicus  oiPniuB  Ihi< 
ramm. 


AccBrr  tbe  Tene  no  strains  of  flatf  17  tweilp 
That  only  artleas  aim  tby  worth  to  tell ; 
Pleasing  the  task,  wbere  frieodship  lends  ita 
To  make  thy  merit  tbe  selected  theme ; 
As  diiBcult,  too  fondly  to  commend, 
And  yet  presenre  tbe  saoned  name  of  fnend  I 
Yet,  by  affection  taugbt  foffive  tbe  mnse^ 
If  sbe,  iotent,  the  fiur  design  pnrsues ; 
Speaks  prepos8esB'd  the  langnagę  of  ber  faenitp 
And  tells  wbat  thou  sbalt  be^rom  włiat  thoa 
.  art. 
With  Iove  of  leaming  while  tby  bosom  glowi» 
Refulgent  jonth  its  roseat  charma  bertows  ; 
And  in  tby  cheer  ul.Iodk  appear  designM 
Uuited  bealtb  of  body  and  of  mind ! 
Yirtue  and  wittheir  mutnal  force  employ. 
One  fills  tby  beart,  one  sparUes  from  thy  eye ! 
One  gOYems  tby  dtsoourse,  one  gems  thy  tboaght. 
And  marks  thy  conrerae  dear  without  a  fiiult  ^ 
Połiteness  waits  on  reason  for  its  guide. 
And  sa¥'reign  sense  disdains  the  aad  of  pride; 
For  science  oft  its  weaker  sons  betrajrs. 
And  knowledge  stiffens,  OTer-«taTcVd  with  pniw! 

Weil  have  you  cbosen  tbe  lifo-rertoring  art, 
Whicb  suits  tbe  natiTe  purpose  of  your  beart ! 
Wbere  soft  bumanity  its  pow^r  estends. 
And  makes  distress  and  misery  its  friends ; 
Wbere  boundless  fortunę  must  defraud  your  wah* 
Nor  giTe  your  goodnes»--half  the  means  of  bfis  f 

Not  madly  airy,  nor  moroady  gra^e, 
Tbe  fools  surtout,  an^reftige  of  tbe  knaTC  t 
Wise  with  tbe  śerious,  cbeerful  with  tbe  gay, 
You  dress  3^ur  mind  oongenial  to  the  day  ; 
Place  e?ery  actioo  in  its  softest  ligfat. 
And  speak,  as  if  you  still  were  in  the  rigbt; 
So  painters  still  esert  tbeir  ttrongest  care, 
To  place  tbe  master-figore  strong  and  fair; 
Tbe  mt  with  fołnter  ooloon  are  dii^lay^d, 
And  erery  foible  tinks  behind  the  sbadef 
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Most  hippy  be !  to  wfaoin  tbe  Fatet  Bhftll  givę, 
The  blen*d  aaaoctate  of  thj  joys  to  live ! 
To  wfadai  yoa  sbaU  tbe  leisiure-iDomeot  lend, 
With  whom  tbe  cares  of  baty  life  uobeod  ! 
WHh  li^ely  thought,  enlted  trutb  refine, 
Aod  give  new  lustie  to  tbe  genial  winę ; 
May  Fortune,  yieldmg  to  yonr  science  kittd, 
Beatow  ber  bonoty  equal  to  yonr  mind. 
Shall  gToveUng  aools  their  uaeless  tieasures  boast  ? 
In  wboin  tbe  tenge  of  humao-kind  is  łost ! 
ShaU  titled  slaTes  HearcD^s  rich  elixir  waste. 
To  gratify  a  mean  luxuriant  taste.^ 
And  fball  just  Hear^n  deny  tbe  meaos  to  tbee. 
To  make  iti  blenings  like  its  boanty  free ! 
Bot  if  in  yain  tbe  fond  peiitions  aim, 
8titl  may  yoor  lo?e1y  tetnper  last  tbe  same ! 
Belor'd,  oneoTyM,  pass  your  bappy  days ! 
Stamp  ev'r^  joy  with  bright  intńnsic  ease ; 
Till  fate  turo  out  tbe  destinM  bonr  assigoM, 
Till  Heay'n  redaims  you,  and  yoo  leave  bebind 
▲  memory  dear,  and  uaeful  to  mankiiid  I 


TO  THB  HONOIJlUBŁĆ 

SIR  JOHN  CLERK,  BARONET, 

OF  TBB  BABOUS  W  Rlif  lfAJI91T'8  KHOHKUBa  fN 
SCOTLAND. 

SPISTŁB  I. 

Auream  quisquis  mediocritatem 
Biligit  tutus,  caret  obsoleti 
Sordibos  tecti,  caret  inTideodd 

Sobrius  aul&.  Hor. 

WatŁB  you  with  Atticus  eigoy  tbe  praise, 
By  al]  distinguisbM,  er^ry  side  to  please; 
While  parties  join  yoar  merit  to  commend, 
Aad  ev'ry  honest  man  must  be  your  friend : 
Forgive  the  Muse  wbo  would  ber  homage  pay, 
And  to  yoor  Tiew  submit  the  faithful  lay ; 
^  WbOy  conscioDS  of  tbe  joys  you  most  approve, 
Seeks  you,  retir'd,  within  your  fay'rite  grove  i 
On  £sca'8  bankS  where,  with  melodious  sound, 
The  tbmsh  respoiuive  charms  tbe  sbadęs  aroiind : 
Where,  free  from  public  cares,  and  city-notse, 
Your  mind  tbe  sweets  of  solitude  enjoys ! 
Where  pure  and  undistarbM  your  btessings  ilow, 
^   Aa  IIeav'n  seem'd  pleasM  its  fafours  to  b^ow ; 
Bleaaiogs !  in  wbich  so  few  can  claim  a  part, 
A  plooteous  fortunę  with  a  temperate  beart 
Long  past  deligbted  here  your  leisure-day. 
And  let  life^s  eveniog  shed  its  placid  ray ; 
lar^d  by  yoor  friends,  and  to  your  country  dear, 
Spead  tbe  £tir  remnant  of  the  lengtheo'd  year ; 
Health  UDimpair'd,  and  passtons  erer  ev'n, 
On  Earth  the  foretaste  of  approeching  HeaT'n ! 
While  Datore^sbeauties  still  before  yoa  rise, 
Cfadarm  ev'ry  sense,  and  feast  your  nmth'd  eyes ! 
Till  by  a  cbaoge  insensible  yoo  gain 
Th'  immortal  joys  that  wortby  deeds  remain; 

^  Me^it-banky  a  beaatiful  riHa  belonging  to 
tbat  gentleman  titcaied  by  the  tide  of  the  ri?er 
Nortb-Etky  where  the  dispotition  of  the  house  and 
gardent  la  in  the  moat  elegant  and  flniibed  taste^ 
rerable  to  the  fUns  gemm  of  the  owner* 
VOŁ.  XIV. 


And  with  applaote  receire  the  radiant  crihm 
That  waitt  on  public  virtoc^; — ^like  your  owo. 

So  hr,  my  lord,  tbe  Muse  bad  gone  astray. 
Nor  tbobgbt  to  whom  the  snng  ber  artlesb  Uy ; 
To  thee,  a  master  of  the  tuneftil  pen ! 
And  eqnal  judge  of  mapners  and  of  men  ; 
In  whom  the  sister-arts  complete  unitę. 
To  form  a  taste  acoomplish'd  and  polite. 

Acoept  tbe  rerse — ^tbat  sooms  tbe  yenal  part. 
Nor  yet  bas  known  to  prottitute  tbe  art; 
Wbo  ne'er  to  Tice  could-slaTish  altars  raise, 
Or  ]eam'd  to  flatter,  where  she  blusb'd  to  praise; 
Whose  numbers  careless,  like  hertfelf;  and  free, 
Ezpress  ber  tbougbts,  and  with  ber  beart  agree; 
Her  strengtb  uneąual  to  tbe  task  she  knows, 
III  soits  ber  rolce  to  sing,  oppress^d  with  woes  ; 
Let  otbers  toucb  the  lyre  from  trooble  free, 
(Tbat  bappy  lot  was  once  allow^d  to  me !} 
But  when  tbe  breast  is  tom  with  varied  paio» 
Wild  nratt  tbe  measures  be,  and  rude  tbe  str^  ; 
Your  candour  oniy  can  ber  iaults  escose, 
Your  goardian  smtte  alone  protect  tbe  Muse ; 
For  worth  like  your*s,  with  natłve  lustre  bright, 
Can  giki  obscurest  oljects  with  its  Itgbt ! 


TO  THE  SAME, 

Wm  NATUBIy   A  POKM. 
EPItTŁE  ip. 


Prindpibns  placuisse  Tiris  non  ultima  laus  cit* 

Patbon  of  leaming  f  and  the  Muse*s  friendi 
To  thee,  accomplish'd  Clerk,  these  lines  I  send, 
Wbich  by  tby  mach-lov'd  E^ca's  flow'ry  side» 
With  fkint  essay,  tbe  rural  llluse  has  try*d  i 
And,  ravisb'd  with  the  Tańous  charms  she  taw, 
Has  sketch'd  a  landscape  abler  bands  shouM  draw. 

Let  otbers, ^trangers  to  all  foretgn  worth, 
Culrse  the  cold  climate,  and  Łhe~frozen  oorth ! 
Say,  tbsit  the  barren  land  no  prospect  yields. 
But  oaked  mountains,  and  uoshelter^d  fields; 
Natnre  is  blameless, — she  has  done  ber  part. 
And  only  wants  the  sister-aids  of  art ; 
filessM  with  such  all-improvtog  bands  as  thine, 
Soon  would  ber  face  with  new  advantage  shine ! 
Ev'n  rocks  should  bloom  beneath  the  studioua 

arm. 
And  erery  bleoiisb  soften  to  a  charm ! 

Wou]d'st  thou  indulge  the  Muse's  fond  reąuest, 
Tby  Country  Seat^  in  all  its  beauties  drest. 
Fair  as  its  model,  just  as  its  design. 
To  futurę  ages  should  distinguishM  shine; 
Rai8'd  by  tby  pen,  shou'd  northem  Wansteads 

rise, 
Or  futnre  Chatswortbs  strike  tbe  rayish'd  ejres ! 
Till  Scotia  should  as  lorely  yillas  boast, 
As  grace  fiiir  Thames's  shore,  or  bless  Hesperia*s 

coast! 
As  onoe  of  old,  at  great  Amphion's  cali. 
To  magie  numbers  rosę  tbe  Theban  wali  1 
The  same  effoct  tby  noble  strains  should  yield. 
And  yerse  agaiu  resume  the  pow'r  to  build. 

*  An  ingenkms  poem  of  that  gentleiiian*Sy  entitled 
tbe  Country  Seat,  aever  pablithed. 
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BOYSE^S  FOEBiS. 


THE  TE  ARS  OF  THE  MUSBSt 


A    POm,     lACSSD   TO    THl    MBMOKY     OP     THS    IICHT 
BOirOURABŁE  AlWB,  TlSCOUlITSSg  OP  fTORMOlIT.  AKWO 


Soblfttmm  ex  oealis -qucrimus  inTidi. 

TO  TBI  BIOBT  BOMOUMBU 

DAVID,  LOKD  YISCOUNT  OF  STORMONT, 

hOmO  MURRAT  OP  BAŁYAIRD,  ŁOCH MABEN,  AND 

COMŁOHGON, 

m  JOfr  AMD   OIATBPUŁ   ACKHOWŁOCmilT    OP    BIB 
ŁOBOfBIP'!  MAirr  UMOUŁAB  AND  OBMBBOUt  PAPOUBS, 

« 

TBII BSSAY  IS,  WITB  TBB  SIMCIlBaT  BOTY  AND  BlSflCT, 
imCBIBBDBT 

Blf  UNOmf'* 

UOn  PAITBPI7Ł,   MOnr  OBŁIGBD, 

AMD  mon  OBEDinrr  ntPAirr, 

THE  AITTBOR. 

THE  TEARS  OF  THE  MUSES: 

Affom. 

_  o  wbeii  mcet  now 
Sach  pain  ?  in  mutosl  ]ove  and  honour  join'd ! 

Milton. 

As  late  the  tboughtful  Muse,  in  pensire  mood, 
Esploi^d  tb<  ulence  of  wn  mncient  wood, 
Where,  anobwrr^d,  she  migbt  henelf  disciose, 
And  brood  at  leisure  o*er  ber  lengtben'd  woes ; 
Panned  by  fortunę,  and  by  loye  distreM*d, 
Fond  to  eojoy  an  interYal  of  rest, 
Sttdden,— a  train  of  radiance  fiird  tbe  air. 
And  told,  Urania,  beaT^nly  maid,  was  near; 
G)nfes8'd  as  soon  appear*d  the  fHendly  poW, 
Bnt  ab,  ber  Hce  a  different  aspect  wore ; 
Tbose  eyes  wbose  piercing  rays  oould  ooce  inspire 
A  cbeeiłnl  warmtb,  and  sbed  celestial  fire  ! 
Now  reird  in  pearly  grief,  diminisb^d,  glowM, 
like  the  Son  stniggling  thro*  a  wintry  cloud : 
Her  air  was  negligent,  ber  step  was  slow. 
And  all  ber  alter'd  manner  seemM  to  show 
Sacb  grief,  as  angels  may  be  thought  to  know. 
A.  wbue  sbe  paus'd, — tben,  in  myltsthiingear, 
She  poor^d  tbose  accents,  yet  I  seem  to  bear. 

*'  In  vain,  lost  youtb !  io  shades  you  seek  relief, 
And  waflte  in  solitode  nnheeded  grief; 
Wbat  aid  cao  naturę  to  yoor  su^rings  gire  ? 
Can  ibrests  pity,  or  will  roeks  relieve  ? 
Wonnded  by  man,  if  bamankind  yoa  fly, 
You  ooly  dig  yoor  grare  before  you  dte; 
Ko: — if  yoo  seek  a  theme  to  Tent  yoor  woe, 
For  Arria's  kas  bid  epery  measure  ilow. 
Your  noblest  strains  beneath  ber  worlb  will  fali* 
Oreat  as  yoor  anguisb  is— sbe  asks  it  all.** 

Submiss,  I  answer'd, — "  Goddess,  deign  to  say, 
Tbis  peerless  fiur  wbose  lon  yoor  looks  display, 

A  stranger  bero' in  characters  unread,  ' 

Oblig'd  to  liTe  obscnr^d  by  fortnoe*8  sbade ! 
Infonn  tbe  Muse,  wbo  tbii  distiogoiśb^d  name^ 
Unuiia's  grie(  wonld  cooiŃnit*  to  fiunei 


Ob  ipeak  1— «lann*d|  my  pr— ing  hmn  kitpn% 
Is  Arria,  EgUnton  ł-r-doat  Arria  Uto  }" 
.    With  a  ibaotsoBile  the  goddess  thnticplyMr^ 
**  Long  Eglinton  aball  Iito  ber  country^  ptide  I 
Bot  now  beneath  a  mutual  Umb  we  beod, 
I  DBOum  a  daogbter,  and  she  moaras  a  ftiend; 
If  she  can  suflbr,  and  if  I  oomplaia, 
Tbink  what  most  be  the  husbaiid4over's  pafaN 
Tbink  bow  disconsolato  ber  Stonnont  nioaraB» 
While  erery  tender  passion  wonods  by  tana  I 
Tben  raise  thy  Toice,  tbe  trsaubling  lyre  awak^ 
AttentiTe  hear»  and  dictaia  as  I  speak. 
Cone,  ye  Pierian  sisters,  join  to  moani. 
And  bathe  with  tears  lamented  Anria*s  nm. 

<' What  blendingPirtnescrownM  ber  spotksaywtkł 
What  aitless  innooenoe,  wbat  natire  tnitb  } 
How  did  in  life  tbe  early  cbarmer  risc^ 
And  with  nnoommon  bńuties  strike  the  tjmh' 
So  does,  in  spring,  the  gently  opening  rase^ 
Profuse  of  fińgranee,  all  its  sweets  diadoae; 
Or,  BO  unhlemisb^d,  from  its  paient  bed 
The  tender  lily  rean  its  snowy  bead ! 
Bat  oh,  ber  cheeks  a  fairer  bloom  coufess*d. 
And  lilies  langaisb'd  on  ber  pnrer  breast ! 
Moum,  weeping  sisters,  join  with  me  to  ommui^ 
And  stiow  with  flowers  lameoted  ATTia'8  ura. 

<'  How  many  lo^ers  with  desiring  eyes. 
And  fond  cootentioii,  songht  tbe  Tiipo  prise  ł 
But  wealih,  to  soals  like  her's»  was  poor  and  mes% 
And  titles  sbed  theirbonowM  blazein  ram. 
Courts  migbt  ha^e  boastad  of  A  form  so  foir, 
Nay,  eren  ber  yirtue  migbt  bave  trinmph'd  ther^ 
But  Heav*n  resery'd  ber  for  a  bappier  spbere. 
Design*d  (too  short)  tbe  noblest  joys  to  pro^e, 
Tbe  cbaims  of  frieodsblp,  and  the  sweets  of  lovb 
Moum,  weeping  sisters,  join  with  me  to  moon^ 
And  bathe  with  team  lamented  Airia*s  m« 

**  Her  choice,  where  jodgment  held  tbe  bettcrpart. 
To  Stonnont  gare  tbe  treasore  of  ber  heart. 
For  him  resenrM  this  wbitest  lot  of  life, 
Tbe  obaste  endearments  of  a  Boman  wife. 
Not  Brutus  coold  bis  Portia  morę  admire. 
Nor  she  esteem  him  with  a  ndbler  fiie, 
Than  foithful  Arria  for  ber  SŁormont  own^d, 
While  foir  ooonubial  love  their  nnion  crownM. 
Monm,  weeping  sisters,  join  with  me  to  monr^ 
And  deck  with  flowers  lameoted  ATpa*8  on. 


<*  Enraptur*d,  oft  beneath  the  sylvan 
Far  from  the  restless  ways  of  giddy  men, 
HaTe  this  bless'd  pair  in  kind  responsiTe  talk, 
Enjoy*d  the  monirog-breeze,  or  erening-walk! 
Wbiie  each  to  yie  in  fond  aflection  strove. 
And  all  the  pniple  honrs  flew  wing^d  with  hne ! 
So  gniltless  yet,  in  Eden*s  garden  bleK*d, 
The  sire  of  men  his  charming  spouse  eareasfd: 
Bnt  here  DO  serpent  e'er  presumM  to  glide, 
Tbis  Ere  ne'er  wander'd  from  ber  coosott%  side. 
^onrn  weeping  suters,  join  with  me  to  moan^ 
And  bathe  with  tears  lamented  Arria's  om. 


"  How  did  ber  lord,  exakiqg,  smile  to 
Her  angel-race  conteoding  roond  ber  kaee, 
With  prattling  seal  for  piwforcnce  debale  ; 
Or  eager  for  some  maik  of  foioar  mut; 
Watch  all  the  ńiotioiis  of  ber  smiling  eye. 
Por  this  or  tbat  importaiif.  trifle  fly, 
A  cali  or  m—age  wat  a  fimd  of  jof  ^ 
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Hó«  did  bmr  botom  gire  refl«ction  roono. 
And  form  gmy  imąg«s  of  joy  to  eorae ! 
Bot  now  difpen'd,  bebold  the  little  train 
Demand  tbeir  pareot, — ^but  demand  id  Yam ! 
'    Moiini,  weeping  aisterg,  join  with  me  to  mourn, 
Aod  deck  with  flowen  lamented  Arria'i  am. 

'*  Scaree  had  the  &ir  ezoelling  matroii«vife 
AttainM  the  hright  meridian  point  of  life ; 
Wbea  HeaY'o,  whose  wajrs  are  bid  ftora  bnman 
Recaird  this  seraph  to  the  land  of  Hght ;      [nght, 
And,  in  a  ferei^s  nnralenting  rage» 
InTol^^d  the  vigour  of  ber  blooming  age. 
No  morę  tbe  temperaie  pulaes  kept  their  eonne, 
The  aanguine  torrent  rolPd  with  lawless  force; 
Her  iprightlsr  eyes  no  morę  their  luatre  thed, 
And  from  her  face  the  roseate  colour  fled  ! 
One  heavy  shimber,  with  consuniing  heat, 
ProcIaimM  quick  ruin,  and  impending  fate. 
In  Tain  the  scenę  her  tortur*d  lord  sQrvey'd, 
Ca]l'd  every  art  and  pow'r  in  vain  to  aid ; 
In  vain  to  Heav*n  preferr'd  the  secret  sigh, 
Twas  fix'd — and  Arna  was  ordainM  to  die ! 
Moom,  weeping  sisters,  join  with  me  to  moam. 
And  bathe  with  tears  lamented  Arria*8  nm. 

"  So,  in  these  cold  inclement  norihem  skies, 
A  while  the  tender  myrtle  charms  tbe  eyes; 
Warm  with  the  genial  Sun'i  en1iving  rays, 
The  od*rous  plant  its  liTeły  bloom  displays ; 
But,  strack  with  one  transpiercing  evenhłg's  frost, 
Ita  laoe  soon  alters,  and  its  charms  are  lost ; 
Its  bead  reclinest  its  verdant  leave8  decay, 
Aod  all  the  sylran  charmer  dies  away. 

Moom,  weeping  sisten,  join  with  me  to  moum, 
Aod  deck  with  flowers  lamented  Arria*8  om. 

"  See  where,  yet  scareę  recorerM  from  the  blow, 
Her  thoughtfui  lord  sustains  his  load  of  woe  ! 
Wbite  Death  8evere  has  triamph*d  at  his  cost, 
Aod  half  the  treasure  of  his  sou!  is  lost. 
See  how,  enamour'd  of  the  conscious  glóom, 
He  walks  disconsolate  from  room  ^o  room  ! 
Wbers  every  ol]ject  all  bb  loss  recalls, 
Aod  fkncied  wbispers  echo  from  the  walls  I 
Not  all  the  Influence  of  his  mnse-like  act 
Gan  mitigate  tbe  angnish  of  his  heart ! 
So»  tost  in  grief,  was  bopeless  Orpbeus  found, 
Wben  Rbodope  retumM  the  plaintive  sound. 
Moam,  weeping  sisten,  joni  with  me  to  moom. 
And  bathe  with  tears  lamented  Arria^s  om. 

f  OOf  HeaT'n-instmcted  Mnse,  dispatcbfnl  go> 
And  in  Urania*s  name  let  Stormont  know, 
Sbe  bids  bim  dissipate  his  frnitless  woe  i 
From  the  dear  remnants  of  distingttisb'd  clay, 
Recall  bis  fond  jmistaken  sigbt  away. 
To  tracę  bis  Arria  to  the  fields  of  day ! 
Wbere,  brigfatly  dre8B*d,  in  morę  than  mortał  obarms, 
'Midst  a  glad  train  of  ikir-resembling  foms ; 
Sbe  sees  the  booodleis  prospect  roood  bar  ńie. 
And  learas  tbe  wonders  of  ber  native  skies: 
With  conscioas  joy  attends  tbe  throne  sopreme, 
ReceiYBS  ber  crown,— and  registers  her  name. 
Change^8ni]lmgMoMs,chaoge  tbeplaintiYe  sound, 
Sing  Ania  with  onfiuling  bonoors  crown^d  V^ 

**  Nor  is  sbe,  tbo*  the  lovely  form  tbe  wora 
It  spotlesi  dost^  aod  caikbe  bis  no  more^ 


To  Stormont  lost! — tho'  lostperhaps  in  name, 
Bu^  friendship  after  death  presenrn  its  flame, 
Its  sonrce  unalter'd,  and  its  force  the  same ! 
Jost  to  tbat  tie  amidst  the  hea?'nly  throng, 
To  her  the  fav*rite  charge  roay  still  belong  ; 
Thro*  life  a  guardian-seraph  may  she  wait. 
And  temper  all  the  variou8  turos  of  fatej 
In  erery  sadden  crisis  still  be  near, 
Arert  the  danger,  or  allay  the  care  ; 
Thro'  life's  rude  pilgrimage  hćr  lord  attend, 
Unheard  direct  bim,  aod  unseen  befriend ; 
And  wben  weak  naturę  to  its  fate  gi^es  way, 
She  first  shall  greet  bim  to  the  fields  of  day ! 
To  his  pieas^d  eyes  th'  ethereal  gardens  show, 
And  make  bim  smile  at  all  be  left  below. 
Change,8milłngMu8es,changetheplainti?e80und, 
Sing  Arria  with  immoital  splendours  crown'd. 

• 

*'  Mean  time  in  those  superior  regions  bless^d, 
Where  joys  unbtemish'd  court  ber  purer  taste ! . 
Less  bright  the  groves  of  Paradise  appear, 
Till  she  bebold  her  kindred  essence  there ! 
Herę,  sools  by  feeble  ties  are  fitntly  joio'd, 
'Tis  there  they  meet  and  miogle  onoonfin*d '  \ 
like  beams  of  friendly  light  consenthig  shine. 
And  kindle  in  the  flames  of  love  di^lne ! 
Immortal  nnion ! — undimish*d  ray  ! 
Fed  from  the  fbantain  of  etemal  day ! 
Change,smiling  Muses  I  ohange  the  plainti^e  soondy 
Sing  Arria  with  unfading  glories  crown'd  I 

**  Go,  helpless  yonth  !  record  the  sacrcd  ▼erse, 
Tbe  Muses  form  to  grace  fair  Arria'8  herse ; 
And,  as  the  unexampled  scenę  appęars, 
Of  worth  superior  to  her  span  of  years. 
Bid  all  her  seac  the  bright  example  tracę. 
And  fili  with  dignity  life*s  narrow  space. 
Bid  them,  Ilke  her,  tbe  outward  form  resign^d, 
Tho'  fair  as  e'er  adom*d  the  fairest  kind, 
Improye  the  nobler  beauties  of  the  roind. 
Bod,  smiling  Muses,  end  the  piaintive  sound, 
Bright  Arria  lives  with  lastiog  bonours  crown'd  1" 

The  goddesB  ceas'd  : — and  in  a  radiant  sbrowd, 
Wbich  gold*encircled  douds  of  blue  bestow'd9 
In?olv'd, — she  gently  from  my  ey^  witbdrew, 
Wbich  yet  the  pleasing  yision  seem*d  to  view; 
Bnt,  as  she  went,  she  said, — "  Poor  moumer,  oease 
Thy  griefiiy  for  fortunę  yet  shall  give  thee  peace. 
To  Stormont  let  these  numbers  be  address'cl, 
He  best  most  judge,  who  knows  the  subject  hast  % 
To  make  his  Arria's  fuli  perfection  koown. 
No  Muse  should  do  her  jo8tice-<-but  his  owo.'' 

'  One  canncyt  withoot  pleasure  read  the  folbw- 
ing  pasaage  in  Mr.  Ramsay's  C^us ;  (a  work  tbat 
abounds  with  the  noblest  and  justest  sentiments.) 
<*  I  comfort  myself  (says  tbat  prince  of  tbe  easlem 
philosophers)  with  the  hopes  of  seeing  Selima  again 
in  the  q>here  of  fire,  the  pure  element  of  lo?e ! 
souls  oniy  make  aoquaintance  here  below,  it  is 
abore  their  union  is  consommated !  O  Selima ! 
Selima !  our  flame  will  be  etemal !  I  know  tbat  in 
these  soperior  regions  3rour  happiness  witl  not  be 
complete  till  I  share  it  with  yoo !  Those  who  haye 
lored  each  otber  porely,  will  loye  for  ever.  Trae 
lova  is  immortal  1"  Those  who  had  tbe  bonour  and 
hKppfaieBS  of  knowmg  this  noUe  pair,  will  see  witb 
jfĘlfNsf  tha  jostica  of  this  appliaatian. 
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THE  OLIVEf 

AN    HEROIC   ODE. 

OCCAStOHEO  BT  THB  AUSPICIOUS  SDCCESS  OP  HIS  MAJIt8TT'S 
COUNSBŁBi    AMD    BH    MAJB8TY's  MOflT  HAFPY  RBTUtN, 

1736-7. 

IN  THB  STANZA  OP  8PBN8BR. 

Tua,  Cflwar !  etas 

Frages,  et  agros  rettuHt  ubcres, 
♦  ♦  *  *  et  vacuum  duellis 
Janum  Quirini  clausit,  et  ordiDem 
Rectum  evaganti  frasna  liceDtiK 
Injecit,  amoTitque  culpas. 
Et  Tcteres  revocavit  artes!  Hor. 


TO  THB  BIGHT  HONOUIABŁB 

SIR  ROBERT  WALPOLE, 

CHANCBŁIOR  OP  HIS  MAJBUT^B  XXCHBaUEB|   PIBST  ŁOBO 
COMMISSIONBB  OP   THB   'RBABURY,    ONB   OP   HIS   MA- 

jBmr'8  aoBT  honoubablb  frivy-€ouvcił,  and  enioht 

OP  THB  HOBT  MOBŁB  ORDBB  OP  THB  QAB.TBR, 

.THI8  B88AY  Iii  MOST  HUMBŁY  IMSCRIBED, 

BY  TAB  AUTHOR. 


TttE  PREFACB. 

Tub  reader  will  easily  perceiye,  that  the  folbwing 
ode  is  formed  upon  the  same  model  with  tbat 
beąutiful  one  of  tbe  late  Mr.  Prior  to  her  niąjesty 
qaeeii  Annę  in  the  year  1706.  The  difference  of 
tbe  subjex:t8  bas  indeed  giren  tbat  gentleman  an 
advantage  I  wanted ;  for  conąaests,  and  the  glory 
arising  from  arms,  affoid  a  much  larger  field  for 
description  than  times  of  peace  and  serenity.  For 
the  rest  I  pretend  to  no  sort  of  competition  with  that 
admirable  author,  content  to  follow  his  steps  at 
a  distance ;  and,  while  I  eAdeaTour  to  imita^  his 
beaoties,  confess  with  pleasare  I  owe  mfy  little 
talent  this  way,  principally  to  the  perasal  of  his 
inTaluableremains. 

Tn  the  short  abridgment  of  our  own  bistory  here 
atiempted,  I  hą?e  blindly  followed  no  author  nor 
party ;  and  how  far  I  hare  succeeded  in  it,  I  am 
yet  to  leam  mysełf ;  tbo'  if  I  may  guesa  at  it  from 
the  tnccess  whtch  attended  the  first  edition,  I  ba^e 
no  reason  to  be  elated  on  the  performance.  Satire 
is,  I  know,  tbe  prerailing  taste  of  tbe  age,  and  for 
that  I  am  not  ashamed  to  own  I  bave  neitber  genins 
nor  dispositioD.  If  any  thing  in  this  design  pleftses 
tbose  fow  who  judge  caudidly,  and  are  best  capable 
of  judging,  it  will  fully  satisfy  my  ambition ;  to 
sucb  I  will  only  say,  I  bave  kept  in  my  eye  faith- 
fully  tbat  rule  of  the  Roman  master  : 

Semper  ad  erentam  festinat,  et  in  mediat  res 
Non  secus  at  notas,  auditorem  rapit,  et  qu8B 
Desperat  tractata  nitesctere  poese, — ^re1iiiquit. 

Hor.  d6  Arte  Poet. 


THE  OUYE :    AN  HEROIC  ODE. 


return,  takes  oocastan  to  deduce  the  hirtOTy  </ 
Britain  from  its  earliest  tfanę.  moŁ  eoDelóds 
with  sbowing  our  present  happloesa  iflider  hś 
majesty'8  gracions  and  mild  admimstratioB. 


LoMG  had  Bellona  rais^d  ber  furions  band, 

Dispersiiig  terrour  to  tb*  afirigfated  worid  \ 
Long  had  abe  shook  on  high.  ber  flaming  liiaiid» 

ioA  wide  promiscuoua  depastatioo  boffd ! 
From  rapid  Rbine  to  aiWer-itrRamńig  Pt»9 

Opposing  campa  deform'd  tbe  hoatile  płain  j 
Sarmatia,  bud  by  piedal  rapine  Iow, 

MoumM  tbe  bard  yoke,  and  aoagfat  relief  Id  va 
While,  proudly  mooLted  on  her  iron  car, 
Tbe  góddesB  spread  tbe  marks  of  desolatHig 


THB  ARGUMENT. 

Tbe  Miue,  from  the  late  padficatkrn  of  tbe  tronbles 
in  Eorope,  and  bń  ]iiajeBty'B  safe.eiid  happy 


Eiigag*d  in  arms,  tbe  Aostrian  Cassar  burnM 

Tbe  adyerse  force  too  potent  to  restrain  ; 
To  Britain  o^  and  oft  to  Belgia  tuni'd. 

And  Churchill  wisb'd,  and  Auverquerk  again! 
His  languid  eagle  droopM  her  feeble  wing. 

His  hopes  scarce  found  a  sbelter  from  deapair ! 
Nor  knew  intent  Britannia^s  watchful  king 

Held  tbe  depending  scalę,  and  weigh'd  tbe  war: 
And  like  deciding  Heav*n,  whose  place  be  bdd, 
Knew  wben  to  busb  the  storm^  and  bid  theteopeak 
yield ! 

At  length  «ommis8łoo'd  came  the  angei  dowe, 

Tbe  smiling  messenger  of  heav*nly  peace  1 
A  while  be  8topp'd  at  Britain^s  guardian-thionet 

Thence  to  tbe  world  display'd  bis  cheeą^  froer 
His  beamy  presence  new^bom  life  restor'd 

To  lands  too  long  forbid  bis  bealing  ray : 
War^s  grixły  pow'r  tbe  8erapb*s  flight  csplor^d* 

And  sick'ning  shrunk  in  guilty  sbades  away ! 
Quiet  retum'd  with  all  her  balcyon  train. 
And  plenty  ble8s'd  once  morę  tbe  caltiyated  plaiiL 

«  

While  thos  from  baTock  Europę  breatbes  ideas^ 

Whose  band  too  loog  had  laid  her  boaom  bere^ 
While  tbe  sbrill  soands  of  discord  sink  appeas*d, 

And  the  glad  nations  feel  a  miMer  air ; 
Walpolel  wiltthou,  to  whose  experieDc'd  thoo^ 

Our  great  Angustus  trusts  the  world^s  repose^ 
Whose  pnidence  bath  this  change  pacific  wioagH 

And  triumpb*d  over  thine  and  Britaia*s  foes: 
Wiłt  thou,  Bfiaecenas-like,  beneath  thy  wbgs  ^ 
Tbe  wand'ring  dove  receiye,  this  oii  ve-garland  biings? 

Let  heroes  false  in  deeds  of  prowess  shin^ 

Andbold  adrentures  boast,  withshameacbief^: 
To  bleas  mankind,  superior  Geosge  be  tbioe ! 

Tyrants  to  cnrb,  and  smile  on  states  rdiei^d: 
These  are  the  toils  become  Britamtia^s  kiog. 

By  these  posteńty  shaJl  mark  tby  name; 
These  are  the  noblest  fruits  tby  pew^r  ean  bn^g, 

To.  found  oo  goodness  an  unUemisb^d  fune; 
And  to  suoceeding  times  distinguisb*d  stand  [Lnid! 
The  greatest  prince  that  rul'd  fair  Albioo^s  happy 

But  wbitber  would  tbe  dariog  Mnse  aspiie, 

Tbat  aams  so  high  a  piteh  ber  vent'roQS  ii^  ? 
Misled  perbaps  by  fond  leanan  fire, 

Sbe  seeks  ber  min  in  the  ardwms  beigbt ! 
While  sbe  direets  ber  eyes-to  Britaui'8  tfanai^ 

And  sees  soch  daassKng  rays  of  pirtnejoinM ; 
Wisdom  and  mercy  fisirer  looks  pat  ob$ 

In  one  imperial  band  of  pow'r  confahiM  * 
With  rev*reDce  aw'd  sbe  jnakes  a  sndden  staad, 
Dabious%to.quit  tbe  lyre 
handl  . 


POĘMS. 

Yet  when  bold  Spenser  itfetehM  the  shadowy  wiog, 

Blizm  could  the  poet's  flight  regard ; 
Wben  tonefnl  WaUer  tonch^d  the  aoAer  string. 

Man4i'8  andience  crown  *d  tbe  happy  bard : 
When  deatbleM  Addiaoa  and  Prior  sung 

Of  proftiate  Oaul  beoeath  the  British  spear ! 
As  Mar)bro'8  mighty  deeds  iiispir'd  thdr  toogue^ 

All-QCNide>cendiiig  Anna  deignM  to  hear, 
The  trinmphi  of  her  reign  tbetr  page  relate, 
Abore  deKriptkrn  high, — beyood  expre8iioii  gre^-! 

Tbo'  all  too  fneao  Ibr  nich  a  task  I  deem 

'My  artloB  hand,  aod  yet  unpractis^d  Toice  $ 
Yet,  if  to  thee  th'  attempt  shall  duteous  seem, 

If  thott,  cootttmmate  jodgel  approre  her  cboice: 
Tl|e  g«p'roi]s  flame,  tbat  glows  in  Walpole^shreast, 

Sbali  swell  with  Tigoar  the  recordhig  lyre ; 
Hia  loive  of  Britaio,  on  the  Masę  imprest, 

Shall  aid  iinagination'8  boundlen  ftre; 
In  laating  cotonrs  ardent  to  display 
Her  pieaeot  bliisfu)  itate,  her  calm  meridian  day ! 

Down  throagh  the  deep^ning  gloom  of  distant  time 

The  Mnfe  loolu  back  with  retrospectiye  eyes ; 
Cnrioos  to  mark  her  mnch-lov*d  Albion'8  prime, 

When  frum  her  ambient  sea  she  seemM  to  rise : 
Wheo  the  Pheniciao  sought  ber  sunny  shore, 

Her  harmiess  nati^es  ignorantly  good, 
Her  ręT're^d  Druida  kept  her  mystic  lorę, 

Their  rites  obsenring  thro'  the  hallow'd  wood : 
Fe«ce  tłien  ber  joy,  and  liberty  her  flame, 
NatuTe*8  and  6ritaUi'8  laws  were  eqaaUy  die  same ! 

At  length,  when  Rome'8  imperious  eagles  flew 

Cyer  the  sobjected  earth  to  fix  her  sway ; 
As  now  oear  Oaul'8  remotest  coast  they  drew, 

Aeroas  the  wat*ry  boond.tbey  ey*d  this  prey ! 
Her  Julius,  tben  unequaird  chief  in  fight, 

In  fiincy  saw  his  vast  ambition  crown'd ;    •   > 
But  to  retreat  compeird — if  not  to  flight» 

Tben  firat  his  arms  reverse  of  fortunę  found : 
Obli9'd  to  own,  that  Ibes  so  nobly  brave 
DeservM  to  keep  the  land  indulgent  Ratuje  ga^e. 

tteable  to  reCain  her  hołd  by  foise 

(Sueb  spirit  fireedom  giyes  to  yatiant  minds) 
Romę  had  to  anciept  artifice  recourse. 

And  frooł  diTision  sarer  footing  finds  : 
Tbe  seeds  of  jeafeusy  her  agenta  spread 

Fomeotnig  thro'  the  brave  allies  debatę ; 
Bocroaching  thus  an  easy  coDquest  madę. 

And  fixM  in  Albion  first  her  8ov'reign  seat ; 
The  people  leamt  her  gentle  sway  to  bear^      [air ! 
The  Roman  manners  caught,  and  gain*d  their  milder 

Tho*  Albion  thus  beneath  the  yoke  re8ign'd, 

She  found  the  ^ietor  no  inclement  foe ; 
Arts  she  was  taught,  the  lorę  of  humankind, 

And  ciTil  rights,  and  social  ties  to  know  ! 
Tben  cities  peopled  grew,  and  temples  roie^ 

Her  polishM  foce  a  foirer  form  put  on ; 
And  to  describe  ber  early  change,  she  cbose 

Becording  braas,  and  monumental  stone ! 
Tben  first  to  distant  lands  her  dawning  ray 
Of  glory  rising  beam'd  o'er  her  surrounding 

Uke  some  n^Mcions  wolf  inur'd  to  blood, 

Wbo  long  had  nmgM  the  terróur  of  the  fold. 
By  age  enfeebled,  by  the  swains  puT8u'd, 
'    9^ak^^rcfngetohiB8tTongesthol4: 


PART  I. 
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So  now  the  Roman  empire  over-lmB» 

By  northem  swarms  beneath  its  weight  decUn'd, 
Britain  beheld  recalPd  her  legions  gone, 

New  lord<  to  prove  of  a  sererer  kind : 
By  long  socceeding  trials  doom'd  to  get      [great ! 
Staigtb  from  her  folls,  and  rise  morę  prevaleotly 

Sooti  now  and  PScts,  a  rude  and  lawless  band, 

With  rapid  course  her  boasted  fence  destroyM ; 
Thence  wide  mi»-rule,  and  rapine  o'er  the  hmd, 

The  wastefiil  spoilers  Hpread  on  every  side  : 
Britain  thst  once  a  CaBsar's  arms  repelPd, 

Enenrated  too  long  with  serrile  ease, 
Inglorious  now  was  forc^d  to  quit  the  field, 

Aod  cast  her  eyes  for  help  across  the  seas  ; 
Where  eastward  dweh  a  race  in  arms  renownM, 
For  legislature  fomM,  with  conąuest  erer  crown*dI 

To  theae  the  pensiye  soppliaot,  pressM  with  grief, 

At  large  her  sufiTrings  and  her  wrongs  display'd  ; 
fmplor*d  the  genVous  Sazoo'8  kind  relief, 

Wbo  fir'd  by  glory  hast*ned  to  her  aid : 
By  two  illostrious  warrior-Brothers  led. 

On  Bntain'8  coast  arriv'd  their  hardy  banda ; 
The  Yanquish*d  foe  before  their  presencc  fled, 

Their  succour  paid  with  Thanet'8  fruitful  lands: 
Wherę  rayishM  with  a  soli  so  richiy  sweet, 
They  reapM  tbeir  toils,  and  fix'd  their  strongly 
rooted  seat. 

• 

But  seldom  cause  to  wide  ambition  foils, 

Tbe  secret  seeds  of  discord  qułckly  grow ; 
New  strength  arrives — ^the  Saton  sword  j>revails, 

The  Britons  yield  beneath  the  potraf  foe  <. 
Seyen  different  chiefe  the  parceli 'd  land  obcy'd, 

Who  each  by  conqoeat  flxM  a  regal  throne : 
Till,  as  the  stręttgei'  on  jthe  weaker  prey'd, 

They,  by  degrees,  were  swallowM  up  in  one : 
When  mighty  JEgbert,  with  auspicious  reign, 
Rul^  t^e  obedientland,  and  pacify'd  the  main. 

Yet,  thus  beneath  tfie  Saxon  pow'r  subdu'd, 

Her  first  of  bleasings  hence  Britannia  drew  | 
Worth  all  the  pnrcbase  of  her  noblest  blood, 

Etemal  object  of  ber  faithful  ńew '. 
Freedom  !  the  genial  sun,  whose  heav'n1y  beams 

With  dbuble  lustre  giki  her  happy  isle  ! 
Freedom!  thespring,  whose  elear  nrfreshingstreams 

Make  her  glad  raks  with  endleas  plenty  smile  ! 
The  privilege  with  life  her  children  daim, 
Characteristic  dear  J  esch  firiton's  for'rite  muas, 

Hence  the  mild  sweę^  pf  temperated  sway, 

Princes  by  just  prefogative  confiąM ; 
The  pępple  hence  with  wiUing  heart  obey   [joln'd : 

JLaws,  which  to  dictate,  they  themseWes  ha^e 
Our  oonstitution  hence  its  birth  receiv'd, 

The  Utent  principles  of  lasting  life ; 
Which  all  diseascs,  all  attacks  bas  brav*d. 

And  secret  wounds  defied,  and  civil  strife : 
By  Brunswic*8  race  secur'd,  shall  keep  its  pow'r, 
As  mountains  lift  their  heads,  when  storms  can 
blow  no  morę ! 

like  some  fkir  Tiigin  cloth'd  in  Natore^s  dress, 

Tbe  simple  majesty  of  artless  charms ; 
Gontending  suiton  for  her  fa^our  press, 

Her  beanty  draws  new  dangers  to  her  arms : 
So  England  next  the  lustfiil  Dane  8or?ey'd, 

Ajlur^d,  tbe  predal  raven  took  his  flight, 
Her  coastś  at  first  attempting  to  inmdey 

Ąąd  ▼iohite  her  sw^eU  with  rude  dełight : 
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Each  taste  renewM,  trat  flr*d  the  fobber'9  mai, 
NoroMi*dhi8wildpttnuit,tiłllieeDJoyMtheirhole! 

Nor  loD^  the  rari^her  his  prize  deŁain'd, 

(Compulsion  seldom  wins  a  gentle  heart) 
The  SaiŁOD  soon  his  plighted  bńde  regaioM, 

The  boldf  intruder  was  coD8train*d  to  part : 
Sbort  were  their  joys — ^from  the  Armoric  shore 

New  clouds  aiising  threafned  sbort  repose ; 
Tbe  Nonnau  came  wtth  well-appoioted  pow*r. 

And  cut  bis  passage  to  the  throoe,  he  rosę ; 
Acknowledg^d  kiog,  tbe  ooDqu'ror  left  his  place, 
laheritance  deroWM; — his  laiting  linę  to  grace! 

Yet  not  of  new  ad?antages  de^oid, 

Britain  beheld  the  strangcr  seize  ber  tbrone ; 
New  saoctions  bence  ber  former  rights  eojoyM, 

Tbe  fix*d  estate  morę  aafe  was  baoded  down : 
The  law  witb  higher  rev'reDce  arm*d  ber  band. 

To  coib  wild  rioi,  and  oppressi^e  sway ; 
Jostice  enlarg*d  ber  coorse,  and  through  tbe  land 

Progrcssire,  thed  ber  morę  immediate  ray : 
And  property  and  freedom  still  ally*d,     . 
In  morę  enduring  bands,  their  friendly  union  ty'd ! 

Power  oft  to  mortals  spreads  bewitching  charms, 

AUuring  to  eztend  its  bounds  too  wide ; 
This  to  restrain,  tbe  barons  oft  in  arms, 

Embattled  strong,  the  regal  sword  defy'd : 
With  diff^rent  aspect  long  the  contest  heid. 

Was  often  pacifyM,  and  oft  renewM ; 
Ti  1 1  on  fair  Running's  celebrated  field, 

Britain  ber  charter  got,  unatain'd  witb  blood: 
In  whicb  acknowledg'd  alt  ber  rights  were  shown 
Tb*  etemal  rule,  by  which  ber  monarchs  held  their 
crown* 

From  bence  to  warlike  Edward't  glorions  reign, 

Britannia  rosę  through  ▼arioos  toms  of  fate ; 
Then  foreign  princes  fint  endar*d  ber  cbain. 

And  Tanquish'd  nationBown'd  ber  famę  oomplete! 
On  Crecy'8  plain,  and  Poitier's  well-fougbt  field, 

In  air  ber  sanguine  cross  Tictorious  flew ! 
By  anns  transplaoted  to  ber  ampled  shield, 

Tbe  Gallic  lilies  took  a  fairer  hue : 
And,  like  ber  matcbless  king^s  establisbM  star, 
Her  moming  Instre  beam'd,  and  spread  its  glory  far ! 

A  darker  period  nezt  displays  its  pow*r, 

Soenes,  the  sad  Muse  in  silence  would  oonceal ! 
When  social  discord,  in  ilUomenM  bour, 

Bade  desolatioo  o*er  tbe  land  prerail : 
Wben  York's  and  Lancaster's  contesting  linę, 

Aspiring  to  tbe  sweets  of  enyied  reign, 
In  amn  fbr  rolling  yeara  were  seen  to  shiue. 

And  many  a  bloody  field  with  slaugbter  stain : 
Then  faintly  dim  appeai^d  Britannia's  beam, 
Ąs  Aprił  suns  through  clonds  disctose  their  siekły 
gleam ! 

Then  Britain  moumM  fbr  many  a  noble  life, 

In  the  contendiug  bouses'  quarrel  lost; 
For  't  is  tbe  geniiine  curse  of  ciTiUstrife, 

Still  to  iast  longest,  and  to  ragę  tbe  most ! 
HeaT'n  smiPd  at  lasit : — and  bade  tbe  tempeat  oease, 

Retuming  industry  along  the  plain 
Shed  from  ber  bands  the  bealing  balm  of  peaoe, 

Tbe  wpunds  of  war  relenting  clos^d  again ; 
And  gentiy.  twin'd  round  Henry 's  proip^ious  bead, 
The  riTal-roees  twin*d,  increasing  firagranoe  shed ! 

Asćending,  now  tbe  prospect  fairer  growi, 
As  from  the  height  of  some  ad^antage  gronnd, 

The  weary  pilgrim  pauses  as  be  goes. 
And  forward  looks  on  difitont  beauties  romid ! 


So  henoe  finom  blameittk  Ed«ai«'<  fimcSA  wwr, 
(The  short-liY^d  chnid  of  Maryja  rigoor  pM*) 

To  tbe  brigfat  splendonr  of  EUza^s  day, 

Britain  began  her  new-gain*d  eaae  to  taate  ; 

And  conscious  felt  beneath  her  eąnal  reign. 

For  forty  rolling  years,  tranqnilltty  serene  1 


Britannia  8av'd  from  Ilome*s  tycannic  yok^ 

Hibemia  civiliz*d,  and  Belgia  fireed  i 
Ibeiia'8  mighty  powV  for  ages  broke^ 

Shall  shine  to  futurę  days  EUza's  deed! 
Between  contending  kings  her  steady  band 

Ai^  prudcnt  eye  sustain'd  tbe  duhioaa 
And  undiatarb*d  preserT*d  this  happy  laad, 

Wben  war  did  o'er  the  oontinenfc  pfemil  i 
In  ber  espir^d  Plantagenet'8  high  raee, 
As  sets  in  liquid^d  tbe  Sun's  angmented  fine! 

Now  to  tbe  widow'd  rosę,  as  nest  ally^, 
Its  branch  the  northern  tbistle  oearer 

In  closer  bands  their  ktndred  umon  ty'd, 
EngrafUd  thus  morę  floorisluog  they  grcv  i 

Around  the  bloshing  flow*r  its  poinled  armi 
■  Tbe  hardy  plant  defensrre  fondly  spcend  ; 

The  binshing  flow'r,  with  omamenlal  chaniia* 
And  fruitful  sweets,  enrich'd  iU  conaort^  bad ! 

BriUin,  till  then.  by  diff*ring  inf  rests  sway^d, 

Divided  now  no  morę,  one  rigliClid  mle  olwyM ! 

Whetber  too  rougb  to  suit  so  ricb  a  foii, 

Or  grown  luzuriant  from  too  wild  a  ahooi : 
Not  long  tbe  tbistle  ielt  the  sootbem  arniH 

Soon  sickness  seizM,  and  stonns  dcatroyM  tbe 

root.  [«n*d  eyes 

Then  bied  great  Charles ! o'er  Britaiii'a  dirtr 

Black  usurpation  spred  its  dreadful  ni^ht; 
Till  monaichy  reviving  clearM  the  skiea. 

As  Chaos  fled  of  old  tbe  face  of  ligfat : 
The  law  its  ancient  channels  re-assQm'd, 
Andi^tbredoubled  grace  retuming tfreedombiWdl 

Sadly  intentive  as  the  Mnae  snrteys 

These  recent  marks  of  beauteoos  Britaai^  acaa, 
With  honest  warmth  inspir^d  she  ardent  ptmya* 

HeaT'n  long  may  shield  ber  from  intertioe  jaa! 
Blasted  by  fate,  detested  by  the  skies. 

By  eartfa  deseited  be  th'  accaned  liamd ! 
That  open  foree  or  aecret  foetion  tiies. 

To  plonge  in  eiril  wars  his  natifte  laad  s 
Let  Walpole's  cara  this  wont  of  illa  repell. 
And  goaid  that  liberty,  he  knows  and  lorea  ao  wd! 

Wisely  woold  men  improv«  tbe  ills  of  fate^ 

Tbe  frowns  of  HeaT^n  were  not  UcatowM  m  tbb  : 
Kings  then  would  leara,  the  secret  to  be  greai 

W  as  in  their  subjcGt8>  hearta  to  fix  their  rcipi ! 
Had  but  the  royal  pair  this  wisdom  known, 

Charles  had  not  sacrific'd  bis  darliog  cacej 
His  brotber  then  bad  fillM  a  peaceful  thronc^ 

Nor  in  a seoond  C9ule  cloa*d  his  dayss 
Doom'd  an  eiemal  monument  to  pro^e, 
A  prince's  best  defonce  lies  in  his  paople^  kncl 

As  wben  the  shore  intrusive  jets  too  fitr, 

Encroaching  on  the  empire  of  the  deep  ; 
Th*  assembled  wa^es  begin  the  wintry  war. 

And  o^er  the  weak  barrier  impetooot  swe^ ! 
So  when  alarmM  Britannia  ssiw  the  orown 

Attemp^  th'  establish*d  ban  which 
Eager  to  keep  that  bleming  still  ber  own. 

To  Na8sau's  virtue  she  apply^d  fbr  aid : 
Timdy  tbe  bero  interposM  to  saTe, 
A  nd  nobly  gaia'd  the  ityici  tbe  rocoed 
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Britaiiiieis'd  tbe  ImTOoimble  hour, 

To  fis  the  baais  of  ber  faiure  rest ; 
*IV>  mark  th€  limiU  of  Mserted  pow^r, 

The  prtnoe  «till  bles8ing>  aod  tbe  people  bleaiM ! 
Tłi«n  tafe  froin  all  tbe  malice  of  its  foes, 

Time'8  iron  band,  and  war^s  repeated  ragę ! 
Sixplain'd,  ooofirm^d,  ber  ancient  cbaiter  rosę, 

Andjclear^d  framdust,  display 'd  iU  nacred  page: 
Tbe  gfaardian  ttar !  wboM  foluie  iii6aeiice  bńgbt 
Might  guide  ber  bappy  toni,  witb  e^er  firiendly  ligbU 

Bdgia,  in  lbte'i  dark  hoar,  tbe  hero^  care^ 

Britain  defeoded,  and  Hibenia  saT^d ! 
Sorope  proteeted  from  the  Oallic  spear, 

Shall  ftand  oa  Williamli  monumeot  engraf^d ! 
Tlie  stndioof  eye,  tbat  nmt  bia  taboon  ó>er, 

Shall  print  bii  image  on  the  grateAil  mind ; 
Shall  own,  bo«  mean  the  pride  of  lairleiB  pow*r, 

Gompai^d  witb  his  wbo  fights  to  saye  mankind  ! 
Aod  etery  Briton  shall  be  just  to  owd,  • 

Virtiies  like  bis  dcMrr^d  thetr  abdieated  throne. 

Kor  was  to  William*8  life  bis  worth  conftn'd. 

To  ber  deli^Yer  Britain  still  was  dear; 
Tliat  paasion  grew,  when  all  the  rest  declioM, 

In  deatb  ber  wellare  was  bis  latest  care : 
T  was  tben  bis  calmly  comprebensiTe  tboogbt, 

LUent  to  Ibtare  ages  to  secure 
The  blessingSy  bis  distiDguisb'd  arm  had  wroughty 

By  one  beąuest  establisb'd  freedom  sare : 
And,  in  illostrioos  Bran8wic'B  godlike  race, 
Łeft  us  tbe  settled  hopes  of  long-endnring  peace ! 

Fkom  tbe  departing  mooarcb's  dymg  hand» 

Anna  tbe  delegated  sword  receiv'd ; 
And  Bfaribro^y  mighty  chief !  at  ber  command, 

High   deeds  perform*d,  aod    matcbless  toils 
achieT'd  I 
By  land  she  triiimpb'd,  triompb'd  on  tbe  maii^ 

Period  to  Britain*s  glory  ever  dear  ! 
Werę  not  tbe  honours  of  a  ten  years  reign 

I>Mh*d  by  tbe  peace  of  ooe  inglorious  year  i 
And  veil'd  in  darkness  set  ber  eT'niog  bonr. 
Aa  sbootiog  stars  tbat  fali, — ^to  rise  again  no  morę  I 

The  Mosedow  meditales  a  nobler  strain» 

Naw  plnmes  ber  wingB»  and  fondly  seefcs  to  rise! 
Attentite  Tiews  great  Brumwic  cross  tbe  main» 

While  Britain'8  joyi  esulting  reacb  tbe  skies ; 
8oon  as  tbe  monareb  reachM  ber  happy  sbore^ 

Upwards  to  HeaT^n  ber  graiefbl  eye  she  cast ; 
Her  ftars,  ber  donbts»  ber  dangen  iiow  no  morę ! 

In  present  Miss  dissolv*d  each  tionble  pass*d : 
At  nen  delighted  Tiew  tbe  solar  ray 
Bont  fiom  the  darh  eelipse^— and  kindle  into  day ! 

O  conld  tbe  Mnse  in  eaoal  lay  lecite 

The  scenę  attentiTe  Enrope  ooce  babddy 
When  from  Yiennal  towers,  anspioioos  sigbt  1 

Fled  tbe  ilerce  Ottoman  in  arms  repelFd : 
Tben  Bninsw{c's  maiden  sword,  in  oonquett  dy'd, 

6ave  signal  proolii  of  bis  illustriooB  birtb ; 
Kaasau  well  pleas^d  tbe  rismg  bero  spy'dy 

And  by  adoptkrn  own'd  bis  kindred  woirth  x 
AariL  now  his  brow  tbose  regal  bonoors  grace^ 
Hit  tirtnet  morę  tban  claim'd*-familiar  to  hit 


Henee  a  glad  era  taket  itt  fiuier  dale, 
Wfeioie  rolling  yeart  in  tmiles  of  glory  dnM^d, 

Brildh  witb  pleasure  teet  remhr*d  by  lite, 
And  traataret  np  her  hopet  of  laatipf  ntt ; 


In  George  the  Ibander  of  ber  bńgbtest  linę, 
Wbose  royal  vein8  ber  ancient  blood  retai^M  $ 

Tbis  happy  period  first  was  taught  to  shine. 
And  in  its  conne  increasing  lostre  gain'd ! 

Till  tbe  bless'd  joys  tbe  godlike  sire  begon, 

Ertablish>d  stood  fulfiird,  in  his  imperial  son  f 

Oreat  prince !  wbose  early  age  fai  arms  exoell'd, 

Yaloor  coofess*d  by  Britałn's  constant  fbe ! 
When  on  fair  Oadenarde*s  difttinguiah*d  fieldy 

Tby  arm  Tictorioos  dealt  the  deadly  blow: 
To  tbe  high  laorels  which  thy  youth  kcqnir'd« 

Oh  be  tbe  peaćeful  olire  gently  joinM ! 
Let  Britain'8  band,  by  iaitbfiil  daty  fir*d, 

Around  thy  bead  Uie  grateful  honours  bind  ! 
Whose  goodness  drew  from  conąuest  and  firom  war 
The  nobler  priocipte,  to  bless  mankind  and  l|Mura! 

Włule  mercy  forais  our  monąrch'8  dear  deligbt, 

And  gaint  new  bcantiet  from  his  royal  snyie  ; 
While  tmtb  and  jottice  in  hit  nde  onite, 

And  freedom  warms^  and  planty  gilds  onr  isle : 
Wbile  Peace  witb  gnaidiaa  wings  protocts  the 
throne, 

And  o^er  the  quiet  land,  and  tobyeot  tea, 
Sbeds  tbe  etemal  sweets  of  safety  down, 

Warm  as  the  Sun  1  and  oonttant  as  tbe  day  ! 
Wbat  beait  so  satage,  not  tbe  joy  to  proTe  ? 
Wbat  bonestbratst  bnt  glowt  witb  loyaHy  and  lorę  ł 

Thus  while  Britaonia,  of  ber  wisb  posseas^d, 

Enamoor^d  gazes  on  her  8ov*reign'8  hoe ; 
While  in  each  potent  charm  of  beauty  drassM, 

She  looks  and  moTes  witb  still  improriog  grace t 
Wbile  fram  ber  ambient  main,  wbere'er  śbe  tamt» 

She  sees  her  form  reflected  strongly  bright; 
Witb  grateful  transport  as  ber  bosom  bams^ 

Intent  she  presses  to  tbe  royal  sigbt: 
To  tbank  him  for  tbe  peace  bis  presence  bringt, 
And  welcome  to  berarms— the  noblest,  bett  of  kingt. 

Ob  lety  great  king !  ber  pray'r8  assome  tbe  pow^r, 

With  bombie  seal,  to  reacb  tby  gracions  ear ! 
Let  thy  Britannia  moum  thy  loss.no  more^ 

Nor  for  her  prince^s  safety  feel  a  fear  s 
Since  by  tby  influence  from  ber  doabts  relieT'd, 

fiurepe  to  thee  directs  ber  grateful  eyes ! 
Herę  let  ber  tows,  by  ours  increas'd,  receiT'd 

Before  thy  throne  in  glad  memoriał  rise; 
And  let  conspiring  gratulations  bless  [cess! 

Thy  peacefni  laboors,  crown'd  witb  ever  joai  suo- 

Ambitiout  Gani  shall  Naturę  now  conflne, 

Her  boondless  pride  shall  yen  tbe  worid  no  morę; 
Defonded  by  bis  old  barrier  the  Hbnie, 

The  German  safe^ball  dare  tbe  hostile  pow¥  t 
Fair  Łusitania,  by  Britannia  freed, 

Shall  open  all  her  bdspitable  shores; 
Her  grateiful  prince  shall  pay  his  tbanks  deereedj^ 

And  poor  bis  golden  nm  to  twetl  ber  stores ! 
Proud  to  coofets  tbe  friendsbip  of  tbat  reign,  . 
Tbat  calms  tbe  conttnent,  and  guards  the  distant 
main. 

TYansplanted  now,  the  foir  Anstratian  linę. 

To  Amo^s  bankt  aloog  th'  Etrurian  plain, 
Shall  fbel  the  friendly  warmtb,  nor  morę  deoline 

Beneath  enoroacbing  Galłia's  fotal  cbain  | 
Her  eldctt  hope,  with  regal  honoort  grac'd, 

Shall  rlte  ad^ptcd  te  th'  imperial  throne ; 
Shall  raap  the  high  reward  of  safierinp  patt. 

And  gnind  thote  rightt  for  wbioh  he  int  bit  own : 
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For  wh!ch  hit  anceston  of  old  haye  stood 

Sb  oft  in  anns  reiioini'd, — aod  shed  tbe  noblestblood. 

Meanwhile  Britamua  from  her  clifft  tonreys 

Tbe  distant  woiid  its  Tanous  offerings  bńng ; 
ReeeiTM  tb'  aceomulated  wealth,  aod  payi, 

Fhm  thence,  ber  willing  homage  to  tbe  king. 
Iń  ev'ry  port  ber  ancborM  ves8els  ride, 

Her  canvasB*d  nanieś  wbiten  all  tbe  main; 
Wealtb  to  ber  boaom  flows  from  er^rf  tide, 

Aod  golden  plenty  wares  along  ber  plain ! 
Wbat  oation  can  sucb  countleas  bleasings  boast, 
From  Afric's  baroing  sands,  to  Zembla'8  icy  ooast? 

Nor  is  sbe  in  ber  sovereign  blessM  alooe, 

Tbougb  tbat  alooe  might  speak  ber  glory  great! 
Wbile  godlike  Caroliiui  sbares  tbe  throne, 

Her  beav*iily  goodneag  laakes  tbe  blisa  oomplete! 
WbeD  abe  re*olTes,  with  calm  attentire  miiid» 

Tbe  greateat  ąneens  her  sacred  pnrple  w<ire  $ 
No  princes  op  reoord  ber  search  can  fiad, 

Wboae  ▼irtues  morę  dflaen*d  imperial  poir*r ! 
Wboae  oondact  beigbient  all  tbe  pride  of  bkM>d, 
Wboaa  troly  loyal  heart  adU  iows  in  ttreams  of 
good! 

Angelic  qneen !  wboae  nnesampled  wortb, 
Wboae  apotleas  piety,  and  apomal  lorę, 

Sbine  out  a  pattem  to  tb'  admiring  Eartb, 
And  aaintt  regard  witb  wonder  from  abote  f 

Wboae  royal  wisdom,  and  materaal  care, 
So  oft  experienc*dy  and  ao  lately  foand ! 

Has  joitly  madę  thy  oame  to  Britain  dear, 
•     Has  all  ber  bigbńt  ezpectations  erown'd : 

Still  may  thy  hrow  tbat  semblant  circle  boaat, 

Wbicb  fbr  Hea^enS  bol)^  tratb,  Bobemia'i  prin- 
ceflBkwt!  ' 

lUttstrious  patr !  ooaVd  ▼irtue  fbree  impart, 

G*er  a  degen*rate  age  to  abed  its  pow'r ! 
Tours  would  convey  a  beam  to  eT'ry  heart. 

And  peaoe  barmonioos  here  below  reatore : 
Your  BritoDS,  wbile  they  saw  sucb  nnion  Inrigbt, 

Would  feel  of  goodness  tbe  prerailing  cbarms ; 
Sucb  as  tbe  royal  meeting  gaye  tbe  sight, 

Wben  tbe  king  rested  in  his  ocasorfs  arms : 
Ob !  wben  did  lorę,  or  sacred  boooiir  sbine  [linę  ? 
In  sucb  bri|bt  forms  oonfesa'd,  as  6eovge  and  Garo- 

)for  tbon,  dear  prince,  wbom  Britain  fbndly  views, 

Dreas'4  in  benerdence !  tbe  softest  ligbt  I 
WhofM  gepŁle  aspećt,  like  descending  dews, 

Ctieers  a  whole  world ! — tbe  joy  of  every  sigfat ! 
Wbet^er  thy  futurę  beam  tbe  natioos  warms, 

With  beav'nly  TirŁues  fair  meridian  oourse ; 
Or  sbines  reflected  from  ▼ictorious  arms, 

With  strooger  lostre,  and  augmeoted  fbrce : 
Still  may  tbe  fattbful  Muse  select  thy  name 
To  grace  tbe  fairest  page,  in  all  tbe  rolU  of  famę ! 

Oose  by  ber  much-lorM  Frederic*s  royal  side 

Witb  native  beauty  and  imperial  air! 
Augusta  sbines  our  olnament  and  pride, 

Wbo  view  enamour^d  tbe  diatingaisb'd  pair ; 
Wbile  we  revolye  bis  princely  bnmiane  mind. 

His  love  of  leaming.  libeity,  and  trutb ! 
With  ber  nnblemisbM  faitfa  a^  candour  joln^d, 

Her  matcbleas  sweetnesa.  śnd  unspotted  yontb ! 
How  doea  tbe  happy  oontrast  charm  our  eyea  ? 
FhMB  anion  so  complete,  wbąt  fotnre  bli»  ^udl  lise  ? 


Aiready  are  Britannia'8  irows  repaid, 

So  smiles  tbe  bonnty  of  indnigeot  Bemw^  f 
Cbarm*d  sbebebokła  an  infiant  prinoety-maid, 

A  new  Augusta  to  ber  anns  is  gi^n  ! 
As  wben  tbe  orient  Sun  restorea  tbe  daj. 

Fair  Naturę  blooms  to  tbe  deltgbtod  eye; 
So  from  this  new-bom  stai^s  propitioas  ray. 

We  feel  young  hope,  and  unalMted  joy  ! 
Aod  in  tbis  bappy  gpft  propfaetic  fiod 
A  loog  beroic  lioe,  to  bleas  and  sare 


Nor  does  at  borne  Bcitannia'8  glory 

Coofin*d  tbe  migbty  btessings  to  her 
Her  sea-bom  sister  sbe  invites  to  jcŃo, 

And  witb  ber  share  ofbappinesB  be  Ucas^d: 
Her  eldest  princess,  6x'd  on  Bełgia'a  aboic, 

A  frae-bom  people's  dutaoos  lorę  ahall  daia ; 
DestinM  a  linę  of  beroes  to  restore. 

And  spread  new  bonour  o*er  tbe  lasting  aaae ! 
For  wben  ber  godlike  sire  ber  band  bestow^d, 
He  amply  paid  tbe  debt  to  Nassau  Britain  ov'd! 


Young  William's  ptincely  linrm  sbe  plcaaM  wrvByi 

With  manly  air  and  graoe  peculiar  shine ; 
If  early  wortb  insures  a  lasting  praise^ 

Fame's  noblest  wreaths  sball  ooe  great  day  be 
thine. 
As  Pallas  once  in  Mentor's  sbape  confeas^d, 

Tbe  Grecian  prioce  tbe  lorę  of  rirtne  tangkt : 
Witb  fortitode  and  patienoe  steel'd  hb  breast. 

And  by  degrees  tbe  finish'd  bero  witnight : 
So,  in  thy  cares,  tbe  picture,  Poyntz,  we  see^ 
And  Britain  safe  confidea  ber  seoond  hopcsto  tke! 

RaTishM  sbe  Tiews  Amelia*s  angd-tmCb. 

Mildness  divine !  tbat  er^ry  bosom  wai 
Witb  Ć^roUńa'8  bright  accomplish'd  yontb, 

Wbere  rlrtoe  lends  to  beaiity  strooger  diaiK: 
Maria  rises  nezt  in  Uooming  pride, 

A  name  belo¥*d  !  tbe  owner*s  cbanns  endean ! 
And  fair  Louisa  by  ber  sistar^  side, 

In  soft  materaal  majesty  appeara! 
H^py  tbe  prince  sucb  oonsoits  sball  obtaio, 
Happier  tbe  £8Tonr*d  hmd,  wbere  HeaTcn  sball  fii 
tbeir  rdgn ! 

Aroond  tbeir  80v'reign,  an  illnatriooB  band 

Witb  cbeerful  smile  and  glad  attendancf  wnt! 
And  Britain  poun  tbe  beauty  of  tbe  land. 

To  swell  tbe  bonour  of  her  monarefa^s  stale: 
But  ob!  to  speak  eacfa  k>yal  patiiot'8  fiune, 

To  paint  tbe  cbanns  of  eacb  diatingai8fa'd  Ur, 
Mlgbt  Ftaidar's  fire  witb  Sappbo^  sofIneBB  dai^ 

Tbe  lofty  oote,  and  beartNdisBolTing  air ! 
Ooe  blaze  of  ligbt  tbe  galasy  appean, 
*7Sb  knowledge  oniy  teUs,  tbe  vMe u  mmiei^dm. 

Bot  berę  tbe  Mose  sospends  her  hardy  flight, 

Returnińg  reaaoo  bids  tbe  rover  paoae ! 
Daóled  witb  beams  of  unfreqneated  ligbt, 

Back  to  the  earth  reoeding  now  sbe  drart : 
Yet  if  tb'  eacoraion  pleaaing  snem  to  Łhee, 

Wabole,  wboae  stndiouatboagbt  the  natioD«% 
From  force  and  faction  guard  ber  safiety  het ; 

And  in  surrounding  stonns  pwmrn,  ber  ease: 
At  leait,  sbe  bas  not  aim^  to  sing  in  rain,  [gsia! 
Her  labour  io  reoeiT'd,  the  nobUat  tfaaalari4 


Now  war,  with  all  ber  gbastly  tnun 
Fram  beauteous  Earape^s  bappy  field  is  ied; 

And  8creen'd  bdńnd  tbe  mareby  banka  ofOoa, 
Or  Ncgriter**  «My  fiOb,  redinei  ber  be»4; 
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o  pcitriotrQoaiml1or!  Uie  praite  rBceiTe, 
Retnm'd  with  erery  grateful  Briton^s  Toiee  j 

^Itiy  country  only  greater  thanks  can  give 

Tb  GI«or:;e,  to  hiin,  lĄto  nmde  tby  worth  hit 

Wifh  royal  ooofldenoe  thy  ▼irtuet  grac*d,  [choice, 

Ao^  on  thy  fiuthftil  brettt  bis  soeial  bonoun  plnc'd. 

What  though  dark  £nvy,  stadious  to  defiune, 

Which  taints  all  objects  with  a  jaundicM  sigbt, 
^Tings  cloBe  its  pointku  arrows  at  thy  name, 

For  merit  still  envenonis  EaTy'8  spite : 
As  when  tbe  ckmd  obscures  the  radiant  Sun  [way, 

Through  the  weak  shroud  he  marlu  his  golden 
So  shaił  its  dcstin'd  conrse  thy  honour  run. 

And  shed  to  futurę  times  its  blameless  ray ! 
For  virtne  with  prevailing  luatre  gldws,         [poM  • 
Tao  brigbt  lor  ali  attempts,  its  pasnge  would  op- 

Wiłilc  thos  beneatb  our  greater  Ccsar^s  sway 

Domestic  jaiB,  and  foreign  bioils  suppre8B'd 
Bńtain  beholds  to  gentler  toils  gi^e  way, 

And  cuItiTBtes  tbe  nobler  arts  c/f  rest : 
Whiie  he,  Augustus-like,  with  godlike  band, 

Bids  the  refolding  gatćs  of  Janus  dose ! 
And  makes  the  gkiry  d  his  wide  command. 

To  gi?e  his  people  and  the  worłd  repose : 
The  Mose,  tbat  sees  with  joy  tbe  storm  subside, 
Hangs  op  ber  lyre  to  peaoe,  with  grateful  Jionest 
pride ! 


-Paz  optima  rerum* 


Qaas  bomtni  noTisse  datnm  est,  pax  una  triumphis 

Innumeris  melidr !  pax  custodire  salutem 

Et  ciwta  saąuare  poteos.  Sil.  Ital. 


PART  II. 


Dimissn  bumilem  pennis  inopemaue  matemi 
Et  laris  bt  fundi,  paupertas  impulit  audax 
Ut  Tersus  fscerem. 


•^  Qnod  petis  hic  est— hie 


Est  Ulubiis,  animuB  si  te  non  deiicit  aąuus. 

Hor. 


BAnus. 

— —  Nihil  est  quod  credere  de  se 
Non  possit— 

Br  naturę  madman,  and  by  stody  fbol, 

Barius  turUs  doctor,  and  destroys  by  rule ; 

With  heaTy  face  our  dubious  heahh  presides, 

Speaks  without  judgment,  and  by  gues  prascribes ; 

Awkwardly  gay,  and  stupidly  alert ! 

In  CTery  conyerBaiion  tops  his  part: 

Talks  much  of  traTel,  books,  and  state-affiun, 

And  Ukes  a  thouiaiid  iashionabie  ain  ! 

He  rattles,  plays  quadrille,  sometimes  can  drink. 

Make  \ove  en  b^te — do  any  thing  but  tbink : 

Yet  to  conrince  this  leaden  lump  can  wound, 

He  weds  a  fortunę  of  six  tbousaod  pound : 

And  fUch  the  inEuence  of  Corinthian  brass, 

As  wit  uaquestioa'd  all  his  blunders  pass : 

For  which  a  poorer  pr  less  noisy  Ibol 

Would  siMid  the  butt  of  pnblio  ridicule  ! 

You'll  usk  wby.  Buttos  meeU  a  diUerant  fiite, 

The  seoret  is— be  has  a  good  estat^ 


APOLLO  AND  DAPHNE. 


CiAsc,  thou  brigbt  god  of  poeChj^  and  light, ' 
To  urge  relentless  Dapbne'8  rapid  flight !     [came, 
Tbink  on  tb'  inconstant  sonroe  from  wbence  sha 
Weil  might  she  run,  whose  parent  was  a  stream ! 


POETICAL  LOrE. 


Am  Daphne  did  from  tunefkil  Phmbus  fly, 
Still  must  his  sons  expect  an  equal  fate ! 

For  cmel  beauty  doom*d  in  yain  to  sigh. 
And  find  their  tendemess  repaid  with  hate. 


PHCEBUS  MI8TAKEN. 

When  Apollo  porsu^d  his  ooy  mistress  of  old, 
If  his  harp,  as  tbey  tell  us,  was  madę  of  right  gold  ; 
He  should  not  ha^e  plagned  ber  with  YcrMs  and 

But  set  the  fair  gift  in  the  reacb  of  ber  eyes  I 
Had  she  seen  ^nt  the  work,  and  been  told  what  it 

weigh'd,  [8tay'd ; 

He  need  not  hare  run,— for  the  nymph  would  haye 
Comply^d  with  hiaflame,  granted  all  his  desire. 
And  iurrender*d  ber  ehaims  in  euhauge  for  the 

lyre. 


SUSANNA  AND  LUCRETIA. 

SusANNA,  take  Łuoretia^k  boasted  place, 
Superior  yirtue  daims  superior  pow'r  1 

The  Roman  eould  noi  liye  with  ber  disgmce, 
Ęut  thou  morę  nobly  choseto  die  before  ■ ! 

Yet  to  reward  ber  gen'rons  high  design, 
Her  bleeding  bosom  set  ber  country  firee ; 

While  Heay^n,  in  juster  reoompense  to  ttune^ 
Restor'd  both  1&  and  famę  entire  to  thee  1 


HOMER* 


Hs  for  whose  bifth  seren  states  coold  zealous  striye^ 
Wby  did  he  watoder  round  flNMn  door  to  door  ? 

ReyeHd  when  dead,  neglected  while  aliye, 
With  all  his  genius— still  the  bard  was  poor ! 


THE  friSH. 

-  Hoc  erat  in  yotis. 


Thx  yarioos  ilb  below  content  1*11  bear, 
Grant  me^  indnlgent  HeaT'n !  this  sole  reąuest ; 

Nor  Ufo  to  oyerprise,  nor  death  to  fear, 
Let  Fortune  shnffle  as  she  please  tbe  '■'^  ' 


*  Fart  of  this  thought  is  taken  from  two  lines 
placed  under  the  statuę  of  Susanoa,  in  the  elecCo- 
ral  hall  of  the  palące  at  Munich  in  Bayaria. 

Casta  Susanna  placet,  Lncrelia  oede  Smanoą; 
Tu  posty  illa  moń  mąluit  anta  toelot. 
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BOYSE'S  POEMS: 


eN  TBS  POŁŁOWINO  MOTTO  OP  AK 

EMINENt  FRAUDULENT  BANKRUPT, 

AT  BDINBUSGH. 

CATB.DBUt.?IBIT. 

GoOD  master  C his  majesty^t  engrayer 

Chose  out  a  motto  odd  for  his  belumour ; 
Weil  migbt  he  Iwke  (he  thought)  as  «dl  m 
God  sees  (says  the  profenor)  all  we  do : 
Wbo  ooald  suspect  tbe  end  of  sucfa  a  soog  } 
Was  the  mao  right,  or  was  the  motto  wrong  ? 
To  tell  the  tmtb,  aod  make  the  matter  pUdo, 
C         thought  to  tum  leligion  into  gain ; 
But  ftuding  men  begcn  to  douht  his  play, 
The  knaTe,  Iike  Jonas,  fairly  run  away. 


THE  GOLDEN  R^LE. 


HoNirr  friend !  say  all  you  caut 
In  life  stUl  holds  the  golden  role: 

That  riches  make  a  fool  a  man. 
And  poveity  a  man— a  fool  1 


JUSTICE,  WHYBUNDf 

Sati  Will  to  Matt— *'  Wliat  cause  can  be  assigoMi 
Why  sacred  Themis  sttU  i»  pictur^d  blind  >'» 
*•  Because,*'  says  Will,"  whcin  tow^ring  Tice.  pceTaUs, 
She  may  ennise  tbe  erroar  of  ber  scales ; 
For  most  wbo  know  tbis  present  age  agree, 
Whate'er  she  tliinks, she  does  not  care  to  see !" 


WRnTEN  IN  LORD  DORSETS  POEM& 

He,  wbose  accomplish*d  band  tbis  volame  writ, 
BossessM  in  fuli  perfection  genuine  wit ; 
In  wbich  this  property  is  always  found, 
'Tis  doubly  armM  bóth  to  defirnd  and  wound. 


STANZAS 

OCCASIONID  BY  Mft.  lOn^S  laAMSŁATIOM  OP  HORACB, 

BOOK  IT.   aOOK  I. 

APMMSKP  TO  THB  HOMOOBABU  lOU  HUBBAT. 

Wbiłb  Fope  to  friendshłp  cooseerates  the  lyte, 

The  Loves  to  bear  the  notes  assembled  throng ! 
And,  with  the  soflness  of  renew*d  desire, 

Inspire  the  dear  re-aoimated  song ! 
UnriTal'd  bard,  the  kindly  task  foibear ! 

The  youth  befoie  had  worth  too  mnob  to  boast; 
You,  Orpheus-like,  but  raise  the  syren  air, 

Tbe  Britisb  nymphs  approach ! — ^yoar  firiend  is 
lost! 
Hardfote!  a  piraiBe  bo  wfsbM  as  yoars  lo  rimn, 
Or  by  the  foft  eMonfamM  iWc  tc^be  andoDB. 


But  ob  I  err— and  ICorray  mnst  foigm 

A  praise  that  brings  soch  unenmpled 
To  lo?e  is  surę  the  iwblest  way  to  lirę, 

Wealtb,  pridę,  and  Dtme  are  fisint 
Desoend,  dear  youth,  the  shiuiog  gacsi 

For  beantjT^  ąneen  the  roaeate  bow^ 
Let  ber  bright  preseoce  raark  ttay  risaog 

And  soften  aU  tbe  pomp  of  futnre  cai«: 
Andboast  distingnish'd  the  delightfol 
To  charm  the  wise  aod  fair — when 
charm  no  morę ! 


to 


IV  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

wnU  A  TBAMSŁATIOH  PBOM  YOmiBB. 

SucB  were  the  tender  lines  a  Yoiture  wiit, 
That  first-rate  star  of  gallantry  aod  wit  1 
To  mabcbless  Rambouillet  be  thus  addieca^d 
The  grateful  passion  that  inAamM  bis 
Thoogh  croel  Fate  bas  stop'd  the  poet*s 
And  all  ber  beauties  lie  ooBceal'd  in  dealh ! 
To  eqoal  merit,  eąual  praise  U  dne, 
He  wrote  to  ber — — what  I  transbite  for  yo« ! 


MB 


TO 

A  LADY  ON  A  SINGLE  PATCEL 

^^-—  Urit  grata  preterntaa 
Et  Tultus  nimiom  lobricus  aspici. 

Hor. 

ODB. 

Cbłob,  in  vain  with  stad3r'd  aits, 
You  stńTe  a  charm  to  bida  ; 

Tbe  sttfieriogs  of  a  thoosand  hearts 
Thoae  vam  efibrts  deride. 

No  matter  thougfa  one  spot  appear 

On  soch  a  perfect  face  ł 
The  Sun  with  many  morę  is  elear, 

Yet  warms  us  ne'er  tbe  leas ! 


INSCRIPnON 


nSSIOMBO  POB  THB  PKDBfTAŁ  OP  A  WBRB  SIABaLB 
TUB  OP  DIAKA,  TD  BB  PIZBD  AT  TBE  BBTBT 
ŁtTABT  WlLOBBNBSt   IB  THB  OABOeBS  AT 


OiP  A 


SnumiB!  leBt  rash  AstaoD^s  iiite  yoB  pfo«% 
With  caution  enter  this  distingtrish'd  giwe^ 
To  meditation  neted— oot  to  love ! 
Hence  Yenus  and  ber  boy  are  baaisbHł  for, 
Their  sportire  sparrows,  and  their  shining  car  I 
But  if  tby  beart  in  ail  iti  wiahes  be 
Unsully*d, — as  the  marUe  fom  yoa  me^ 
Approv'd  of  by  the  goddess  freely  pasB» 
And  view  tbe  natiye  beaotieB  of  the  plaeef 
Where,  oft  desoencBng  with  ber  lofdf  anidi^ 
Confess'd  they  wander  thffough  thcae  hqi|iy  shadtt; 
Shine  in  the  decp  recesses  of  the  wood, 
Or  traoe  tbe  floi^  nangia  of  the  flood ! 
With  litely  loofcs  appear,  and  drterM  ~ 
Secore  fhMu  kM^  aoA  all  ilB  poMBiU  darts. 
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MIL   TJtOMSON^S  ES8AYS  ON  LIBERTY. 

Nihil  est  fccdiiis  senrituU,  ad  decus  et  libertatem 
nati  siimiis — ^non  potat  parvo  coottare  libertaS) 
hanc  si  jotte  ostimas,  omnia  alia  par¥o  asti- 
maiida  sunt.  Cicero. 

Wem  liberty  celestial  goddess  saw 
TIióiiisod'8  boU  hand  ber  matchless  beaatiea  draw; 
Pieas'd,  as  the  work  intently  sbe  sQnrey'd, 
Hov  brigbt  tbe  cobun !  ana  how  strong  the  shade ! 
Fondly  she  cry*d — "  In  tbis  immortal  page, 
My  cbaniifl  fhall  bloom  antouch'd  to  latett  age  ; 
Tbo^gh  Bńtain  shouid  Uke  Bome  of  old  di^ide. 
And  nok  the  prey  of  lusury  and  pńde ! 
Thoogh  every  beart  the  Iove  of  me  tboald  loee, 
Herę  shall  they  leam  tbe  bleniagt  they  refiise ! 
Thoagb  from  tbis  fav'rite  ide,  my  laat  retreat ! 
CcMiistrałn*d  I  shouid  be  fbrc'd-pAnd  witb  regret: 
Tbough  senritade  sbould  oTerwbeim  the  bali, 
Hera  I  shall  liye !— and  sigh  to  see  the  fiOl I" 


TO  SEMANTHE. 


Foaom,  fair  nymph,.ao  unsnccessfdl  lyre, 
That  wonld  so  bright  a  character  etsay; 

If  UAiefol  numben  merit  could  iospire, 
Yours  sboald  be  sung  the  most  di8tingQish'd  way. 

Oft  had  I  heard  indeed  the  Toice  of  fiune 
Repeat  the  wooders  of  Semaiithe'8  yonth ; 

Till  prepossesk^d  like  Sheba^s  qaeen  I  came. 
And  found,  like  ber,  that  fiune  fell  shortoif  tnitb. 

Bot  difiiBrent  wideiy  was  oor  fate  in  tbis, 
Wlth  SotooKMi  coDYening  kmg  she  stay^d; 

L  only  soatch^d  an  accidental  bliss, 
Nor  could  I  know  the  treasure  I  sunreyM. 

Yet  as  the  smallest  diamoDd*s  lustre  shows 
Tbe  genuine  splendour  of  its  parent  mine  | 

So  did  ber  erery  charming  thought  disclose 
Her  sool,  and  with  refleoted  Talue  shihe. 

So  soft  the  aoceots  dwelt  around  ber  toogue, 
Such  reason  sparkled  in  her  liyely  thongbt ; 

Not  sweeter  notes  diTioe  Cecilia  song, 
Not  juster  lentiments  a  Pńor  wrote ! 

Go  on,  accoBplish'd  h,\r !  secure  to  charm, 
Yain  is  nsistance,  and  as  Tam  were  flight } 

SnbmisBłon  only  can  our  fate  disarm^ 

Where  seue  and  beauty,  perfect  thos,  unitę ! 

While  intermiogliog  ^irtues  grace  tby  breast, 
No  wonder  if  so  well  they  flourish  there ! 

The  soil  so  richly  is  by  naturę  blest, 
Tbe  cUmate  is  so  like  their  native  air* 

So  rich  Sabea^s  aromatic  land 

Does  without  toit  its  spicy  prodncts  yield ; 
Odoois  profusely  rise  on  erery  hand ! 

And  natiTe  sweets  embahn  tbe  happy  field ! 


THE  PARALLEIm 

ODB. 

AumiA  with  an  angel-fiMe 
Her  form  Wlth  pride  sonreyt ! 

And,  as  ibe  mo?es  with  matefaleis  giace, 
The  conąnei^d  world  ob«yi ! 


Her  eyes  dispense  nsistlasi  darts, 

To  set  mankłnd  on  fire; 
To  youth  she  ecstasy  imparis. 

And  to  old  age  desire ! 

Ab  the  brigbt  Son,  in  Afric's  clime, 
His  bumiog  beams  dbpiayf ; 

Alike  ber  torrid  beauties  shine 
So  flerce, — *t  is  fate  to  gazę ! 

Cecilia  bless'd  with  milder  charms 
Takes  gentler  ways  to  please ; 

losensibly  the  beart  she  warros. 
And  gains  by  soft  degrees ! 

So  Cynthia  Heav'n's  enliy*ning  qoe«a 

Serenely  sheds  her  ray ! 
Glides  o^er  the  skies  with  placld  mien^ 

And  balf  restores  the  day. 

Such  is  Cedlia !— sweetly  brigbt, 

Still  easy— stiU  the  same ! 
She  gnides  us  with  a  pleAsing  light. 

And  cheers  without  a  flame ! 

Happy,  80  near  ally'd  is  found 

The  safety  to  the  woe ! 
One  8ister's  smiles  reUeve  the  wound, 

The  other^s  charms  bestow. 


TO 

CLARISSA,  WITH  A  ROSE-BUD. 

ODE. 

Ouam  longa  una  dies,  astas  est  tam  longa  rosarum. 

AnoD. 

Cłaeissa,  riew  this  newly-naseent  rosę, 
How  sweet  its  fragrance !  but  how  short  the  datę  I 

And  think  distinct  the  lo?ely  emblem  shows 
Thy  eqoal  beauty^s  bloom,  its  equal  late. 

Uke  that  in  fair  perfectłOn's  opening  dawn, 
Your  roseate  cbanAs  tbe  ravisb'd  sense  delight; 

Pass  bot  a  few  short  years,  and  tben  withdrawn^ 
They  all  must  fade,  conceal*d  in  endless  night! 

Yet  from  the  parent-p1ant*8  eihausted  side, 
See  yon  fair  shoot  its  lively  odours  spread ! 

Rising  in  early  beaoty's  natire  pride. 
And  softly  blashing  with  matemal  red  I 

Then  baste,  tbou  beauteous  charmer !  to  emplof 
The  treasures  which  indulgeot  Naturę  gaye; 

Nor  longer  shun  to  taste  tbe  genial  joy, 
Which  youth  alone  can  gi?e— alone  reoeire! 

So  when  dark  Fate,  irrerocably  cross, 

Shall  snatch  you  hence  to  grace  theradiant  ddei ; 
A  self-bom  beauty  may  repair  your  loas, 

A  new  Cłarissa  obarm  succeeding  eyes  1 

The  phenix  so,  amidst  the  spicy  blaze 

Cdnsuming,  does  the  late  of  mortals  shna^ 

The  infant  bird  its  radiant  crsst  dispif y% 
And  men  ei^oy  the  ńmi  of  the  Sun  I 
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BOYS£'S  POEBIS. 


TO  HILARIA. 

ODE. 


HoAiiA  is  scarcely  aiTiv'd  at  thirteen, 
Her  face  is  stiii  infent,  and  childish  ber  mień ; 
Yct  in  spite  of  her  pahis  hcr  good  sense  to  cooceal, 
We  knov  she  bas  morę  tban  sbe  cares  to  reveal. 

As  ihey  say  tbe  first  Brutus,  suspected  of  treason, 
Witb  madnesB  disguis^d  the  brigbt  Instre  of  reasooj 
So  she,  witb  the  frolicsome  shows  she  puts  od, 
Would  corer  the  wisdom  musŁ  one  day  be  sbown. 

She  behaves,  without  eeasing  finom  momuig  to  night, 
So  gaily  good-naturM,  so  pleasantly  light ; 
No  90ul  could  imagine,  witb  ali  tbese  mad  ain, 
She  borę  the  whole  borthen  of  femily  care»! 

Ob  say,  tbou  dear  trifler !  delig-htfoUy  wild, 
In  manners,  in  beari  so  rdsembling  a  chiM ! 
If  thus  yoor  first  dawn  so  engaging  appears, 
What  joys  mnst  we  hope  finom  a  do^en  of  yean  ? 

But  yonr  wit  yon  well  know  does  your  age  sb  exce1I, 
You  keep  it  so  priyateibr  fiear  we  should  tell ;  . 
But  in  spite  of  your  caution  tbe  secret  gets  way, 
For  no  ekiuds  can  e&tinguish  tbe  light  of  the  day ! 


TO  ETHELUWA. 

Duiiovs  of  what  repeatiog  Famę  had  told, 
The  wondrous  power  of  Ethelinda's  face  ! 

Too  yainly  curious,  and  too  rasbly  bold, 
I  self-condueted  sought  the  fatal  place. 

Tbcre  sndden  by  th*  enchanting  flame  inspir^d, 
Keason  no  morę  her  feeble  sway  could  boast; 

So  Phaeton,  by  wild  ambition  fir^d, 
PosessM  his  wisb,  and  by  his  wish  w«s  lopt. 


TO  MARINDA,  SINGING. 

ODE. 

%am  Toces  ańum-KiuantaB  per  inane  Folatos? 

Claud. 

WflBN  first  Marinda's  tuneful  ^oice  I  heard, 
With.ecstasy  nnknown  my  breast  was  fir^d; 

Each  pasMon  stood  dissolv*d  in  soft  regard, 
I  only  gaz*d,-^4uid  listenM, — and  admir*d ! 

Sense  bnng  suspended  on  her  warbling  breath. 

And  what  I  feit  was  neither  Ufie  nor  death  ! 

Since  that  dear  moment  in  my  thrilling  ear 

Th*  inimitable  accents  erer  rung ! 
No  artfiil  instrument  my  taste  cóuld  bear. 

My  ear  was  deaf  to  every  other  song : 
So  those,  who  leare  their  natire  groTes  behind, 
Śtill  keep  the  faTOurite  symphony  in  mmd. 


Again  she  smgs !— my  fond  re^Ting  ear 
Drinks  in  the  notes  with  unabated  joy ; 

New  beauties,  nnob8er?'d  before,  appear, 
Or  graces,  transport  passM  too  sligbtly  by ! 

SolUphaal*sdraoglits^tboQgh  all  they  maydelight, 

Yet  ask  repcated  ^iews  to  judge  thcm  right 


Oh  say,  Maricda !  by  what  matchiem  ait 
Naturę  in  you  bas  sucb  perfections  bo«md? 

Has  giren  your  form  dominion  o'er  tbe  beait. 
And  added  ali  the  ekx|uence  of  soond  i 

The*fugitive  that  finom  your  cbarma  wouid  By, 

Stopp'd  by  your  ?oice        retums  to  bear  and  dis! 

So  Orpheus  pnce  with  morę  than  uKMrtal  song, 
JRecaird  his  treasure  from  the*reaJms  of  night ! 

So  brigbt  CaBcnia's  swelling  measures  strong 
Rai8'd  tbe  fair  serapb  to  the  fields  of  ligfat ! 

Such  pow'r  have  sacred  numbers  when  oombiB'd, 

To  soften  or  exalt  the  human  mind ! 

Nor  blame  if  preponessM  I  give  my  Toice, 
And  Music*s  force  to  beatity's  charms  compare; 

Angels  tbemselves  will  ^indicate  the  cboice. 
And  own  I  justly  fix  tbe  prefcrence  there! 

Since  all  we  Iroow  of  those  blessM  forms  abote, ' 

Is  that  they're  madę  of  harmony  and  lo^e. 


THE  AWICE. 


Sic  Tisum  Yeneri,  cui  placet  impares 
Formas  atque  animos  sub  jngi  ahenea 
SsTO  mittere  cum  joco.  Hor. 

AuitiLU,  once  the  fairest  maid 
That  grac*d  the  fiow'Ty  plain ; 

By  Łore,  deceitful  Love,  beŁray'dy 
Has  m<itch'd  a  faitbless  swain  ! 

By  duty  pressM,  her  struggling  heart 

Long  madę  a  secret  stand ; 
Till  k)ye  sustain'd  tbe  #eaker  part. 

And  Damon  seiz'd  ber  haod. 

Deep  in  the  grove— deserted  youth! 

The  lost  Mtrandor  moums 
That  waste  of  tendeniess  and  truth, 

Which  met  such  barsh  retums ! 

'<  But  late,^'  he  cries,  "  was  fia^d  tbe  koor 

My  eągęr  bopes  to  crown ; 
My  busy  han<|s  had  dress'd  the  bow*r. 

And  grasp*d  the  joy  my  own ! 

«  But  oh,  sbe^s  gonet  my  bleeding  heut 

Yet  feels  tbe  recent  wonnd  i** 
He  spoke— >wheo,  from  a  neighbMng  part, 

He  heard  a  hollow  somd ! 

The  guardian  pow'r,  that  watch*d  the  place, 
Had  heard  tb«  youth  complain ! 

And,  tonch'd  with  pity  for  bis  case, 
Thus  800tb*d  the  shepherd's  pain. 

"  Mirandor  1  cease  with  vain  deą>air 

To  Tes  thy  tortur^d  breast ; 
See  young  Łucinda  !  heav'nly  fair ! 

With  truth  and  boauty  ble8s'd. 

**  To  her  engaging  presenoe  baste* 

Sbe  waits  but  to  be  kind ; 
There  lose  the  thoiight  of  aorrows  pass*d, 

And  lasting  comftśrt  find. 

<*  The  joys,  the  kwelynymphbestows,   , 

Sball  ocnutant  peaoe  secure. 
And  Love  himael^  that  cau9'd  thy  woes. 
'HimwlfshaUgiYetiiecaro!"   .      . 


PO£MS.    PART  II. 


S§S 


OM  TUB  MIŁITAIY  rtOCBMIOlf  OP 

TWfi  BOYAL  COMPANY  OF  ARCHERS', 

AT  bdiuburoh,  ^oły  8,  1734. 

0]»E. 

Tuok  y&lidis  flexos  incoiranŁ  Tiribas  arcat. 
Pro  ae  qaisque  yiń,  et  depromuot  tela  pharetrisi 

Virg. 

Ym  nartial  breaste !  the  pride  of  Scoiia'8  plain ! 

On  tbis  your  fiair  re?olviiig  annoal  day ; 
Caodid  receiTe  the  Muite'8  faithful  strain, 

MTho  thus  ber  tńbate  to  your  vrortb  would  p«y : 
Par  tboagb  ber  numbers  foli  below  ber  theme, 
Ac«sept  ber  wisbes,  and  approve  ber  flame  ! 

Bat  too  pfetumptiTe, — witb  aneąaal  wing, 
Han  sball  sbe  raise  ber  emulatiTe  eye  ? 

Hov  in  proportioD  to  ber  Tapture'sing, 
And  to  ber  lair  idea  ardent  fly  ! 

H6w  paint  the  beauties  of  tbe  warlike  tbroDg  ? 

And  mark  the  brigbt  procession  in  ber  wag ! 

Alaa !  aiiisted  by  no  friendly  pow*r, 

How  sbalt  sbe  dare  to  strike  tbe  sacred  lyre  ł 

Or  ahall  sbe  give  the  CEiv*rite  project  o*er, 
And  cboose  witb  tileot  safiety  to  retire  ? 

SlxM  be  tbe  taak  ! — ehe  feels  unwonted  aid, 

Thj  influence  beams  confeas^d,  celeatial  maid ! 

Ob,  chaste  Urania !  dearest  of  the  Ninę, 

With  conscious  joy  I  Tiew  thy  matchlesf  air  ! 

Approacb,  array'd  in  erery  charm  di^ine, 
Tbe  subject  well  desenres  tby  gnardian  care. 

PropitiouB  on  the  rising  labour  shine. 

And  with  thy  warmth  inspire  the  just  design. 

•^  • 

And  thou  great  autbor  of  tbe  tuneful  art, 
llluBtrions  god  of  day !  and  poirV  of  vene ! 

Who,  włtb  tby  own  inevitable  dart, 
Did'8t  once  th*  envenom'd  Pythian  monster  pierce: 

Aasist  the  Muse,  in  eqttal  strains,  to  sboir 

The  lasting  bonours  of  thy  beav'nly  bow ! 

'  Tbe  uniibrmity  of  habit  in  tbe  members  of  this 
aociety,  wbicb  is  composed  entkely  of  gentlemen  of 
rank  and  fasbion,  tbe  beauty  of  the  habit  itself,  and 
the  rich  dreases  of  tbe  oflicera,  who  are  some  of  them 
of  tbe  first  qualłty,  conspire  to  render  tbe  march  of 
this  company  one  of  the  most  elegant  processions 
imaginable,  botb  for  its  regularity  and  betiaty*  The 
dress  is  a  la  Romaine,  composed  of  fine  plaid, 
adomed  with  deep  green  silk  jHnges,  and  iined  witb 
wbite  silk ;  wbite  stockings,  andJwbite  gloves,  blue 
booneta  a  FEcossois,  with  tbe  image  of  St.  Andrew 
enamelłed,  placed  in  a  cockade  of  wbite  and  green 
ribband.  Titeir  belts  are  composed  of  the  two  last 
colonrs.  In  their  right  band  tbey  bear  their  bow,  in 
their  belts  are  fastened  two  darts.  Tbe  ofl&cers  for 
distinction  bare  their  habitstrimmed  with  deepsilrer 
fringes,  and  thetr  bonnetsofblue  Yel^et,  adoroed  with 
jewels.  The  counsellors,  who  are  six  in  namber,haTe 
bonnets  of  crimion  yelvet«  Their  dnms,  musie,  and 
other  a  ttendants  are  in  the  corapany*s  filery  of  green 
and  wbite.  Their  two  standards  are  most  richly  em- 
broidered.  His  grace  the  duke  of  Hamilton  is  at 
present  captain  generał,  and  bis  grace  tbe  duke  of 
Oueensberry,  tbe  right  honourable  the  earls  of 
Crawford,  Cassils,  Wemyas,  and  Wigton^  witb  tbe 
right  honourable  the  lords  Kinnaird  and  Rollo,  ge- 
nerał <4Rcen, 


FaTonr'd  by  thce,  ooold  matchtess  Pindar  rise. 
To  yast  imagination  loose  tbe  reins ! 

Gould,  free,  e3q>atiate  througb  the  bonndless  skies^ 
And  eternize  tbe  great  olympic  scenes : 

Gknerous  contention ! — not  nnlike  your  own, 

Where  ViTtue  oniy  won,  and  wore  the  crown. 

Tbe  skill  of  archery,  from  oldest  datę, 
Has  been  the  glory  of  heroic  hearts  I 

By  this  Alcides  gain'd  tbe  name  of  great. 
And  freed  the  world  witb  bis  resistless  darts  i 

From  wbicb,  tbeir  doom  imperial  tyrants  found. 

And  Troy's  proud  walls  were  leveird  with  tbe  groiuid, 

Such  were  tbe  arms  repell'd  the  Roman  force, 
When  Crassus  by  the  Partbian  arrow  dy'd  ! 

These  stopp^d  tbe  eagle  in  ber  rapid  oourse, 
And  checkM  the  flight  of  her  assnmiog  pride ! 

When  bold  Orodes  800m'd  ber  lawleas  chain, 

And  led  to  6gbt  his  Taliant  archer-train  I 

When  Britain  felt  the  same  usurping  yoke, 
These  arms  preserT*d  the  Caledonian  race ; 

Defy'd  Rome^s  boasted  pow*r,  ber  legions  broke. 
And  kept  invincible  their  natire  place : 

So  Galgacos  maintain'd  his  countiy  finee. 

For  arcbers  still  were  friends  to  liberty ! 

By  these,  when  Edward,  with  nsnrping  alm, 
Sought  to  enslave  an  independent  land  $ 

Immorta]  Wallaee  soom'd  tb*  unrigbteous  claim. 
And  madę  for  freedom  an  illustrious  stand : 

For  that  oft  trinmphM,  and  for  tbat  expir*d. 

And  left  a  name  to  latest  times  admir*d  ! 

But  bark !  what  lively  sounds  inyade  the  ear  ! 

What  warlike  sjrmphony  appr^hes  nigb  ? 
Behold  in  sight,  the  royal  train  appear ! 

Tlieir  radiant  eosigns  waving  in  the  sky  ! 
On  high  tbe  crimson'd  lion  seems  ty  glow. 
And  tbreaten  death  to  each  opposing  foe ! 

Oh  tell.  Urania  1  whp  that  godłike  youth, 

Who  shines  dłstinguish'd  captam  at  their  head  ? 

Whose  aonl  with  noble  hooour  fir*d,  and  trutb, 
EKults  tbe  foir  processioo  thus  to  lead  ! 

What  dignity  around  his  person  plays, 

'Tis  Hamilton  \ — be  needs  no  borrow'd  rays. 


But  see,  the  cheerful  band  apace  adTance ! 

Whatmingling  lights  surprise  tbe  rayishM  eyes  ? 
The  silrer  b«mis  at  distance  softiy  glance. 

And  tbe  rich  plaid  displays  its  yivid  dyes ! 
While  in  tbe  beauteons  ranks  tbat  interyene^ 
Tbe  spotless  wbite  is  młxM  with  liyely  green. 

Well-suited  colours !  bappily  combin*d  ! 

Tbe  fairest  emblems  of  tbe  social  train; 
Wbite  as  th'  ansully'd  temper  of  Iheir  mind, 

And  gaily  yerdant  as  their  natiye  plain  ! 
From  such  foir  order  bigherbeanty  springs, 
Than  all  the  glittenng  pride  of  eastern  kings ! 

Nor  yet  unmeaniog  is  tbe  loyely  show, 
Proceeding  on  to  the  appointed  field ; 

Each  in  his  band  oprears  the  social  bow, 
Two  darts  may  well  supply  the  place  of  shield: 

For  what  are  shield,  or  bow,  or  swoffd,  or  darts. 

To  the  firm  yigpur  of  undaunfted  hearts  !  • 
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BOYSES  POEMS. 


But  ob !  to  speak  eąck  hoBoar'd  leader*!  worib, 
To  paint  the  Tirtbe*  of  tbe  royal  band ! 

Micbt  raiae  Alceiia  to  a  secood  birtb. 
Ot  ask  aspiriogp  Fiodar^s  lofty  haodt 

The  milky-way  to  uninstracted  sigbt, 

Tho*  fbrm'd  of  starSi  appears  one  traio  oC  ligbt ! 


TO  A  GENTLEMAN, 

miO  IN  A  POaM,  MEflCaiBIKO  A  ŁAJIT^S  PEKSON,  pMnTKD 
Hłl  BAND,  WaiCH  WAS  RIMAaKABŁT  BBAUTIPUŁ. 

How  ooald  tbe  MUse  Amelia'a  charms  repeat 
EBHMBour*d  ?-— yet  the  master-chann  fiirget ; 
The  matchleas  beanty  of  that  taper  band, 
To  whieh  Ibnd  Love  haa  giren  auph  wide  oommand ; 
There  plaoM  hu  ^uiyer  ■tor'd  with  deadly  darts» 
And  ail  the  eqaipage  of  ąoeea  of  faearts ! 
Pow*r  to  reward  or  ponitby  mto  or  kil]. 
And  acatter  fate,  obedieot  to  ber  wiU ! 

Perbaps  too  consctont  of  a  theme  so  fiiir, 
The  bard  resign'd  the  sabject  m  despair ; 
To  aach  a  band  no  commoo  strains  were  due^ 
liliea  were  pale,  aod  snów  incljn^d  to  blae. 
Those  hands  wbere  streams  of  liWog  sapbyre  mn, 
And  Pariao  marble  8eem'd  itself  outdone; 
AU  vulgar  similies  were  here  too  iaint. 
And  ta  the  piece  was  lost — ^for  want  of  paint 

Or  elae  bewilder'd  in  the  maże  of  Hght, 
Uke  tboee  wbo  sail  by  Zemb1a't  icy  coast; 

His  Mose  was  dazzled  with  too  great  a  ligbt. 
And  missM  tbe  part  desenr^d  his  notice  most. 

Or  was  bid  mafice  all  tbe  poefs  aim  ? 

He  knew  the  band  from  wbenoe  the  miscbief  came ; 

(Tbe  fatal  band  tbat  threw  the  deadly  dart 

Transnussive,  thro'  tbe  bapless  8hepberd*8  beart !) 

And,  not  cootent  to  bear  bis  fate  alone, 

Left  otbers,  like  himsetf,  to  be  nndone. 

80  in  the  curious  chart  is  oft  laid  down 

The  dangeroos  sboa],  that  ships  are  taugbt  to  shnn; 

But  iai^lesi  guides ! aome  rock  unmark'd  re- 

mainsi 
That  mocks  the  nicrchant*8  hope,  and  pilofs  pains ! 
Who  guided  by  description  tempt  their  fate, 
Ab  those,  who  trust  to  tbise,  will  find  too  late. 


THB 

BEST  CX)SMETIC  FOR  THE  LADIES. 

Of  otttward  form 

Elaborate,  ofinward  less  exact.        Milton. 

Tna  first  all-charming  mother  of  mankind, 
HeaT'n  with  an  angel-iaoe  and  form  array'd ; 

Yet  left,  alas !  ber  nobler  part,  the  mind, 
Defenceless,  easily  to  be  betrayM  ! 

How  widely  has  the  dire  distemper  spread 
Amongst  tbe  loTely  daughters  of  her  race  ! 

How  few  the  soul  tbeir  better  care  ha^e  madę  I 
How  fondly  studious  to  iniprove  the  face  ? 

Yaiotoil !  were Tirtue the supremest choice, 
And  beauty  left  to  nature^s  friendly  care^ 

Earth  woold  ouce  morę  resemble  Paradisa, 
And  erery  female  would  be  doubly  fiur. 


PART  Iii. 


Nihil  infelicins  eo^  cui  nihil  unquam 
non  enim  licnit,  tali  sese  experire« 

Enlium  terribile  est  iis  quibus  qQaai 
est  habitandi  locas,  non  iis  qui  omnem 
orbem  unara  esae  urbem  dncont. 


TBE  ANNIFEBSARY  MOUKSER. 

A  POBM. 

Bies  (ni  &llor)  adest,  quem  semper 

Semperboporatum,sicd!voluisUs!  habebo.    Yii^ 

NnfB  years  were  past,  and  now  the  tenth  arose^ 
Mark'd  with  misfortunes,  and  replete  with  woei! 
When,  sad  reclin'd  on  Thames*  deligbtfol  sbocc^ 
The  Mose  began  her  sorrows  to  deplore. 

"  Oh  Night,  whose  mantle  o*er  the  world  aspieid, 
ReoeiTcme  in  thy  hospitable  shade  i 
Do  thou  inspire  me !— let  thy  friendly  gloom 
Assist  my  grief !  and  give  reflection  room. 
To  view  the  borrours  of  that  iktnl  day, 
That  snatch'd  tbefatber,  and  the  ftiend  awayf 
P!U>d  my  poor  beart  with  angnish  and  detpatr. 
And  left  me  naked  to  a  world  of  care ! 

'*  How  sbaltthoo  tell,  what  words  can  aefcr  paiat, 
The  shtoing  Tirtues  of  the  mortal  sahat } 
For  such  his  eqoal  life,  compos*d  and  eVn 
As  seem^d  a  pattem  of  descending  Heav*o; 
Some  guardian-angel  taugbt  his  rising  yooith 
The  cheerful  lo^e  of  piety  and  truth  ! 
So  early  was  bis  soul  by  these  insptr'd, 
They  seemM  in  him  as  native,  not  aoquir'd ; 
But  'knidst  the  graces  that  adom*d  his  breait. 
Soft  smiiing  Charity,  cekstlal  guest ! 
Wifh  rairs  disLingnisb*d  shone  above  the  rert : 
And  all  his  actions  in  one  pomt  oambin*d, 
The  1ove  of  Ood  and  welfare  of  mankind! 
His  fenrent  zeal  descended  ftom  abore, 
Still  calmly  mild,  and  temper'd  sŁill  with  lora^ 
Taugbt  him  to  pity  such  as  went  asiray. 
And  led  him  not  to  persecnte,  butpray. 
In  him  Religion,  pure  and  unarray'd, 
Her  irresistless  native  eharms  display'd ; 
At  once  enliy'ning,  cheerful,  and  serene, 
Yoid  of  alt  arts,  anid  free  firoai  every  staia  1 

"  Nor  need  the  Mnse,  to  make  his  merit  kaoaa, 
Tell  how  in  publie  life  it  brightly  shone, 
While  partłes  Join*d  his  real  worth  to  own; 
E?'n  those  his  conscieoce  led  him  to  oppose 
In  priyate  oonduet  were  no  raore  his  loes ; 
With  unconstrain'd  applauae  his  life  appiOY^d, 
His  character  esteem'd,  his  person  Wd; 
Would  for  his  ooareneeagerly  contend. 
And  thougfat  it  honour  to  be  cal  Pd  his  frieiidl 

**  How  dtd  his  woodroos  conTcrsatioo  shiae? 
At  onoe  instmctiTe,  pleasing,  and  dirioe ! 
Such  beaT'nly  candour  dwelt  upon  his  toi^ne, 
As  comfotiftd  old  age,  and  óbarm'd  the  youag! 
Still  so  endearing,  that  wbere  be  appear'd, 
Eaeh  eye  grew  liTclier,  erery  beart  was  efaeer^d; 
Pain  stood  suspended,  sorrow  fied  away. 
And  erery  face  was  innooently  gay ! 

**  How  jtist  thesentiments  ?  how  atrong  tht  itiaiB, 
In  which  be  did  tbe  scriptnre-tniths  esplaia, 
And  show  Religion  beaotiftilly  plain !     ''      * 
How  did  he  ardoit  all  her  joys  reveal. 
And  on  ber  sacrod  charmt  enraptnr^d  dwall! 


POEHS. 

flMt  lov»  dhriiie,  whieh  did  hii  bi«Mt  iaflaoM, 
■ipii*d  kia  tonfiie^  and  wat  liii  oomtanl  tkeńe ! 
|]r  ^owi^  he  Bongbt  the  haidflnVl  inrttch  to  cham, 
Po  rmiae  tha  fearful,  and  the  eold  to  warai ! 
lot  when  to  HeaT'A  be  ran*d  lublime  his  prayer» 
So«r  did  bis  aoeeats  strike  the  listenmg  ear  ? 
Pis'd  were  all  bearts,  enfag'd  was  erery  thoaght, 
ind  Euth's  inferior  oares  were  all  liorgotl 

**  Procoed,  sad  Mose,  in  pmate  life  behold 
Dootraetad,  all  the  wonders  thou  hast  told ; 
Bat  cih  I   whal  eąoal  norabers  sball  commeDd, 
The  husband,  father,  master,  and  the  friend  ? 
fbr  those  wbo  daily  saw  can  fiillest  tell, 
Bom  jiiet  he  filPd  each  oharacter,  how  well  I 
Hoiw  can  I  thiak  on  all  his  goodness  past, 
Aad  not  indulge  a  grief  must  erer  last  ? 
When  not  a  day  paWd  unimproTing  by, 
But  borę  aome  mark  of  endless  cbarity !      [pense, 
Bless^d  hands !  that  ooald  to  want  his  wealth  dis- 
And  leaTe  his  hetrs  the  care  of  Proridence ! 
Wbobe  bonnty  still,  with  never-ceasing  eye, 
Has  seen  thetr  case,  and  given  a  kiad  supply  !** 
Berę  rising  grief  fiirbid  the  lay  to  How, 
And  leCt  a  sileat  interral  of  woe  : 
Tilly  TentiDg  oot  in  sigbs  his  hea^y  pain, 
The  melancholy  yoath  reeuin'd  the  stiain!  [proT^d, 
**  Thus  wise  ftc  Heav*ki,  by  oonsdoos  HeaWn  ap- 
Tliua  meekly  good,  by  all  good  men  be]ov'd ! 
Hosr  shsiU  the  Mose  pursue  the  moomful  tale. 
And  thy  misfortunes,  and  ber  own  reveal  ? 
Wbo  coald  beliere  thy  Itfe^s  uneqaal  end, 
That  tby  calm  son  shoald  veird  in  shades  descend ! 
That  wortb  like  thtne  should  meet  returos  so  bard, 
And  oołd  neglebt  beeome  the  last  reward 
For  all  thy  painfiil  aights  and  weary  days, 

Yet  soch  are  ruling  HeaTen*smysterious  ways! 

"  Yet  treated  thus,  uoalter'd  to  the  last, 
This  soene  of  eggia^ated  death  he  past : 
All  the  iosnltingetgony  of  pain. 
And  grieft  to  htm  yet  harder  to  sostain  I 
TUI  (sooo  resolTM  the  feeble  bands  of  day) 
His  soul,  unietter'd,  joyful  soar'd  away, 
.  While  goardian-seraphs  led  the  tracUess  flight. 
And  taoght  him  to  eaplore  the  realms  of  light  1 
And  now  before  the  tbrooe  supremę  appear^d, 
With  what  ddight  the  gladsome  sounds  he  heatd  ? 
*  Approach  fiom  life,  thou  faithful  steward,well  done! 
Faithful  to  death,  receiye  thy  destin^d  crown  i 
Fkom  all  the  toils  of  mortal  life  releast, 
Serenely  enter  on  tby  master's  rest  1'  [peins, 

"  Tbere,  free  lirum  life's1ow  cares,  aad  nomerous 
In  endless  bliss  repos^d  he  now  remains, 
While  I  (in  life,  his  flrst,  his  tenderest  caia) 
Still  doom'd,  successiTe,  blended  griefii  to  bear, 
By  rude  afl9iction's  restless  billows  tost, 
A  wretched  exi)e  on  a  fereign  ooast ! 
Most  leam  Łbe  lesson,  patient  to  eudure. 
And  wait  for  death,  the  last  effectual  enre.  [came, 
*'  Thou  gaardian-power,  from  whom  this  being 
In  whom  I  know  I  live,  and  moye,  and  am  ! 
Whose  kind  cooductiDg  pro^idential  band 
Has  led  my  fcx>tsteps  in  a  straoger  land, 
Has  from  a  tbousand  dangers  screen'd  my  head, 
Whose  care  has  watchM  me,  and  whose  boooty  fed  I 
Gontinue  gracious  still  my  ways  to  guide, 
And  let  thy  mercy  o'er  my.  life  preside  ! 
From  iU  restrain  me !  and  from  passion  sate ! 
Aid  me  in  pain !  and  arm  me  for  the  grave : 
Thro*  death's  dark  Tale,  cooduct  me  by  thy  grsce. 
And  bring  me  safe  to  Tiew  the  seats  of  peaoe  ! 
Jhotmber  28,  1737. 
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Yaih  restless  man!  who  with  presamptooos  eye, 
Woold'st  into  HeaTen*s  etemal  counsels  pry ; 
Woald'st  measure  Wisdom  with  the  linę  of  senee^ 
And  reason  arm  against  Omnipotence  I 
Inquiring  worm !  purine  the  pathless  road. 
And  try  by  searchlng  to  arrire  at  God : 
For  ages  on,  bewilder^d  may'st  thoa  ma. 
Nor  lea^e  the  point,  where  flrst  thy  quest  begun : 
As  weU  the  olay  might,  in  the  potter^s  band, 
The  reason  of  its  Tarions  form  demand; 
As  thou  presome  to  oaTil  his  deoree, 
Who  ga¥e  thee  fint  to  mo? e,  and  think,  aad  see  I 

He  still  the  same,  esalted  and  sublimę, 
Nor  bound  by  space^  nor  Itmited  (ly  time, 
0'erall  oommands:-"— ^withlife  informs  the  whole: 
Gi^es  different  suns  to  shine,  aad  worlds  to  roli ! 
Obedieat  still,  aqd  mindfol  of  their  place, 
I  Tbro'  the  immense,  their  śhining  rings  they  traee^ 
And  with  united  Voice  proclaim  the  foroe,  [course! 
That  spoke  their  birth,  and  mark'd  their  steady 

Thee  great  omniscient  oDmispectiTe  Bower ! 
Thee  first  and  last, — ^thee  only  I  adore ! 
Let  others,  ^aioly  cnrious  in  the  schools, 
Judge  of  their  maker  j-^-hy  their  narrow  rules 
Thy  essence  and  thy  attribntei  define, 
To  lorę,  to  serre,  to  worship  thae  be  minę ! 
Thy  laws  to  follow,  and  thy  roioe  to  hear. 
And  with  snbmissiye  awe  thy  ways  rerere  1 
Dispose  then.  Lord,  of  this  defoted  frame, 
The  creatnre  fiom  thy  forming  fiat  came ! 
Pleas*d  I  qbey ! — sińce  best  thoa  only  knows 
How  to  proportion  what  thy  hańd  bótows  \ 
And  let  my  wishes  all  ooospire  in  one, 
**  In  Eartb,  as  Hearen,  thy  will  supremę  be  dońe  !** 


THE  COMPLAJNT. 
Onid  fheies  illil  jnbeas  miseram 


libenter. 
Bor. 

Wiinui'n  my  soUtary  steps  I  bend, 
In  valn  the  orphan  seeks  to  find  a  ftiend  I 
By  dangers  compass*d  round,  I  trembling  go^ 
Mankind  my  hunters,  and  the  world  my  Ibe ! 
All  fly  the  infeotion  of  a  heart  distrest, 
As  the  blown  deer^sdeserted  by  the  rest ; 
By  fortunę  weary*d»  and  by  grief  dismay'd. 
To  thee  Almigbty  King!  Iflyforaid! 
All  gracious  Power !  attend  my  supphant  prayer  I 
Or  ease  my  woes,  or  teach  me  how  to  bear; 
Support  my  sufiiierings,  Tindieate  my  wrongs ! 
And  tarę  me  from  the  aspic  gali  of  tongoes  I 
To  thee  my  panting  beart  for  shelter  flies, 
And  waits  that  mercy  which  mankind  denies ! 
Oh  let  tby  light  my  fointing  soul  inform, 
Hiy  goodness  guide  me  thro*  the  threafning  storm  1 
Oh  let  thy  beaTenly  beam  my  darkness  cheer  ! 
Thy  guardian  band  my  dubious  passage  steer  I 
Then  let  the tempest  ragę! — and  round  my  head 
Affliction  all  its  angry  billows  spread ! 
Thy  presence,  Lord,  sball  calm  my  anzious  breast. 
And  lead  me  safe  to  everlasting  rest  1 

So  fores  it  with  the  ressel  tempest-tost, 
Her  mast  all  shatter*d,  aad  ber  anohor  lost, 
Abandoo'd  on  some  wild  uncertaia  ooast  1 
While  the  loud  suiges  mark  the  &tal  sboie. 
And  o'er  their  beads  the  awfol  thnnders  roar ; 
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SaddeD  the  lightdmg  gilds  the  gloomy  sky, 
Aod  ihows  Bome  fńaidły  crtek  or  barbour  oigb, 
Bold  with  tbe  kind  embracing  ćoost  tbey  steer, 
Aod  find  their  safety  wbere  tbey  placM  tbeir  fiśer. 


STANZAS  TO  A  CANDLE. 

Tbou  glimm^riDg  taper !  by  wbose  feeble  ray 
In  tboagbtful  aolitude  tbe  nigbt  I  waite ! 

How  do*at  tboa  warn  me  by  tby  swift  decay, 
Tkat  eqaal  to  oblinoo  botb  we  hastę  ? 

Tbe  Tital  oil,  tbat  sboald  our  strength  supply, 

Consuming  wastes,  and  bid  us  leani  to  die. 

ToocbM  by  my  band,  tby  swift  reTiving  ligbt 
Witb  new-gainM  foroe  agmin  »  tangbt  to  glow ! 

80,  nsing  from  s^rounding  troubles  bńgfat. 
My  conscious  aoul  beging  herself  to  koow : 

Audy  from  the  ilk  of  life  emerging  Ibith, 

Łeana  tbe  jast  itandard  of  ber  natiye  worth. 

But  tee  in  mists  tby  fading  lustra  veird, 
Around  tby  bead  tbe  dasky  Yapours  play  ; 

So  by  opposing  fortune^s  clouds  conoeaPd,  * 
In  Tain  to  force  a  passage  I  essay : 

Wbileronnd  me,  gatheńng  thick,  tbey  daily  spread, 

And  Imog,  I  am  number'd  witb  tbe  dckd ! 

But  now  tby  flame  diminisb'd  quick  subsides^ 
Too  flUre  a  prasage  tbat  thy  dace  is  ran ; 

Alike  I  feel  my  liie'B  decreasing  tides, 

Soon  will  Uke  tbine  my  transient  blaze  be  gone! 

InstructiTe  emblem!-~bow  our  fates  agree  1 

I  hastę  to  daikness,  and  nesemble  thee. 


THB  AUTHOR^S  EPITAPR. 

Injuventutecura  ut  ben^  yiTas,  in  senectute  ut 
beni  moriaris.  Seneca. 

»  HniB,  stranger !  vicw  a  stone  witbout  a  name, 
Tbe  name  tbo*  p]ac*d  obscure  to  thee  and  famę; 
Tbe  real  merits  of  tbe  mortal  clay       ' 
Must  wait  tbe  judgment  of  the  finał  day. 

Like  thee  PTe  seen  both  fortunę  ftx>wn  and  smile, 
Felt  aU  tbe  bopes  dehided  man  beguile ; 
As  thou  art  now,  have  I  with  life  t^en  blest^ 
As  I  do  DOW,  so  shortly  thou  must  rest ! 
Most  e?ery  joy,  and  erery  prospect  leave 
Contracied,  in  tbe  limits  of  tbe  grove : 

*   VIVIS.UT.V1X1 

Moanais.  ut.8um.  mortuus. 

VAŁE.VIA'roft. 
TIXtOB.  MBMENTO.  MOI  ITURUM. 

iMCBNIUlCIlATDaA.  DBDIT.PORTUKA.  POETiB. 
l>BFUn'.AT(IDB.tNOPBM.rnrERB.  FECFT.  AMOK. 


See  bow  the  spoib  of  death  aroond  areipnadiy 
Tbink  aa  you  walk,  what  treacheroiis  gromi  jęi 
Ule  motber-earth,  tbat  miices  now  witb  ae^[tvórii 
Nezt  mtoment  may  reclaim  it^s  share  in  thee ! 
Asmoke!  aflowerl  asbadow!  aod  a  brealh ! 
Are  rl^  things  eompar*d  with  life  and  death  s 
Uke  bobbies  ob  tbe  stream  of  time  we  pass, 
Swell,  burst,  aod  mingle  with  the  coaamoB  woam ! 
Then,  oh  refiect !  ere  fate  unheeded  cone. 
And  snateb  this  lesson  from  the  ¥Ocal  toob  1 
Known  iń  tby  condoct,  fix*d  upon  tby  miad, 
'<  The  lorę  of  God,  and  wdiisre  of  maakindi" 

Then  wben  old  naturę  shall  to  roin  tnra^ 
HeaT*n  melt  with  beat,  aad  earth  diasohiąg  biBw! 
Amidst  the  flame  inscribM,  this  trath  shall  shioe^ 
Its  force  immortal,  and  hs  woik  divine ! 
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